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I've been possessed by a side character in an academy novel who ends up with a simp ending.

Yeah, I'm going to drop out!

*The copyright of this cover belongs to the author!


Ch.0 - Prologue
The room was filled with silence.

I was in a private meeting with the highest authority in the Academy, and I carefully handed over a white envelope.

"What is this?"

"My letter of withdrawal."

"...Are you serious?"

"Yes."

"Why don't you calm down first and take some time to reconsider your decision? You've only been at the Academy for two days, haven't you?"

"I'm sorry, but I've already made up my mind. Please accept my withdrawal letter."

"Sigh...! Very well, I'll accept it if you answer my final question."

"Alright."

"What's your reason for leaving our Academy?"

Why, you ask?

"Because it's shit."

Ch.1 - 001. I Became The Side Character
## Sub-Protagonist

Characters commonly known as "sub-male leads" are generally born with unfortunate fates.

Their first appearance is more impactful than the protagonist's, but as time passes, their importance diminishes and their accomplishments decline.

While the initially incompetent protagonist grows and gloriously defeats bosses, the sub-protagonist is relegated to handling minor enemies.

Heroines who once had feelings for the sub-protagonist somehow end up following the protagonist around.

Though described as the protagonist's rival, when you examine the setup closely, there's such a gap that the sub-protagonist should bow his head in submission.

Occasionally there are episodes dedicated to the sub-protagonist, but they only last three to five chapters at most.

After that, the protagonist monopolizes most of the story.

Of course, there are many works where sub-protagonists are treated well, but in the web novels I enjoyed reading, they were treated like garbage.

"What the fuck!"

And today, after seeing the ending of the novel, I started typing furiously while spewing a mouthful of curses.

------------------------

[Title] Let's Learn About Bern, the Sub-Protagonist of "Academy's Strongest Dominator"

Before I begin, Bern was officially declared a sub-protagonist by the author.

Don't mistake him for a supporting character.

His first appearance was when he decapitated an A-rank magical beast, a Giant Ogre, that was attacking the Academy.

With overwhelming power, he saved the students and reached out his hand to the protagonist—a scene so cool that even I, a guy, was impressed.

The protagonist, Kang Jun-hyeok, was also deeply influenced, making Bern his goal.

Though somewhat predictable, it was a classic story that I looked forward to.

But in the very next episode, Jun-hyeok planted a heroine flag with Sherin, Bern's childhood friend whom he liked.

While the protagonist was building up an NTR scenario, Bern was busy training Jun-hyeok, who had come to him wanting to become stronger. LOL.

I initially accepted this as the fate of a sub-protagonist and moved on.

The real bullshit began with the Demon World Forest exploration episode in Part 3.

Bern, who finally reappeared, was struggling against a B-rank magical beast, a Saber Tiger.

What the fuck? LOL. Where did the skill that took down an A-rank magical beast in one blow go? How could he struggle against a mere B-rank beast?

From my perspective, the author 100% forgot Bern's established character.

Still, the author seemed to realize his mistake and added a setting where Bern was weakened due to a curse.

But this was also ridiculous because Sherin, who usually accompanied Bern, was a Priest.

While our healer could perform miracles like regenerating Jun-hyeok's severed arm, she couldn't remove Bern's curse that could be lifted with a simple potion? LOL.

The author had some conscience and strengthened Bern after lifting the curse, but of course, it was pathetic compared to Jun-hyeok's power.

Two years passed, and Jun-hyeok reached a level equal to Bern's, leading to a scene where they fought together.

It was strange that Jun-hyeok, who had been at a baby level, caught up to Bern who had trained for 15 years in just 2 years, but I still expected an awesome scene with both of them.

I was an idiot for expecting that. LOL.

As expected, Bern was barely mentioned while there were tons of descriptions about Jun-hyeok.

While Jun-hyeok used magic and swordsmanship brilliantly, Bern was just described as silently cutting off monster heads.

From then on, Jun-hyeok became stronger than Bern, and I gave up.

Then another infuriating thing happened—a scene where Jun-hyeok and Bern fought over Sherin.

Of course, Jun-hyeok, who had become stronger than Bern, completely dominated and took Sherin away.

After seeing that scene, I secretly hoped Bern would fall into darkness and awaken, but...

He just told Jun-hyeok to take good care of her. LOL.

And you know what's most infuriating?

In the ending, Bern eventually married Sherin.

Why? Because Sherin was so unpopular that she was essentially a discarded heroine picked up by Bern.

Even worse, there was a description of Sherin still having lingering feelings for Jun-hyeok despite being married to Bern.

With this, Bern became a true Doormat Husband, and the story ended with him traveling to deal with demon remnants instead of Jun-hyeok.

Three-line summary:

1. Bern is a Doormat Husband.

2. "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" is a monumental piece of trash.

3. Author, don't think about your next work—just quit writing.

------------------------

I could have written 5,700 more characters, but my blood pressure rose with every keystroke, so I stopped.

Thinking that this much would convey my feelings to people, I closed my laptop.

Lying on my bed and looking at my phone screen, I habitually touched the web novel platform app.

"Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," now marked as completed rather than ongoing.

I canceled my preference for the so-called "Academy's Strongest."

I loved you, you fucking bitch.

Setting errors, stupid story, heroine distribution, genre drift.

It was a work I could have dropped long ago without it being strange, but the characters were charming, so I kept reading.

At first, I cursed Bern for being a pushover, but I was drawn to his attitude and personality as portrayed in the work.

His magnanimous side, his gentle nature that turned cold and calculating during battle.

And Bern's individual story, which was the only emotionally moving part that received widespread praise.

For me, Bern was the main protagonist of "Academy's Strongest."

Because I felt that way, I couldn't forgive the author who made Bern's ending so miserable.

"If I were Bern..."

I briefly considered creating an IF story for Bern as fan fiction but gave up.

I was afraid of the law if I wrote a novel disregarding the original author.

"Sigh..."

Thinking it was all pointless, I let out a deep sigh and covered my eyes with my arm.

After getting angry and calming down, fatigue washed over me.

This won't do. I should just take a short nap and then get up...

***

"...ern!"

"Hmm?"

"Bern!"

A clear female voice reached my ears.

Strange. I shouldn't have let any woman into my studio apartment.

For me, who didn't even have decent female friends, women were fictional beings.

"Bern! I saw you squinting, so get up now!"

"Ugh...! It's so loud my eardrums might burst. Can't you be a little quieter?"

"L-loud?!"

I answered with an irritated tone as I sat up.

I don't know who it was, but being woken up by someone with a voice as high as a bugle was unpleasant.

Personally, I would have preferred to be woken up sweetly and gently like a new bride.

"Who are you to come into someone else's house..."

...huh?

The moment I rubbed my eyes and looked at the intruder's face.

My thoughts temporarily stopped.

A face that was familiar yet not often seen.

I almost didn't recognize her because of her furrowed brow expressing displeasure, but I realized who she was when I saw her light pink bob haircut.

"Sherin...?"

"Finally back to your senses! Was my voice that loud?"

"..."

"Since our Lord Bern seems to want a quiet atmosphere, I should leave! Take care!"

SLAM!

The woman opened the door and slammed it shut as she left.

Her sarcastically mocking attitude and prickly personality perfectly matched a certain Pink-Haired Slut I knew.

She was supposed to be a character in a novel, impossible to exist in reality.

Yet somehow she appeared before me and even woke me up.

*Wait, this isn't my room.*

Everything around me was unfamiliar.

From the room's appearance to the hard bed and worn clothes, even my strangely elevated perspective.

Everything was unfamiliar and bewildering, but I calmly approached the full-length mirror in the corner of the room.

And then I looked at the man in the mirror.

"This person is...!"

While I had been uncertain about the pink-haired woman who left, this time I remembered clearly.

Bern Coolam.

The sub-protagonist who started as a rival and ended up as a Doormat Husband.

Surprised, I unconsciously reached out to the mirror, and the man on the other side reached out to me as well.

Seeing that, I finally realized. I had become Bern Coolam.

"W-what's going on here?"

I hurriedly tried to recall the situation.

My name is Yun Geon-woo. I'm twenty-four, living alone in Seoul while attending university.

My hobby is reading web novels, and before going to bed, I spent time reading the final chapter of "Academy's Strongest."

But because the ending was so terrible, I wrote a complaint post on a community forum and fell asleep.

And when I woke up, I had become Bern...

*Could I have been transmigrated?*

The common web novel setting of being transmigrated after writing a complaint post.

I was shocked to find myself as that protagonist.

While I was experiencing a mix of excitement and bewilderment...

Creeeeak!

The firmly closed door opened, and a pink head peeked through the gap.

"How long are you going to stay like that! Aren't you going to the Academy?"

"...I'll go."

"Good! But don't you have something to say to me first?"

Apologize for your rude behavior when you woke up.

Though she didn't say it that way, I could understand her intention just by looking at her eyes.

Indeed, what I had said earlier was a slip of the tongue made without understanding the situation.

If she wanted an apology for that, it would be only right to give her one.

I opened my mouth with a bright smile.

"Get lost, Pink-Haired Slut."

I refuse to accept that boring Doormat Husband ending!

Ch.2 - 002. The Life Of A Supporting Protagonist Is Arduous
Let's see Bern's happy ending.

That was the first goal I decided on when I became possessed.

Hero? Peace? The world? They can all go to hell.

No matter how hard I try to achieve those goals, Bern's life only becomes more miserable.

So this time, I planned to reach an ending where I could smile happily in his place.

As part of that plan, I first cut ties with my childhood friend, and then withdrew from the Academy.

Some people might question my choices.

Wouldn't it be better to stay at the Academy and monopolize the power that the protagonist would obtain?

But readers of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" would know.

Kang Jun-hyeok's true value lies in his abnormal potential, not in artifacts or abilities obtained by chance.

No matter how hard I try, the gap between me and Kang Jun-hyeok will eventually narrow.

Therefore, my goal isn't to become stronger than the protagonist.

It's to find a wife prettier and more virtuous than the Pink-Haired Slut, have a son and a daughter, and live happily together.

'With Bern's specs, it should be possible.'

Despite appearances, Bern is an overpowered character, at least in the early to middle parts.

Meaning that for at least two years, it would be hard to find an opponent stronger than Bern.

Now was the perfect time to lay the groundwork for a happy ending.

'For that, I should first return to Bern's home.'

I had thoroughly read the character profiles from "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," but I couldn't claim to know everything about him yet.

I'm neither Bern nor the author, after all.

"Know thyself." As the famous philosopher Socrates said, I needed to learn more about Bern in detail.

So I abandoned the Pink-Haired Slut at the Academy and boarded a carriage heading north.

"It's unusual to see a student leaving the Capital during Academy enrollment season."

"Haha, I had to return home due to unavoidable circumstances."

"Where are you headed?"

"Briant, my hometown."

Well, technically it's Bern's hometown.

But I suppose I should think of it as my hometown now.

"Oh? You came quite a long way to the Capital."

"Do you know Briant?"

"Of course! Isn't that the place famous for coconuts?"

"...You know it well."

Bern's hometown is a rural village located at the northernmost point, where snow falls even in spring and autumn.

I could never understand how a tropical plant like the coconut tree could be its specialty.

Was it added as a joke, or did the author just not research coconuts before adding that setting...

"It'll take at least 25 days to reach Briant. Will that be alright?"

"It's fine. Oh! Could I borrow some bedding? I'll pay the rental fee."

"Of course! Feel free to use it!"

"Thank you. I'll be in your care for the journey."

The ride quality of the carriage, which I was experiencing for the first time, was absolutely terrible.

The floor was hard, the shaking was trampoline-level, and the luggage in the cargo area kept hitting my shoulders.

Fortunately, Bern's body was already accustomed to carriages, so it wasn't too uncomfortable.

Despite the severe shaking, his well-trained muscles didn't budge at all.

Moreover, once I used magic, the terrible ride quality disappeared.

'The magic in the "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" world is really convenient.'

While other fantasy worlds require understanding of techniques, magical power, or elements to manifest magic.

In this world, magic occurs when you speak the name of the spell, causing a magic circle to appear.

How you apply the magic depends on your imagination, which is a welcome setting for someone like me who frequently reads fantasy novels.

Thanks to that, I was able to use the low-level wind magic "Wind" to reduce the shaking of the carriage.

'Even without a phone or computer, I won't be bored with magic.'

Time flies when I use various spells and think about how to utilize them.

Moreover, Bern is a 5th-rank Magic Swordsman.

With an abundance of spells at his disposal, there was no shortage of material to work with.

"Ugh!"

"Huh?"

Neeeigh-!

While I was deciding which spell to study next, I suddenly heard the coachman's scream and the horse's neigh.

As I was about to check what happened, the coachman poked his head in first, desperately looking for me.

"S-student! Could you help me?"

"What's wrong?"

"Magical beasts have appeared!"

When I pulled back the tent flap to look outside, I saw small green goblins surrounding the carriage.

These Small Demons were making bizarre laughing sounds and drooling between their sharp teeth.

The image of goblins immediately came to mind.

"I'm really sorry to make you fight too! I can fight as well, but this many magical beasts is too much for me...!"

"It's fine. I was feeling stiff from sitting too long anyway."

I had been using only low-level magic out of concern for the carriage.

But now, perfect test subjects have conveniently appeared?

I couldn't help but smile with joy.

Goblins are E-rank magical beasts.

Normally, low-level magic would be sufficient, but for my first battle, I planned to fight a bit more roughly.

I hope the goblins won't resent me too much.

"Ahahahaha!"

"Kee, keek...!"

Oh, this is fun!

***

"Hahaha! Student, you're an amazing magician! I never thought I'd see magic that could shake mountains!"

"...Haha, thank you."

"With you around, I won't have to tremble in fear during this journey!"

"That's good to hear..."

The coachman laughed heartily as he gulped down ale from his beer mug.

Spending the night with him in front of the campfire, my mood was complicated.

It wasn't because of the coachman.

The goblin fight from earlier was what was troubling me.

'Damn it.'

When I was facing the goblin horde.

While I was contemplating which spell to use, my gaze was strangely fixed on one spot.

That spot was the goblin's neck.

At first, I thought it was a coincidence and turned my head away.

But my gaze was drawn like a magnet to the neck of another goblin on the opposite side.

No matter how much I wanted to look away, my eyes wouldn't obey.

That's when I realized. Bern was a man who unconsciously liked necks so much that his body reacted to them.

'I wondered why he kept cutting necks in the story, but this was the reason...!'

There was an officially undisclosed fetish of Bern's.

Probably a setting that existed only in the author's head.

It's infuriating to think that even after being possessed, I'm still being played by that damn author.

'I wish I had never read "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator"...'

While I was repeating these meaningless regrets, the coachman had passed out from drinking.

Alcohol makes people troublesome in any world.

Just like when I had to support my drunk senior club member, I held him up and moved him to the tent.

"Sigh."

Left alone at the campfire.

As I was poking the fire with a branch, thinking I should keep watch until the old man sobered up, it happened.

Suddenly, a sensation like an electric current ran through my entire body.

"This feeling is probably..."

One of Bern Coolam's skills, [Nocturnal Intuition].

A passive skill that forcibly activates when there's a sign of battle at night.

It sharpens the senses and accelerates thought processes.

I couldn't understand it when reading about it, but now I knew exactly what it felt like.

My brain could process two thoughts simultaneously.

To explain it simply, it's like having a clone that shares my thoughts.

Should I hide and conceal my presence?

Impossible with the coachman's distinct presence.

Should I wake the coachman?

That would be a hasty decision.

Should I just hope they pass by and ignore us?

Can't predict their movement pattern.

After deliberating with my other self, I concluded that I should handle it directly.

I grabbed my sword and poured water from a bucket onto the campfire.

Shhh-!

After confirming the fire was completely extinguished, I quietly entered the forest.

Then, minimizing my footsteps, I carefully approached where I sensed the presence.

"Stop...right there!"

"You think...you can escape...!"

"Don't...come closer!"

From the faint voices I heard, I could analyze that a woman was being chased by two men.

In such situations, I would typically intervene and save the woman, but I couldn't.

How could I help when I didn't know who the bad guys were?

With a mindset of always starting in neutral gear, I wanted to observe the situation a bit more.

Until the hooded woman changed direction and ran toward where I was.

"Help me!"

Was I discovered even though I was hiding in the bushes 300 meters away?

As I was contemplating how to respond to a woman with abnormal vision.

"Who are you?"

"No time! Just kill him!"

The men chasing her kindly provided the answer as to who should be killed first.

"How convenient that you're standing side by side."

Slash-!

With gratitude, I cleanly cut both their necks simultaneously.

'I thought I'd feel resistance to killing people...'

Surprisingly, there was no hesitation.

Was it because this was Bern's body, who had been killing evil people since he was 10 years old as a mountain bandit?

I took lives as naturally as flowing water.

How should I put it? It's scary feeling like I'm gradually becoming someone else.

Setting aside those thoughts for now, I turned to the woman who had hidden behind me, and she was looking at me with bright eyes.

"Th-thank you so much for helping me! You saved my life!"

"..."

"Um, hello? Eek!"

I killed the men chasing the woman, but I hadn't taken her side yet.

I pointed the sword in my hand at her neck.

Startled by the sudden blade, she fell backward.

The impact caused her face, hidden under the hood, to be revealed.

"Huh?"

Her slender face and beautiful silver hair were surprising, but what caught my eye was what was on her head.

A protruding white horn. One side was worn down and had lost its shape.

"Ugh...!"

Realizing that her head was exposed, the woman quickly pulled her hood back on.

But her secret was already out.

"Are you a Dragonian?"

Seeing her shrink and react to the word "Dragonian," I didn't need to hear her answer.

Why is a Dragonian, who only appears in Part 5, showing up now?

Ch.3 - 003. Encounter With The Boss's Daughter
# Dragonians

Also known as Half-Dragons, they refer to the mixed-blood offspring born between humans and dragons.

In "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," Dragonians have dragon horns, tails, and wings, while the rest of their body parts take the same form as humans.

To explain simply, they look like human bodies with impressive dragon features slapped on. Despite their magnificent appearance, most of them were known to be aggressive, but...

"I'm sorry! Please don't kill me!"

The woman in front of me was quite different from the Dragonians I knew about.

Despite possessing physical abilities and knowledge superior to humans, she was bowing deeply at the waist, begging for her life.

I wondered if she might be a different species, but judging by the dragon tail slightly poking out from under her skirt, she was undoubtedly a Dragonian.

"You, what's your name?"

"Pardon...?"

"I asked what your name is."

I put the sword I had been pointing at her neck back into its sheath and quietly asked for her name.

If I knew her name, I could roughly figure out at what point in the original story she appeared.

"I'm Rene! Ack...! R-Rene is my name!"

Only after I asked again did she come to her senses, and in her hurry to answer, she ended up biting her tongue.

Is this really a Dragonian?

She was far from the image of a race known to be the second strongest after dragons.

Moreover, I'd never even heard the name Rene before.

"Alright. Rene, why are you here?"

"Um... may I ask what you mean by that question?"

"I know Dragonians are children of dragons who live at the edge of the continent, and except for one, they all live together in their parents' nests. So I'm asking why you're not in a nest but in this remote forest."

"Well..."

Rene hesitated, seemingly uncomfortable with answering.

Just as I was about to change the question, thinking it might be difficult for her to answer, she opened her mouth.

"I was kidnapped by humans and brought here..."

"Kidnapped? Did you perhaps encounter a Demon King after leaving the nest?"

"No. Humans invaded our nest while my mother was away."

"Humans kidnapped you? Wait, who is your mother?"

"Breeze Sephiron. The great mother known as the Benevolent Mad Dragon."

The moment I heard the name of the Mad Dragon from Rene's lips, I couldn't believe my ears.

As someone who had read "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" to the end, it was a name I could never forget—Breeze Sephiron.

A boss who appeared in Part 9 of the story and a deranged dragon who had blown away half the continent.

"I-is that true? Are you really the child of the Mad Dragon?"

"Yes. I can swear on Sephiron's name."

"Holy shit...!"

Let me briefly explain about Breeze Sephiron.

She was revered by many humans as the Benevolent Mad Dragon, but she temporarily left her nest when called by another dragon.

During that time, her only daughter was kidnapped by humans.

When she returned to her nest, she desperately went out to find her daughter, only to face her daughter's cold, dead body.

Having lost her daughter, she transformed from a Benevolent Dragon (光龍) to a Mad Dragon (狂龍) and became a calamity that drove the world to the brink of destruction.

*Even Kang Jun-hyeok, who tried to stop the Mad Dragon, nearly died about five times, right?*

A dragon with such overwhelming power that even he struggled despite becoming much stronger than Bern.

And here was her precious treasure, the daughter who would later become the cause of her madness.

"...I understand for now."

"Do you believe me?"

"Regardless of belief, the fact that you're a Dragonian and that you're somewhere you shouldn't be is true."

I still couldn't understand how a Dragonian could be kidnapped by humans, but there must be circumstances.

Besides, once she mentioned Breeze Sephiron's name, I had no choice but to trust her.

The true name of the Mad Dragon isn't written in any document and is only known to those close to her.

Even in the original story, it's only briefly mentioned when Kang Jun-hyeok, who barely defeated the Mad Dragon, hears it from her after she regains her senses.

*This is insane. I left the troublesome Academy only to face an even bigger problem?*

If I were to follow the main storyline, the right decision would be to leave Rene here.

She was just an extra in the original story, with only the setting that she died, not even her name was mentioned.

She was a character who didn't matter either way, but now the situation is different.

I, who became Bern, left the Academy before even meeting Kang Jun-hyeok.

I don't know what will happen to him from now on.

The only thing I can be certain of is that Kang Jun-hyeok's growth will be slower.

After all, Bern's teachings accelerated the protagonist's growth.

Therefore, with Bern gone, Kang Jun-hyeok's growth rate will be slower than in the original story.

*Can a slower-growing Kang Jun-hyeok defeat Breeze Sephiron?*

The conclusion is obviously NO.

Even in the original story, he nearly died five times. How could he win in a weaker state?

This means...

*If the Mad Dragon incident happens this time, humanity will perish.*

Honestly, I wouldn't care if the world fell apart, but I wanted to find someone who would truly love me and form a bond with them.

That would be a better happy ending for Bern.

So if I could delay the destruction, it would be better to do so.

I can't ignore Rene now.

"Do you want to return to the nest?"

"If only I could..."

"Then what would you do if I said I'd take you back?"

"I-is that true?"

"Yes."

Rene's eyes lit up and she was about to cheer, but then she quickly closed her mouth.

The starry gleam in her eyes faded in an instant.

"What's wrong? Don't you want to go back?"

"It's not that, but I don't have anything to offer you..."

"I don't need compensation."

"B-but I heard humans won't help anyone without compensation?"

"Before compensation, I'm doing this because I fear the consequences from the Mad Dragon."

"Ah..."

No parent wouldn't be angry if their beloved daughter was kidnapped.

Furthermore, if the daughter was killed, their heart would be torn apart, driving them mad.

What if that parent was a dragon?

Though she's an unusual Dragonian, I think Rene can predict what will happen next.

"And if I were someone in need of money, I wouldn't have brought this up and would have captured and sold you instead."

"Now that you mention it, that's true..."

"If it really bothers you, when you return to the nest, tell your mother this: You were kidnapped by demons, but a kind human helped you. That's all the compensation I need."

"Is that really enough?"

"Yes."

I wasn't exactly lying.

The person who kidnapped her was human, but it happened because they fell for a demon's manipulation.

Rene's death was a demon plot to drive the Mad Dragon insane and destroy humanity.

All the blame lay with the demons, so they should rightfully bear the responsibility.

"Anyway, that's the end of this conversation! If you don't trust me, you can leave as is. What will you do?"

"...I'll trust you!"

"Good, then follow me."

"Where are we going?"

"First, we need to get my belongings. I only brought my sword when I came."

I'm also starting to worry about the coachman I left alone.

I didn't sense any presence other than the ruffians, so it should be fine, but there's always the possibility of something going wrong.

I retraced my steps with Rene in tow.

Thanks to "Night Vision," an ability Bern gained from years of night activities since childhood, we safely returned to the camp, but the real problem arose after we arrived.

"What the fuck."

While the ashes of the firewood remained, everything else was gone.

The tent, the horse, the carriage, and even the luggage I carried.

It seems that while I was briefly away, that bastard coachman packed everything and ran away.

I thought he was a good-hearted man with an easygoing personality, but it turns out he was just a greedy piece of trash.

"Um... where are the belongings you mentioned?"

"They were here, but they're gone. My travel money and spare clothes were in there..."

"What do you plan to do now?"

"What else? I need to find the thief who stole my belongings and make him kneel."

I can't guarantee his knees will remain intact, though.

I mean, it's not like I'm going to die over this, right?

***

Rene's world, inheriting the blood of the Mad Dragon, was always made of light.

Trees, squirrels passing over them, and eagles watching for opportunities—all living beings had their own light dwelling within them, each with different brightness and color.

Her mother congratulated her, calling it a blessing, but Rene herself didn't think so.

Even the appearance of her beloved mother dragon was obscured by light.

Still, unable to say she disliked it, Rene made every effort to adapt to the light.

But it took only a moment for the blessing to turn into a curse.

Humans invaded the nest while the Mad Dragon was away.

The light they possessed was so black and sticky it made her stomach churn.

It was disgusting to face them directly, and Rene was helplessly subdued by the unknown dark magic they wore.

In the end, she was dragged away without any resistance.

Thus, destined to be sold to a corrupt nobleman after being taken from her nest, Rene's heart began to crumble gradually.

One of her horns was broken as punishment for resistance, her body had no part left unharmed, and she began to waste away from oppression and persecution.

*What will become of me...*

Just as the spark of hope was fading as they approached the capital, a miracle suddenly occurred.

The carriage transporting the slaves, including Rene, was overturned by an unexpected landslide.

Even the lock on the cage was damaged, allowing all the slaves to be freed.

They scattered in all directions and fled.

Rene, too, thinking it was the last chance given by God, ran without looking back.

She didn't stop running even when the skin of her soles was torn.

However, despite her efforts, the pursuit caught up quickly.

She wandered through the forest trying to shake off the pursuit, but the slave hunters followed relentlessly.

How long had she been running?

When the sun had set and she had no strength left to flee, she encountered a new light for the first time in her life.

Despite being clearly visible along with the surrounding light, it had no distinct color, only a shimmer.

And beyond this new light was a human male with black hair.

*So that's what humans look like...*

She had never properly seen anyone's appearance before.

Whenever she tried to look closely, the dazzling light always interfered.

In contrast, the new light had no effect on her eyes and was rather comfortable.

*This person might be different!*

Rene, who had never relied on anyone before, desperately asked for help from this stranger for the first time.

The man then dealt with the group chasing her with an expressionless face.

Immediately after, he did point his sword at her neck, but he calmly listened to her situation.

"I don't need compensation."

She couldn't believe there was a human who would extend a helping hand without asking for anything in return.

There had been people who offered to help her before, but every single one of them had sinister intentions.

The black light visible only to Rene was proof of that.

However, the light she faced this time was close to colorless, making it impossible to read his true intentions.

Unsure whether to trust him, she hesitated.

As her hesitation continued, the man's following words washed away Rene's anxiety.

"Before compensation, I'm doing this because I fear the consequences from the Mad Dragon."

He was an honest person after all.

She came to believe that the reason his light was transparent was because he had a pure heart.

*Someone I can trust and rely on...*

Recalling the warmth she could only feel from her mother, Rene wanted to know more about him.

Ch.4 - 004. The Boss's Daughter Was A Dork
Currently, my only possession is a sword. That's it.

If I were a wandering swordsman, a sword might be enough, but I'm not that impressive of a person.

Just one of those weak-willed college students who starts playing games instead of doing assignments.

Could someone like me survive in an unfamiliar fantasy world with just a sword?

There's no way that would be possible.

So I absolutely had to get my belongings back. At the very least, I needed to recover the travel money inside.

"Rene, from now on, I'm going to chase after the carriage that went down this road."

"Yes."

"But human legs can't keep up with a horse's speed, right?"

"I suppose not."

"So I need a friend faster than a horse. And as luck would have it, there's a half-dragon right in front of me?"

"...Pardon?"

"Why are you looking so confused? I mean you. You."

The Dragonian has actual dragon wings on her back.

So why not just fly on her back?

"You don't mean you want to ride on me, do you?"

"Of course I do. Your wings aren't just for decoration, right?"

"W-well, that's true, but there's a reason I can't fly."

"Did you injure your wings?"

Rene shook her head in denial.

Seemingly deciding it would be better to show me directly, she spread wide the wings she had been keeping folded behind her back.

Considering Breeze Sephiron was a silver dragon, Rene's wings should have been silver too.

However, her wings were unpleasantly dark and murky.

And at the tips of her wings, something like ancient Roman characters were engraved.

"The humans who kidnapped me placed a curse on my wings. From what I heard, it's a curse of decay that causes cells to rot if I move too much. I could probably fly for about five minutes at most, but any longer than that..."

"Dispel."

Ping-!

With a crisp sound, the characters engraved on her wings shattered.

The broken fragments of the characters scattered into the air, clearly indicating that the curse had been lifted.

"That should do it, right?"

As soon as the curse disappeared, Rene's wings began returning to their original form.

Silver wings that beautifully sparkled in the moonlight.

I was confident there wouldn't be any problems without even having to check their condition.

"But they said it was a top-tier curse..."

"And you believed that?"

Top-tier curses aren't within the realm of magic that humans can use. Only someone like the Witch King or an Archlich could cast such things.

The slave traders probably just took some low-level curse scrolls floating around the underworld and scammed her by calling it a top-tier curse.

That way, the slave would be more obedient.

"Don't believe everything you're told. You'll get hurt that way."

"...Yes."

Anyway, now that the curse issue was resolved, it was time to properly pursue the carriage.

I stretched out both arms toward Rene.

But she just tilted her head and stared at me without doing anything.

"Why are you just standing there? Come and pick me up."

"P-pick you up?!"

"Should I pick you up instead?"

"Ah, I understand...!"

After hesitating briefly, Rene approached me with a solemn expression.

She gently slipped between my arms and hugged me tightly.

Then she buried her face in my chest and remained still.

"What are you doing?"

"Huh? Didn't you ask me to hug you?"

"...I meant pick me up and fly."

"Oh! Th-this is... I didn't realize that's what you meant...!"

Only then did Rene understand my intention, her face turning bright red.

She stammered as if her brain was overloaded.

While I wanted to enjoy her fresh reaction a bit longer, we couldn't waste any more time.

"Don't worry about it. Just take a deep breath and calm down first."

"Ugh...!"

Rene slowly took a deep breath.

Even as she collected herself, her ears remained bright red from embarrassment.

*This innocent young lady, what am I going to do with her...*

Readily believing far-fetched stories, taking ambiguous meanings literally...

She was so pure that I worried about her future.

Maybe it would be better for her to live in her nest for the rest of her life.

If so, I should escort her safely back to her nest.

"Is it okay to depart now?"

"Yes."

Having finally calmed herself, Rene approached again and lifted me up in her arms.

I was concerned whether her thin body could properly lift me, but that worry was unfounded.

As expected of a Dragonian, carrying a single person was a simple task for her.

"I'll point out the direction, so just follow my instructions."

"Understood. I'm taking off now, so hold on tight!"

Her silver wings flapped slowly.

After what seemed like preparation for flight, she vigorously flapped her wings and soared into the sky.

Breaking through the strong wind, we instantly reached an altitude where the temperature dropped below freezing.

"You've gone too high!"

"I-I'm sorry! I thought the altitude where mother and I usually fly would be fine..."

I could understand why dragons and Dragonians were called the strongest species.

How could anyone deny it when they could casually move around at high altitudes wearing just shabby clothes?

I decided never to use freezing magic against dragon-kind.

In some games, dragons are weak to ice, but in this world, that probably wouldn't work at all.

"I've come down a bit because you said it was too high. How is this?"

"Lower still."

We could clearly see the entire capital city I had escaped from this morning, which was far too high.

Everything in the world had shrunk to the size of ants, making it difficult to properly identify anything.

At least make it possible to distinguish things.

"How about this?"

"That's better. Let's proceed slowly like this."

"Yes!"

If it wasn't urgent, carriages wouldn't travel at night.

Therefore, if someone was driving a carriage at this hour, it should be noticeable.

But for some reason, there was no sign of the coachman's carriage that had taken my belongings.

"Let's go back to where we started."

"Are you giving up the search?"

"No, I'm just trying a different approach."

If searching from a high altitude doesn't work, we can simply follow the tracks.

If we follow the carriage wheel tracks from the campsite, we should eventually reach it.

After about 10 minutes of tracking, we arrived at the bottom of a cliff.

"The tracks end here."

"Hmm..."

The wheel tracks that had been following the road veered into the bushes midway and disappeared at the bottom of the cliff.

Just in case, we also checked the top of the cliff, but it was pointless.

There was only one plausible hypothesis now.

To confirm my answer, I reached out my arm and my hand passed through the wall, going straight in.

"It seems there's a hidden space inside this wall."

"I can definitely sense a malicious energy from beyond the wall..."

"So you have detection abilities?"

"Yes. It's my innate ability that I was born with."

Abilities like detecting presence, killing intent, or magical power were always highly regarded.

It's natural, since it's like gaining an additional sense that brings new information beyond the five senses.

In her case, it was an innate ability with even better performance than existing detection abilities.

She could proudly boast about it, but for some reason, Rene gave a bitter smile and hung her head low.

*Does it have some side effect?*

Powerful abilities usually come with a price.

Out of consideration for her, I decided not to dig deeper.

"Anyway, thank you! Thanks to you, we quickly found where the carriage is. You can go back now."

"What? Go back where?"

"To your nest, of course."

"You were planning to take me back to my nest..."

"I was, but seeing you fly around, it doesn't seem necessary. Wouldn't it be faster and better for you to fly back alone rather than walking with difficulty?"

"Ah..."

Rene was speechless at my logical argument, and I thought she would go back alone now.

"Ugh!"

But suddenly she collapsed on the spot and clutched her wings.

Then she began to moan, almost wailing.

"Oh, I-I used my wings after so long that I got acute muscle pain! Owww...!"

"..."

"I don't think I can fly for a while! Ugh! Wh-what should I do?"

What is she trying to do?

Does she think she can deceive someone while being so pure that she would fall for obvious lies?

Even as I looked at Rene with pity, she continued her desperate acting performance.

"I know it's presumptuous, but... could I stay with you a little longer?"

The Benevolent Mad Dragon wouldn't be returning to the nest for quite some time anyway.

And it would be troublesome if I sent her back to the nest only for her to fall into another demon plot.

"...Do as you please."

"Ah! Thank you!"

Should I assume she wasn't really trying to deceive me?

Just a moment ago she was making a fuss about being in pain, but as soon as I gave permission, she was smiling brightly.

I thought it might have been better if she had just revealed her true feelings from the start.

But I couldn't bring myself to say that to her happy face.

*She reminds me of the puppy I had when I was young...*

The puppy that would whine, not wanting to be alone, desperately calling for me.

When I beckoned it to follow me, it would wag its tail vigorously with joy.

And coincidentally, the current Rene was identical to that image, making me smile involuntarily.

"Puppy... or maybe Dragon-puppy would be more appropriate?"

"Dragon-puppy? What's that?"

"I'll tell you later."

"Can't you tell me now?"

"No."

Leaving Rene with a sad expression behind, I entered the space behind the wall.

I had thought she would just be baggage, but I began to feel that traveling with her might be somewhat fun.

Ch.5 - 005. There Was, But Now There Isn't
The space beyond the wall was a cave.

In the midst of a dark and eerie atmosphere, only a single torch mounted on the wall provided any illumination.

With just one torch, the depths of the cave remained shrouded in darkness, completely invisible.

'Not that it matters to me...'

I had an ability comparable to night vision goggles, so I didn't particularly need to bring a torch.

Besides, carrying a torch in a dark space would just make me a target.

I was planning not to take one, but considering my companion, that wasn't an option.

Rene was huddled tightly behind me, shrinking into herself.

I was starting to wonder if she was a rabbit rather than a dragon.

Either way, she was already frightened, and without a torch, she'd be trembling uncontrollably.

For the sake of my companion's mental state, I pulled the torch from its wall mount.

"Let's go."

"Are you sure this is okay? The cave is filled with malevolent energy..."

"Doesn't matter. Whether monsters appear or ghosts show up, I'm going to retrieve my belongings."

"Aren't you scared?"

"Of course I'm scared. Scared that I'll go in and find nothing, leaving me completely broke."

For a college student living alone, part-time jobs are essential.

Tuition, rent, living expenses, phone bills, hobby costs—there are plenty of places for money to go, and not enough time.

Despite struggling through part-time jobs to survive, one day the owner of the store where I worked fled in the night.

Because of that bastard who disappeared without paying my wages, I was about to be evicted.

I somehow borrowed money from acquaintances to put out the immediate fire, but I spent three days starving while dedicating time to short-term jobs.

After that incident, I developed an obsessive anxiety whenever I didn't have money.

Therefore, for my mental well-being, I absolutely had to recover my bundle.

"If you're really scared, you can wait at the entrance. I'll go in and come right back out."

"N-no! I'll come with you!"

"You might end up in a bad situation if you push yourself..."

"It's okay. I know Dragon Language that my mother taught me! Though I've never used it in a real situation..."

Is that really okay?

I wanted to say something, but I held my tongue when I saw Rene's determined look despite her fear.

She's a pure scaredy-cat, but surprisingly stubborn.

"Alright. If I take you along, you must follow my instructions at all times and don't cause me any trouble. Remember that."

"Yes!"

Her answer was quick and clear, which I appreciated.

I just hoped that wasn't her only good quality.

"Come to think of it, you mentioned you could sense malevolent energy?"

"More precisely, I can visually detect the energy of all living beings."

"So it's not limited to magical beasts, but includes animals and plants too?"

"Yes. Additionally, I can tell whether a being's essence is closer to good or evil."

"Good and evil, huh..."

Personally, I think good and evil are relative and can't be clearly distinguished.

Just look at Bern, whom I've possessed.

He was both a hero who massacred bandits to help frightened villagers and a murderer at the same time.

Throughout the story, Bern takes on dirty work in place of Kang Jun-hyeok.

He gets pointed at by various characters because of it, but readers who know the circumstances don't consider him a villain.

The boundary between good and evil is ambiguous.

If Rene's ability distinguishes between good and evil, I wonder from whose perspective it makes that judgment?

"Is something wrong?"

"No, nothing. I was just lost in thought for a moment."

When I came to my senses, I realized my legs had stopped moving.

At times like this, I feel like I have too many stray thoughts.

I shook my head to clear my mind and looked straight ahead.

That's when I saw something that looked oddly familiar.

"That's..."

As I approached slowly, I realized it was a person, and getting closer, I recognized it was the coachman.

However, his body was slumped and completely motionless.

He had been dead for some time.

"Is that the coachman you've been looking for?"

"Yes. Though he's already dead."

His body was withered compared to when I last saw him.

This was a phenomenon typically seen when a magical beast had absorbed someone's life force.

Among magical beasts, only undead spirits like ghosts and banshees feed on human vitality.

"He wouldn't have come to a place like this to commit suicide, so he was probably enthralled by a banshee."

Banshees can freely move between the mortal realm and the netherworld, which would explain why we didn't sense anything.

Moreover, the coachman was drunk and intoxicated.

Considering that people are vulnerable to mental magic when intoxicated, he was almost certainly enchanted.

The content smile on his face was the decisive evidence.

'I should never touch alcohol if I need to camp outdoors in the future.'

Everyone, this is how dangerous drinking can be.

"If it's a banshee, don't we lack the means to deal with it?"

"That's true, but I don't think we need to worry. Banshees return to the netherworld after feeding and don't come out for a while."

"Feeding? Can ghosts eat food?"

"They can. It's a high-protein extract that only comes from men."

"I've never heard of such a thing in my life! If I get the chance, I'd like to try it myself to see what it tastes like!"

"..."

In contrast to Rene's burning curiosity, I quietly kept my mouth shut.

If I taught her unnecessary knowledge and got purged by the Mad Dragon for "daring to teach our pure daughter such filthy things," I wouldn't have any excuse.

I just hoped Rene would remain innocent until we returned to the nest...

"Let's stop this useless chatter and get going."

"Yes!"

We proceeded inward along the increasingly narrow path.

As we got closer to the depths, Rene's tension visibly increased.

It must be because we were getting closer to the malevolent energy she mentioned.

"It's over there...! All the evil energy is concentrated beyond that point."

Looking where Rene was pointing, I saw a suspicious-looking door.

A large demon face was drawn on the door, and oddly enough, the doorknob was shaped like a black goat with three eyes.

The door was plastered with markings indicating it was made by demons.

"Hmm."

"Are you really going inside?"

"Don't worry. I'm just going to take a quick look at what's inside before entering."

Standing in front of the demon door, I pulled the handle as quietly as possible.

Through the slightly opened gap, I inserted my sword instead of a mirror to observe the interior.

Crunch-! Gnaw-! Slurp! Slurp!

Dozens of magical beasts were gathered in the center, intensely focused on something.

As I angled my sword to change the reflection, I saw wolves eagerly tearing at a horse's head.

They seemed to be feasting on the horse and the food from the carriage.

'...Good, my belongings must be in here.'

Though I couldn't confirm directly due to the risk of being discovered, the possibility was high.

I carefully closed the door as I withdrew my sword.

Rene approached me with tiny steps.

"How was it?"

"Crawling with them. Small ones, big ones—easily over 50 in total."

Not just the number, but the overall rank of the magical beasts was high.

I even spotted the back of an A-rank magical beast, a Giant Ogre.

"Perhaps we should turn back after all..."

"No. I plan to deal with all of them here."

"Y-you're not thinking of fighting, are you?"

"Yes."

"That's reckless!"

Rene scolded me in a whisper to avoid being detected.

She was genuinely concerned for me.

"You don't need to worry. I have a weapon that will take them down without me having to fight directly."

"You have such a weapon?"

"Indeed I do."

Every adult Korean man has experienced CBRN training at some point in his life.

What if I could magically recreate that situation where you had to wear a mask and shout "gas" three times?

The magical beasts trapped in that enclosed space would soil themselves.

I was already excited at the thought of giving these magical beasts a taste of the Hellfire Peninsula.

"Let's get started, shall we?"

***

'The time has come.'

A man in a black robe entered the secret cave with clenched fists.

He was trembling as he recalled the pain of his past.

The man's name was Alberdo.

He was a former teacher at Felex Academy, one of the capital's prestigious academies.

Born into a baronial family of the kingdom, he had been on an upward trajectory since childhood.

After graduating from the academy with top honors, he became a court magician, but finding the work unsuitable, he took a professorship at the academy.

Everything he did brought him acclaim, and he was called an icon of success.

The tower he had built since childhood was finally shining.

He thought he would live a brilliant life until his twilight years, but the tower he had built collapsed in an instant.

Alberdo, who enjoyed fervent support from female students, made the mistake of spending a night with one student after her aggressive pursuit.

He didn't think much of it, but unfortunately, it was a honey trap set by a jealous colleague.

When rumors spread that Alberdo had laid hands on a student, his image plummeted overnight.

The rumors quickly spread throughout the kingdom, ultimately leading to his dismissal.

To make matters worse, his baronial family sent notice of disownment, making him feel like he had fallen into an abyss.

His life transformed from popular professor to homeless addict spending days with alcohol and drugs.

Just as he was about to give up on life, a demon approached him.

The demon whispered, asking if he wanted to exact revenge on the academy and his former colleagues.

The demon's temptation seeped deep into Alberdo's vulnerable mind.

The wicked demon left after giving him a black artifact and methods for revenge, and Alberdo immediately put them into action.

He traveled around the world, using the artifact to trap ferocious magical beasts in the cave.

He used banshees to feed adventurers and merchants passing near the cave to the beasts.

Having collected over 100 magical beasts this way, he was convinced the time for revenge had come.

"Tonight, I will show hell to those academy bastards who brought me despair...!"

The black artifact in his hand grew darker, as if reflecting his state of mind.

The power to control magical beasts—despite knowing it was dangerous for humans to use, Alberdo didn't stop.

His only desire was revenge.

Sharpening the blade of anger in his heart, Alberdo flung the door open.

"Let's go! Time for purging...?"

However...

Beyond the door were only the corpses of magical beasts, all dead from shock with foam at their mouths.

"What the fuck?"

It was then that water began flowing from Alberdo's eyes and nose.

Ch.6 - 006. An Academy Without A Supporting Protagonist
Tap! Tap! Tap!

The sound of knocking on the desk echoed through the professor's office.

A middle-aged professor with a displeased expression was taking out his frustration on the innocent desk.

His shadow cast on one side of the room took the form of a demon.

"Alberdo, that bastard dares to humiliate me...!"

His true identity was that of a demon who had provided Alberdo with artifacts and methods for revenge.

Currently, he was hiding in Felix Academy under the identity of Belmond.

*I instructed him to begin the invasion last night, yet he dared to ignore my orders...!*

Belmond was grinding his teeth, unable to contain his anger.

If Alberdo had been in front of him, he looked ready to tear him apart on the spot.

*He must have hesitated at the last moment due to some petty human sentiment. It was my mistake to entrust this task to a human...!*

In reality, the magical beasts needed for the academy invasion had been annihilated, but Belmond had no way of knowing this.

*Aside from the invasion, when will the Mad Dragon's daughter, who was supposed to arrive today, get here?*

A wicked plan to make the Mad Dragon, natural enemy of demons, fight against humans.

The carefully crafted plan of a high-ranking demon had hit a snag.

Despite enduring hardships to participate in this plan for a chance at promotion.

Belmond's mouth was growing parched as the person he was supposed to receive hadn't arrived.

*If things continue like this, I'll be the only one to take the blame and die...!*

It was time to devise a countermeasure, so he stopped drumming on the desk and snapped his fingers.

Snap-!

After the crisp sound rang out and some time passed, someone entered the room from outside.

White skin with a perfect harmony of black and white, and jet-black hair neatly tied back.

Her beautifully curved body perfectly complemented her black formal attire, and her features were as perfect as if carved by a renowned sculptor.

On her immaculately clean face, both eyes were gently closed, giving her a mysterious aura.

"You called for me?"

A concise and elegant voice.

Even Belmond took a moment to respond, entranced by her bewitching charm that could captivate even demons.

"If you have no business with me, I'll take my leave."

"Ahem! My apologies. I was momentarily lost in thought."

"I see. So why did you call for me?"

"Rin, I called you for a simple errand. First, take this."

Rin received a small note from Belmond and tore it without even opening it.

Despite this incredibly rude behavior, Belmond's expression remained perfectly calm.

After tearing the note, Rin burned the pieces and spoke.

"Investigate and retrieve the Dragonian slave, and recover the artifact from Professor Alberdo. Is that all you want me to do?"

"Ah, yes, I'd appreciate if you could handle it quickly. Especially the slave—make sure to find and bring them to me."

"Understood."

"I'm counting on you. For your sister's medical expenses, after all."

"......"

Rin slowly opened her eyes at the mention of her sister.

Her eyes had no pupils, appearing like blank white canvases.

Belmond swallowed hard, deeply disturbed by those bizarre eyeballs.

"I would appreciate if you refrained from mentioning my sister. Thinking about her tears my heart apart, which might interfere with my mission."

"...I apologize for my thoughtless remark."

Blind since birth, Rin couldn't see the world.

Instead, she had the ability to sense magical energy through her skin and hearing so acute she could hear heartbeats, allowing her to function without major difficulties.

But Rin's sister was different.

Though her five senses were intact, unlike Rin, she suffered from a rare condition—magical energy allergy—making even daily life difficult.

Since magical energy permeated the air, her sister had to live in a magic-blocked space receiving treatment until a cure could be developed.

The cost was too much for Rin, who was raising her sister alone, so she had no choice but to follow Belmond despite knowing he was an enemy of humanity.

For Rin, her sister was more important than the world.

"Then I'll be off to carry out my mission. I would appreciate if you could pay for my sister's treatment as usual."

"Very well..."

Until Rin left, Belmond's gaze remained fixed on her hand.

More precisely, he was watching the sword she held in her delicate hand.

He was wary of the pure white blade that might spring from its scabbard at any moment.

"What a monster..."

Rin possessed an intimidating aura that made even high-ranking demons tense, with skills to match.

Her title as the Blind Sword Saint was no mere decoration—had she harbored killing intent, Belmond's neck would have been marked with over twenty sword wounds.

Belmond touched his chilled neck to make sure it was still intact.

"I'll need to think of a way to deal with her soon..."

For now, it was fine since she was a human who had betrayed humanity for her sister.

But Belmond was terrified at the thought of her sword ever turning against demons.

***

"Haa...! This is fucked!"

Meanwhile, at Felix Academy, there was another person besides Belmond clutching his head in agony.

A tall student with looks like they were painted on canvas, but now sporting dark circles under his eyes.

It was Kang Jun-hyeok, the protagonist of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

*The magical beasts should have swarmed in last night, so why did nothing happen?*

In the original story, Kang Jun-hyeok wakes up to screams and realizes the magical beasts are invading.

But the current Jun-hyeok knew about future events that hadn't happened yet.

*Bern withdrew from the academy before even meeting me... Shit, I don't understand any of this.*

His tone suggested he knew characters he hadn't even met yet.

He was a reader of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" who had possessed Jun-hyeok's body.

*The heroines were fine, so why just Bern...!*

Crunch-!

Jun-hyeok bit his fingernails repeatedly.

The changed future and his sleepless night had left his mind in disarray.

Just as Jun-hyeok was beginning to show extreme anxiety symptoms.

A pair of arms suddenly appeared behind his head.

"Jun-hyeok! What are you doing?"

"Ah... it's Sherin."

"Gasp! Why do you look like that? Couldn't sleep properly last night?"

"I had unsettling dreams, so I ended up like this."

"How about skipping afternoon classes and getting some rest in the infirmary?"

Sherin's attitude toward Jun-hyeok matched the content of the novel.

This was both reassuring and unsettling.

It meant he hadn't come to a different world but had definitely entered the novel.

"The afternoon is practical training. I can't just relax while everyone else is working hard."

"That's so like you, Jun-hyeok! Your mindset is different from others from the start!"

"Ahaha...!"

Jun-hyeok and Sherin were supposed to become close in Part 2.

Yet even though Part 1 hadn't ended, they were already as close as lovers.

This gave Jun-hyeok a strange sense of déjà vu.

*It's weird that she's already fallen for me after just exchanging a few words because I have a familiar face...*

While his progress with other heroines was following the original pattern, only Sherin had fallen for him too easily.

So much that she didn't seem like the character who was supposed to be torn between Bern and Jun-hyeok.

"By the way, Sherin, there's something I wanted to ask."

"Sure! Ask me anything!"

"I heard you have a childhood friend..."

"Tsk!"

She clicked her tongue.

When Jun-hyeok mentioned "childhood friend," Sherin's brow furrowed and she showed hostility.

For her, there was only one person who could be called a childhood friend.

Bern, who had now left the academy.

"Sorry. Please don't bring up my childhood friend. I have unpleasant memories."

Sherin didn't particularly like the blunt and stubborn Bern.

Her ideal type was someone witty and articulate—someone like Jun-hyeok.

Still, because they were childhood friends, Sherin had stayed with Bern and remained his absolute supporter until the beginning of Part 3.

Yet now she already seemed to despise Bern intensely.

Finding this strange, Jun-hyeok decided to dig deeper.

"Could you tell me in detail what happened?"

"I don't even want to bring that up..."

"I just want to know more about you. Would that be okay?"

"R-really? Well, if that's the case, I guess I can tell you!"

Sherin began telling the story of how she cut ties with Bern.

The story was mostly complaints, and she secretly hoped he would comfort her.

But Jun-hyeok's mind was filled with thoughts about Bern, not Sherin.

He brought his fingernail to his teeth again.

*I'm certain...*

Crunch-!

Jun-hyeok became convinced that there was another transmigrator besides himself.

And...

*You immoral bastard! What am I supposed to do with Jun-hyeok's body without Bern's skills!*

He was experiencing deep despair.

It was a moment when he newly realized Bern's importance.

***

"Argh! This is driving me crazy!"

"What's wrong?"

"My ear has been itching for a while now. Is someone talking about me?"

The culprit who had been giving the two men headaches was leisurely traveling.

Ch.7 - 007. The Encounter With The Sword Saint Was Awful
After retrieving our belongings from the secret cave, Rene and I were walking along the path connecting the Capital and the village.

Like the night before, I asked if we could fly through the sky, but Rene still refused, claiming her wings were hurting.

I was about to call out her obvious lie but decided to go along with it, curious to see how long she would keep up the pretense.

"The weather is really nice today."

"You're quite optimistic. Aren't you worried that slave hunters might show up again?"

"I'm a little scared, but it's okay. After all, I have you by my side, Bern!"

"I should have charged you a protection fee."

"I've heard that a man's word is worth a thousand gold! You're not the type of man who goes back on his word, are you?"

Rene casually threw out this joke while mentioning a plausible-sounding proverb, looking alarmed.

She usually acts foolish, but when in a crisis, she cleverly finds ways to escape.

"I can't even joke around."

"But everything you say sounds so serious..."

I understand how she feels.

After all, I've never once lied to her.

"As if I'd demand money from someone who doesn't have a penny to her name? Don't worry, I won't ask you for money in the future either."

"That's not wrong, but it somehow sounds like you're saying I'll never earn a single coin."

"Oh, have you learned mind reading?"

"Ugh...!"

Rene puffed her cheeks slightly and began expressing her dissatisfaction.

Since her complaints seemed likely to go on for a while, I let her words go in one ear and out the other.

She probably thought I would apologize out of guilt, but honestly, I just found her childish tantrum cute.

"Are you done saying what you wanted to say?"

"You weren't listening to a word I said, were you?"

"Nope!"

"...Sometimes I question my abilities. It seems like you're the embodiment of evil, but somehow..."

"Life has all sorts of people, that's all."

Rene's detection ability must have determined that I'm not a villain.

That was an unexpected result. I've never thought of myself as a good person.

I became increasingly curious about what the criteria for good and evil were in this world.

If the author Adokchoi was actually God and determined good and evil, I'd want to die.

*I can only pray that's not the case...*

I shook off these idle thoughts while loosening my stiff neck.

"By the way, where are we going?"

"Huh? Didn't I tell you our destination?"

"No, you didn't!"

"Sorry, I must have been mistaken. Anyway, we're heading to the Satellite City Front."

"A satellite city?"

"Yes. It's the city closest to the capital, and it's famous for not having a lord who manages the land."

"How can territory so close to the kingdom not have a lord?"

"It's a miraculous land where no disasters have occurred for 300 years. The previous king didn't want greedy nobles to taint the land, so he handed over autonomy to the villagers. Of course, taxes are still collected just like in the rest of the kingdom."

I slowly recalled the setting of Satellite City Front as I spoke.

I don't remember everything from Adokchoi's work, but I remembered quite a bit about Front.

It had a setting rarely seen in fantasy worlds.

"That's fascinating."

"Right? And that's not all that's amazing. Front is called the City of Festivals because they hold them so frequently."

"How frequent are we talking about?"

"Forty times a year."

That's one-tenth of the year, or about 3-4 festivals every month.

Moreover, the themes and scale of the festivals varied each time, making it a city full of diverse sights and foods.

As a result, it was often used as a dating spot for the protagonist and heroines.

I remember it as the second most frequently visited place after Felex Academy, the main setting.

"Do you think there's a festival going on now?"

"I'm not sure about that."

Since there wasn't a specific schedule, I couldn't know for certain.

But given that it was the season when flowers were in full bloom, the chances of it being festival season were high.

Though it was too early to be certain, I had a feeling that a festival was underway.

"I hope there's a festival going on!"

"You like festivals, huh?"

"I've never experienced a festival before, so I can't say for sure if I like them."

"Then don't get your hopes up too high. It's not as great as you might think."

"That's okay! As long as I'm with you, Bern, anything will be fun!"

Rene smiled brightly under the dazzling sunlight.

I couldn't take my eyes off her vibrant smile.

While I did find her beautiful, there was another reason.

The slight trembling at the corners of her mouth—a habit that unconsciously appeared whenever she was making excuses.

"You just want to spend my money at the festival, don't you?"

"Hehe..."

I feel like giving her a light knock on the head.

***

"So, how do I look?"

Rene twirled in place, showing off her new clothes.

It was an outfit that harmonized white and blue to match her silver hair and blue eyes.

Based on the style of priestesses but designed for mobility, it removed the skirt and exposed her shoulders.

Her exposed lower body was covered with white stockings and high-heeled walker boots.

And at her request, she even added a garter belt.

"...You look pretty."

"Really? Then I'll take this outfit!"

"Sure."

While I did find it somewhat erotic, I took into account that humans and Dragonians have different fashion sensibilities.

If she was satisfied, I had no intention of interfering.

Speaking from a place of desire, from a man's perspective, Rene's outfit was excellent eye candy.

"I'll pay for the clothes she's wearing."

"Understood. What should we do with her original clothes?"

"Throw them away."

There was no need to carry around rags.

We had stopped at the clothing store first precisely to dispose of the clothes Rene had been wearing.

The stares that had been focused on us from the entrance had been uncomfortable.

"Sigh... That was ridiculously expensive."

Looking at my suddenly thin wallet, I let out a sigh.

I was already worried about running out of travel funds before reaching my hometown.

When I was alone, I had more than enough money, but now there was one more mouth to feed.

"Hmm~!"

Oblivious to my financial concerns, Rene was just smiling happily.

I think I understand a bit of how parents feel raising children.

If I ever return to my original world, I should be filial to my parents first.

"Let's go now. Stop looking in the mirror so much."

"Okay!"

As we left the store and came out onto the street, thankfully, the stares that had been following us disappeared.

While Rene's bold outfit still occasionally drew glances, it wasn't as uncomfortable as before.

Roughly speaking, I'd gone from being seen as trash with a slave to an alpha male with a beautiful woman.

"What are we going to do now?"

"Since the sun is starting to set, we should first check the carriage schedule and find lodging for the night."

"Then we can see the monster parade scheduled for tomorrow!"

"I don't know about that. I was planning to leave as soon as we wake up, so can we really see it?"

"Ugh! Can't we stay and look around a bit more? It's festival season, after all!"

"No, we need to save money!"

We wandered through the bustling festival town, discussing our travel plans.

Rene's eyes sparkled at the sights she was seeing for the first time, while I observed the festival, comparing it to the descriptions in the novel.

*Was it around this time that Kang Jun-hyeok and the student council president had their date?*

Monster Parade.

It was Front's festival where tamed magical beasts from around the world marched through the streets with their trainers.

In the original story, it leads to an incident where the beasts go berserk due to a demon race plot and attack the villagers.

But that would happen a year later, so it should be fine now.

Just as I was relaxing and planning to enjoy exploring the village, it happened.

A man walking toward us with a slouching posture.

As we were about to pass each other, our shoulders collided.

It was a contact accident that occurred when the man slightly pushed his shoulder toward me.

It would have been good if it had ended as just a small mishap...

"Oops! Sorry about that, mister."

"...Stop right there."

I grabbed the wrist of the man who was about to walk away after just dropping a casual remark.

"Are you a pickpocket?"

"What?"

"Look at you pretending not to know? You just bumped into me and took my wallet from my pocket."

"...Ha!"

He's laughing?

My wallet, which had been in my pocket just a minute ago, was gone.

The only people who had contact with me were Rene and this man.

Since Rene wouldn't steal my wallet, he had to be the culprit.

But I couldn't understand what gave him the confidence to laugh.

"Listen, mister, do you know what happens when you falsely accuse an innocent person in the middle of the street?"

"No."

"Can't you see the stares around us?"

"So what?"

"If it turns out I didn't touch your wallet, you'll be the one disgraced. Are you okay with that?"

"Cut the crap. It could only be you, so just hand over my wallet while I'm still asking nicely."

"You're not a man of reason, I see. Fine, then search me! If you think you'll find your wallet on me!"

The man spread his arms wide, challenging me to search him.

I knew he had cast an invisibility spell on the wallet and attached it to his right groin, so why was he being so brazen?

Did he think I would back down if he acted confident?

I seriously considered how to best teach this overconfident man a lesson.

The common approach would be to call the guards and expose his trick, but that lacked satisfaction.

So then...

"You should stop making excuses and turn yourself in."

*Swish-!*

With a sound like a snake slithering, a black-haired woman emerged from the crowd.

Her left hand was on the scabbard at her waist, and her right hand was on the handle, appearing as if she was threatening with a weapon.

"And who are you, miss?"

"I'm a witness who can prove your theft."

"Ha! Now a blind woman who can't even see properly is talking nonsense."

"It's truly unfortunate that you continue to deny it."

No one else would have noticed, but the woman had already drawn her sword multiple times.

Her identity and the sword slightly protruding from the scabbard were proof of that.

*Why is Rin appearing at this timing?*

Just as I was wondering about this.

With a click, her sword went back into its scabbard.

Simultaneously, dozens of cuts appeared on the pickpocket's clothes, which then turned into scraps and scattered in the air.

"Aaaaah! W-what is this?!"

The pickpocket, now naked and shocked without understanding what happened.

Leaving him behind, Rin approached me with a subtle smile.

"I confirmed through the flow of mana that he stole your wallet. When the guards arrive, I'll be your witness, so you can rest assured."

"...I appreciate your help, but there's one thing I want to ask you."

"Please go ahead."

"Why did you cut my wallet too?"

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

I've got another blockhead who deserves a knock on the head.

Ch.8 - 008. The Sub-Protagonist And The Sword Saint
"I'm sorry! I'm truly sorry!"

Even amid the bustling festival atmosphere, Lin's voice rang out clearly.

The pickpocket had been taken away, and only I, Rene, and Lin, who was kneeling, remained.

People who had witnessed the situation from the beginning had left, while residents who arrived later were puzzled by the current scene.

Shit. I could feel the perception gradually building that I was garbage who made a blind woman kneel and apologize.

"It's fine, so please calm down and get up first. This isn't the place to do that, with people passing by."

"B-but!"

"I don't feel particularly good about that kind of apology, and besides, no amount of apologizing will bring back my finely chopped money."

"Umm..."

"Wouldn't it be better to have a constructive conversation about recovering the lost money rather than spending time apologizing?"

"...You're right."

Only then did Lin stand up, brushing the dirt from her legs.

It seemed I had managed to defuse the situation before it got worse.

Though Lin still maintained a humble posture without raising her head.

"First, I apologize again. Due to my poor circumstances, I don't have the means to repay your money right away."

"Is that so?"

I remembered that Lin had a younger sibling with a rare disease, and most of her income went to medical expenses.

She probably spent her days sleeping outdoors to save on lodging costs and surviving on mere scraps of bread.

If I had to name the most pitiful character in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," it would undoubtedly be Lin.

"If you give me just one day, I'll somehow gather the money for you!"

"Do you even know how much money you lost?"

"M-may I ask the exact amount?"

"I don't remember the details, but it was at least 42 Holden Gold Coins."

"...42 coins?!"

Beads of sweat began to roll down Lin's forehead.

Considering that a senior worker's daily wage was 2 gold coins, I could understand her distress.

She was already living in poverty due to medical expenses, and now she had incurred a massive debt.

"...Would it be possible to give me a day and a half of grace period?"

She must have judged that one day was woefully insufficient.

Smart. Though it's questionable whether she could fully compensate 42 gold coins even with an additional half day.

"Why should I wait for you?"

"Regrettably, I have no means to prove myself. All I possess is my father's heirloom sword and this unworthy body. But as someone who has walked the path of the sword all her life, I pride myself on being second to none with a blade. Though my skills may seem humble to you, I swear on this spot that I will use this strength to repay you."

Lin drew the scabbard from her waist and brought it close to her heart.

Her gesture was the Sword Oath, known to every swordsman in the Holden Kingdom.

It was a resolution to pierce her own heart with her sword if she failed to keep her promise.

Judging by how her usually gentle eyes had sharpened, she seemed sincere.

"How do you plan to raise the money?"

"I intend to go to the Guild along this road and complete every request posted there."

"And you think you can repay everything within the time limit that way?"

"I know it's tight. But I'll do my best."

"...Alright. I'll generously add another day, giving you until the night after tomorrow. Make sure you repay the money by then."

"Thank you so much for your consideration! I will definitely live up to your trust!"

With those words, Lin hurriedly departed.

She said she was going to the Guild, so she must be heading there.

I hope her urgency doesn't cause her to make mistakes.

"Is it really okay to let her go like this?"

"What else can I do? I can't keep holding onto someone who has no money."

"Wouldn't it have been better to take something as collateral before letting her go?"

"I received her oath. You saw her place the sword against her chest."

"It seems difficult to trust someone based on that gesture alone."

"It's an oath you can trust. I don't think it was a lie told just to defuse the situation."

"You trust her enough to make me jealous. Yet you criticized me, saying I wouldn't earn a single penny..."

Rene's gaze was piercing.

But what could I do? I knew nothing about Rene, while I knew exactly what kind of person Lin was.

Lin was especially significant because she was involved with Bern in the original story.

A maiden who joined hands with demons for her sibling's medical expenses, and a young man who didn't hesitate to kill for his cause.

Though the scale of their goals differed, they shared the commonality of not being picky about their means.

The author delved into this point and began creating connections between Bern and Lin from Part 4.

Their first meeting occurred when Bern's escort duty and Lin's assassination target overlapped.

Two people clashing in a forest steeped in darkness, faces covered with cloth.

A fierce battle ensued with swords, magic, and numerous hidden weapons.

True to her title as Sword Saint, Lin initially dominated with her swordsmanship, but Bern was superior in magic and strategy, so the fight gradually became even as time passed.

The battle, which showed no signs of ending, was concluded due to the support of escort troops.

That's how their first encounter was wrapped up.

Their subsequent meeting took place at the Academy, where they reunited in the Academy's library.

However, both were so oblivious that they didn't recognize each other.

The two, whose personalities matched, quickly became close and developed into friendly acquaintances who engaged in cordial conversations whenever they met.

The comment section would fill with warm sentiments whenever their story appeared.

Just when things seemed to be flowing peacefully, the author proved to be a devil.

As information spread about a demon spy within the Academy, the story took a drastic turn.

Feeling his life threatened, Belmond released all the artifacts he had collected.

Among them was an artifact with the power of brainwashing, which he used to turn Lin into an obedient puppet.

Later, when the protagonist's group clashed with Belmond's subordinates, Bern, as if by a twist of fate, confronted Lin.

As they crossed swords, Bern realized that Lin was the assassin he had fought in the forest and was tormented.

'The betrayal of realizing that all the time spent with Lin was planned...'

However, Bern noticed a reluctance in Lin's sword and changed his mind.

Realizing that the time they had spent together wasn't in vain, Bern gave his all to defeat Lin and break the brainwashing.

With Lin's brainwashing undone and the battle nearing its end, it seemed like everything would be resolved.

But Belmond, as his trump card, shot an arrow cursed with mental energy at Bern instead of Kang Jun-hyeok.

In that critical moment, Lin, whose consciousness had returned, pushed Bern aside and took the arrow instead.

The sacrifice of a dear friend.

Bern, in deep despair, wailed as he watched Lin's final moments.

Lin's last words to Bern, marking the end of their relationship, were long remembered.

'It was one of the few memorable scenes in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator"...'

After that incident, the community was heated for a while due to Lin's death.

From petitions to the author to resurrect Lin, to praise posts claiming Lin should be Bern's official partner, to research posts titled "The Reason Lin Got Involved with Bern."

All sorts of posts emerged, but the overwhelming consensus was that Bern was the one who suffered.

'Fuck.'

While all of Kang Jun-hyeok's potential heroines were alive, the women associated with Bern, excluding the Pink-Haired Slut who was NTR'd, all met unfortunate ends.

They either died or had their minds broken. Suspicions were even raised that the author had a grudge against Bern.

It's not for nothing that Bern had the nickname "The Balance-Breaker."

"Tsk tsk."

"Am I not allowed to be jealous?"

"That's not why I clicked my tongue. I just felt sorry for her situation."

"You're referring to the human woman who just left, right?"

"Who knows?"

There should be more than just one or two pitiful people around Bern.

Come to think of it, Rene beside me now was one of them.

A tragic character who was dragged out of her nest, suffered hardships, and died.

She wasn't related to Bern in the original story, but she ended up being involved because of me.

At this point, I'm starting to wonder if Bern has a constitution that attracts women with unfortunate fates.

'I don't know if this is good or bad...'

I couldn't predict how our fate would unfold, but my goal remained unchanged.

I would find a happy ending for Bern.

With that determination, I brought my sword to my chest.

Ch.9 - 009. Our Dragon Doesn't Bite
Even though I was completely broke, I had already paid for tonight's lodging in advance.

While I could rest easy tonight, tomorrow was the problem.

I needed to come up with a solution quickly, so I called Rene to my room.

"I need money."

"Didn't that woman agree to pay you back earlier?"

"She did. But since I gave her a two-day deadline, I don't have money for food and lodging tomorrow."

"We have no choice. I'll return the clothes I'm wearing if I have to...!"

Rene clenched her fist and jumped to her feet, looking ready to rush off to the clothing store.

I quickly grabbed her shoulders to calm her down.

"Stop that. We already threw away your old clothes. Do you want to walk around naked?"

"Ah! You're right..."

"We need to think of a proper way to make money. Unless you want to sleep outside."

"What about taking on requests from the guild?"

"That would be sabotaging the woman who's trying to pay us back with money earned from the guild."

Even if she took all available guild requests, I wasn't sure if she could gather 42 gold coins.

If we jumped in too, she definitely wouldn't be able to gather the money by the deadline.

I didn't want a win-win situation necessarily, but I wanted to avoid actions that would harm both parties.

And I didn't want to be on bad terms with Rin either.

"Hmm...! I'm sorry, I'm not knowledgeable about these things, so nothing comes to mind."

"It's okay. Actually, I didn't call you here for your opinion."

"What? Then why did you call me?"

"I wanted to ask you something. If my memory serves me right, Dragonians can transform into dragons, is that true?"

"I think so? I've never met other Dragonians, so it's hard to give you a definite answer."

"Then can you transform into a dragon?"

"Of course! I can show you right now if you want!"

Rene cleared her throat and shrugged her shoulders proudly.

She had always been intimidated by unfamiliar human culture, but now she was puffing up with pride in her area of expertise.

"Really? Are there any restrictions or side effects? Like losing your rationality?"

"No restrictions. I just draw more of the dragon blood flowing in my veins. But there is a minor side effect."

"What is it?"

"It takes about a day to return to my original form."

"Hmm..."

I stroked my chin, deep in thought.

Until now, I had been hiding Rene's key features to prevent people from discovering she was a Dragonian.

Her horns were concealed with magic, her tail was wrapped around her waist, and her wings were neatly folded behind her back.

Thanks to these efforts, no one suspected she was a Dragonian.

But if she took on a dragon form, we couldn't hide it anymore.

"By the way, how did we go from talking about money to my abilities?"

"Oh, about that, I found this in the tavern downstairs."

I handed Rene a piece of paper with handwritten text.

She took it and skimmed through the contents, speaking with a tone of curiosity.

"Magical Beast Contest? Before the main parade begins, magical beasts gather on stage to show off their talents... This sounds fun!"

"Right? Keep reading."

"Let's see. It lists the registration method, participation conditions, location, and..."

That's when it happened.

Rene, who had been reading smoothly, suddenly froze and remained silent for a while.

She must have figured out my intention.

"There's... prize money?"

"Yes. As expected of an annual event, the prize is quite substantial!"

"So when you asked if I could transform into a dragon, could it be..."

Rene's pupils trembled unsteadily.

She seemed unable to contain her excitement just imagining it.

It might be my misconception, but that's what I choose to believe.

"You caught on? No need for further explanation then."

"W-wait a minute! I'm half human, so wouldn't it be unfair for me to participate in a magical beast contest? Besides, the precautions clearly state that dangerous magical beasts are prohibited!"

"Such minor details don't matter as long as we don't get caught. As long as we don't get caught...!"

Behold, the Magical Beast Master.

***

"Next participant! Please come to the registration desk!"

The contest registrar's voice was clear, matching the lively festival atmosphere.

It was my turn next. I approached the registration desk with a kind smile.

I needed to make a good impression to participate in the contest.

"Hello! You must be working hard today."

"Ah, thank you! It's tiring, but seeing everyone's bright smiles gives me energy!"

"That's good to hear."

The atmosphere was flowing nicely.

If we proceed slowly like this, we might succeed.

I politely handed the pre-filled participation form to the registrar.

"Got your form! By the way, where is your magical beast?"

"Ahaha...! Well, she's shy and embarrassed to come out."

"Oh my, is that so? What a unique creature!"

Most magical beasts had ferocious temperaments.

It was rare to find wild magical beasts that wouldn't attack humans.

Taming magical beasts begins with suppressing their aggression. After training, they stop attacking humans indiscriminately, but their instincts remain, making them naturally fierce.

That's why introverted magical beasts were uncommon.

"Still, we need to verify its existence to proceed with registration. Could you show it briefly?"

"Alright."

I crouched down and picked up Rene, who had been waiting below.

I showed the registrar the silver dragon, whose size had been reduced to the extreme to appear harmless.

What would her reaction be?

As Rene peeked out slightly, the registrar covered her mouth with her palm—a typical reaction of surprise.

This was the crucial moment.

"P-participant...? According to regulations, dragons cannot participate in the competition...!"

"It's a wyvern."

"What? But from any angle, it looks like a dragon..."

"It's a wyvern variant. Haha, because it resembles a dragon, many people make that mistake."

"..."

I tried my best to gloss over the situation.

Meanwhile, Rene's voice flowed into my mind.

The telepathy spell we had cast earlier was working.

*Comparing a proud dragon to a wyvern... I'll let it slide this time, but next time I'll really get angry!*

*Don't worry. I'm too scared to try something like this again.*

While wyverns are considered magical beasts, Dragonians and dragons are treated as divine or spiritual beings.

Unlike wyverns that act on instinct, dragons are rational and possess strength befitting the strongest species.

Though aggressive, they don't harm people without reason and sometimes bring blessings.

If all the dragons in the world heard me calling one a wyvern, they might have torn me to pieces.

Just looking at the wrinkle between Rene's eyebrows showed how unpleasant it was.

"Besides, there's no way a human could raise a dragon, right?"

"...Alright. Normally we shouldn't leave any doubts, but considering how docile it is, I'll allow your participation."

Success!

I mentally cheered and clenched my fist.

Having passed the document screening and interview, which was the biggest hurdle, we were halfway to success.

Now all Rene needed to do was appeal to the audience in the main event, and the prize money would be ours.

"Please proceed to the stage now."

"R-right now...?"

"Yes. The organizers instructed us to send participants directly to the stage after registration for faster proceedings. You can go up using the stairs on the right."

This was bad. We hadn't decided what trick to show yet.

We had planned to discuss it after registration, but I hadn't anticipated this variable.

Even in *Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator*, there was only a description of the protagonist's group enjoying the spectacle, with no detailed information.

Rene was also staring at me with a panicked expression, wondering what to do.

I tried to quickly come up with a plan. However, the stairs were short, and we soon found ourselves on stage.

Wooooah-!

The crowd cheered at the appearance of an unfamiliar magical beast.

Overwhelmed by the energy, Rene walked stiffly to the front of the stage.

Her waddling appearance resembled a penguin more than a dragon.

*W-what should I do now!*

*Sorry, I don't know either. Just tell me what you can do in that form.*

*Um... r-roar?*

*If you're confident you can roar louder than the crowd's cheers, that might work.*

*Ugh...! Then should I fly?*

*That lacks impact. How about breathing fire?*

*I'm not a fire dragon!*

*You're a dragon, don't you have any breath attacks?*

*I do have one...*

*Then use that. The cheering is dying down, if we stall any longer, we're doomed.*

*O-okay...!*

Rene planted her four legs firmly on the ground and spread her wings wide.

She opened her mouth wide and began to inhale deeply.

Small particles of light started gathering around her mouth.

The audience suddenly fell silent. As the performance began, they quietly watched Rene.

The outcome was entirely in Rene's hands.

As I was about to watch with reverence, I noticed the situation taking an unexpected turn.

The light energy Rene was gathering was far larger than I had imagined.

*What are you doing!*

*I'm gathering energy for my breath attack! Isn't it better to give your best?*

*It's excessive! If you keep building it up, you'll blow away the entire village! You don't need to show it, just stop!*

*B-but I've already expanded it so much that if I stop now, the surrounding area might be blown away...*

I realized we were truly screwed.

Even if I shouted for the audience to evacuate immediately, it would be too late.

The light orb, which had grown enormous, would display a firepower of unimaginable range.

There was only one option left.

"Rene! Shoot it into the sky!"

Hearing my shout, Rene raised her head.

Then, aiming at the cloudy sky, she exhaled the deeply inhaled breath.

Kuguugugung-!

The power of the breath shook the entire stage that served as the foundation.

A massive beam shot from Rene's mouth, piercing through the clouds and heading toward the higher sky.

The audience gazed up at the long streak of light.

*A dragon is truly a dragon...*

*Hehe...!*

*Don't laugh, you idiot.*

Rene won first place with her overwhelming performance but was disqualified for violating safety regulations.

Our house dragon doesn't bite.

She shoots beams instead.

***

"Foolish humans."

Above the Satellite City Front.

A demon with black sparrow wings looked down at the city heated by the festival and clicked his tongue.

He found the scene of hundreds of magical beasts and humans mingling together distasteful.

*Magical beasts were originally the exclusive property of us demons. How dare they reduce them to mere human spectacles...*

Kaem, ranked 53rd in the demon world hierarchy, was a demon specialized in taming, known as the king of magical beasts.

To him, magical beasts were family, so he couldn't help but be furious seeing them handled by humans.

He wanted to descend into the city immediately and destroy the festival, but he gritted his teeth and swallowed his anger.

*Unfortunately, it's not time yet.*

With the demon council having decided to begin full-scale activities next year.

He couldn't jeopardize the grand plan over personal emotions.

*Just wait, humans. This will be the last year you laugh and chatter...*

Kaem, determined to destroy the city with his own hands next year.

Just as he turned to leave.

"Keu, keuaaaaaaak!"

The light shot from the ground happened to engulf his body.

The vast energy of light, which burned even cells, obliterated Kaem's body without leaving a trace.

Thus, Bern and Rene unknowingly eliminated one of the major forces of the demon race.

Ch.10 - 010. The Sword Saint's Fate Has Changed
Though we didn't win any prize money due to disqualification, our overwhelming performance made us popular stars in the village.

The villagers who recognized us showed their appreciation by sharing festival food or giving us tips.

We received so much attention and affection that their popularity was truly palpable.

Among them, some villagers offered to provide us lodging, but we had to decline due to unavoidable circumstances.

"Is this how I should stack the firewood?"

"Well done. Just transfer the embers to the wood and you're set."

"Yes!"

Due to the side effects of Dragon Transformation, Rene had to remain in dragon form until tomorrow morning.

During the day, she had maintained a form closer to a hatchling, but since that put strain on her body, she had now returned to her original size.

Since she was as large as a house, we hid ourselves in the forest near the village.

So Rene and I were currently preparing for camping outside the village.

"But wouldn't it have been fine for you to sleep in the village, Bern?"

"Why bring that up now?"

"I'm adapted to the wild, but I thought you might be more comfortable indoors."

"Get rid of that preconception. I've slept outdoors plenty of times."

Bern doesn't need to mention it, and the same goes for me inside his body.

How many times did I sleep in tents during my military service? Regardless of season, I had to sleep outside with other men.

But what would a night in the forest with a dragon be like?

I think it's romantic compared to the nights I spent in the army.

"Besides, what if you get dragged away by someone while I'm in the village?"

"That's true..."

Shadows crossed Rene's face as she seemed to recall the memory of being kidnapped.

I felt guilty for unintentionally stirring up her unpleasant memories.

"Anyway, I plan to stay by your side until I can return you to your nest. Remember that."

"...Yes!"

Rene smiled brightly again. I was relieved that my answer seemed to satisfy her.

With one worry off my mind, I continued whittling firewood in front of the campfire.

As I learned from the Coachman, simply throwing wood into the fire doesn't make it burn well.

I was taught that it's important to adjust the size and stack the thicker pieces at the bottom.

It seems there's a lot to learn in this other world too.

"Um... Bern?"

"Why are you calling me?"

Rene approached from behind while I was concentrating on my work.

When I turned my head, her lips were trembling. She seemed to have something she wanted but found difficult to ask.

In situations like this, it was better for me to approach her first.

"Is there something you want?"

"If... if it's okay with you, would you mind sleeping beside me?"

"That's why I set up the tent next to you, right?"

"N-not the tent, but... leaning against my body..."

With those words, Rene hung her head low.

It seems even dragon scales turn bright red when embarrassed. The area below her horns had turned so red that calling her a Red Dragon wouldn't have been strange.

Feeling my gaze was too much for her, Rene covered her eyes with her hands and kept her mouth shut tight.

It's unfair for a majestic dragon to be this cute...

"Oh, is that not okay...?"

"It's not impossible. If that's what you want, I can do that much."

"Ah...!"

When I gave her a positive answer, Rene's eyes sparkled as if asking, "Really?"

Is sleeping together that good?

Perhaps she was longing for the warmth of another. It would make sense for her to miss it after being away from her family for quite some time.

"I'm ready, so you can come whenever you want!"

Rene tucked her tail under her neck to form a coil.

Then she spread her wings wide, revealing a space inside that was perfect for one person.

Rene, who was exhaling through her nostrils in excitement, saying this was her first time sharing a bed with someone.

I shook my head at her innocence.

If I said I would come after preparing more firewood, I could clearly see how disappointed she would be.

*Really, there's no helping her...*

As she wished, I stepped into her embrace.

It was more cozy than I expected, and Rene's warm body temperature blocked out the cold night air.

While I was experiencing this unexpected comfort, her wing gently covered my body.

I thought a dragon's wing would be heavy and rough. But in reality, it had a texture no less soft than a fluffy cotton blanket.

"If it's uncomfortable, I can remove my wing. What would you prefer?"

"You don't need to remove it. Just stay as you are."

"Understood!"

After that, we didn't say anything.

We simply closed our eyes very slowly and exhaled while appreciating the serenade of insects.

***

In the dark dawn.

A ringing signal in my head pulled my consciousness out of my dream.

I wanted to sleep more, but couldn't because of an uninvited guest.

"Mmnya..."

Meanwhile, Rene was sleeping so soundly that she wouldn't notice if someone carried her away.

Feeling sorry to wake her, I carefully left her embrace.

Walking on the soft grass, I headed in the direction indicated by my [Nocturnal Intuition].

"I believe it's still too early for coughing..."

As I walked endlessly through the darkness-filled forest, a clear female voice reached my ears.

I chuckled and answered toward the empty air.

"I would have kept sleeping if you hadn't come, you know?"

"So I was the cause after all. I apologize for that."

Rin walked out from behind the tree I had been looking at.

Having been detected, she must have realized there was no point in hiding further.

That's probably why she revealed herself willingly.

"Fine. So why have you come looking for me at this late hour?"

"As I promised before, I've gathered 42 Holden Gold Coins."

"Already?"

Instead of answering, Rin threw me a heavy leather pouch.

When I untied the string and looked inside, gold coins engraved with the royal family's emblem were gleaming.

"That was quite fast. I remember giving you until this evening."

"I was able to gather money quickly by taking on well-paying requests."

"Those kinds of requests are usually dangerous. You must be quite skilled."

"I was just lucky."

Our exchange of compliments and modesty was brief.

Shifting my gaze from the leather pouch to Rin, I continued in a low tone.

"So what's your real purpose?"

"I'm sorry, but I don't understand what you mean."

"Don't play dumb. Even if you collected all the money, people normally come in the morning, not before sunrise. So I can only assume you have another purpose for seeking me out."

"...You're quite perceptive."

Rin's hand tightened on her sword.

She must have accepted that she might have to fight depending on the situation.

Rin's sharpened killing intent began to prick my skin.

"I came because I have business with the woman traveling with you."

"Hmm? Rene?"

"Yes, I know that she is a Dragonian."

Rin, unable to see with her eyes, reads the flow of mana dissolved in the air through her skin.

She can not only detect everything through mana but also recognize movements, conditions, and even magic.

In other words, Rin had identified both the perception-hindering magic I had placed on Rene and her true identity.

"As it happens, my client has lost a Dragonian slave and is having difficulties. Could you tell me in detail where you met her?"

"Is there really a need for such a tiresome explanation? Dragonians aren't exactly a common race."

"...May I take that as confirmation of my suspicion?"

"Let me ask you instead. What will you do if it's true?"

"I would take custody of her. Though I don't view slavery favorably, she is legally my client's property."

"What if I refuse to hand her over?"

"...Then it would be an unfortunate situation."

The air grew heavy as if sensing the time for battle.

The atmosphere approached a breaking point, creating a volatile situation that could explode with the slightest provocation.

It seemed like fighting was inevitable, but I had absolutely no desire to fight.

*Rin is also one of my favorite characters, do we really need to fight?*

Tap!

"...?!"

I approached Rin in one swift movement. She faltered, caught off guard by my unexpected approach.

I grabbed her wrist as she belatedly tried to draw her sword, restraining her.

Then I brought my lips close to her smooth ear and whispered quietly.

"Calm down. I just want to make a deal with you."

"A-a deal, you say?"

"Yes, take this first."

Clink-!

I took ten gold coins from my pouch and personally placed them in Rin's hand.

Rin stood there blankly, looking at the gold coins resting on her palm.

"...Are you asking me to back off for ten gold coins?"

"That's right."

"..."

"Hahaha! I'm joking! You could get nearly 100 times that reward for taking Rene, why would I suggest settling for just ten gold coins?"

"If you know that, why give me this money?"

"Sandworm skin, Laspar's magic herb, fairy wing powder, and thunderbird feathers. You can get all of these for ten gold coins."

Knowledgeable about market prices, Rin nodded as she considered the ingredients I mentioned.

It should be about right. The novel said they could be purchased for ten gold coins.

"There might be slight variations, but ten coins should be sufficient. Are you requesting that I gather these for you?"

"No. These are ingredients for a medicine I'm about to teach you how to make."

"Medicine...?"

"Yes. A medicine developed by the Primordial Witch. If this formula becomes known, the world will be turned upside down."

Gulp!

When I addressed her like a broker in the middle of a shady deal, Rin, immersed in the atmosphere, swallowed hard.

The Blind Sword Saint has an unexpectedly cute side.

"A-are you sure it's okay to reveal such confidential information to me?"

"Of course I'm not telling you for free. In exchange for revealing top-secret information, I want you to let the Dragonian go."

"Do you think the value of the medicine equals the value of a Dragonian?"

"At least for you it does. This medicine is what your brother needs most."

That's when Rin placed her hand on her scabbard, showing signs that she might cut me down at any moment.

I gripped her arm more firmly.

"You're wondering how I know about your brother, right?"

"So you do know."

"Alvastro. You must know it's one of the kingdom's formidable intelligence organizations?"

"Did you investigate me?"

"42 gold coins isn't exactly pocket change for a child. I just took out minimal insurance."

"..."

Rin removed her hand from her sword, seemingly convinced.

Even with a sword oath, it's difficult to blindly trust someone.

"Anyway, I'm giving you this medicine knowing your brother's situation. Accept it gratefully."

"There's a possibility that you're using false information to evade the situation..."

Rin cut off her words midway.

That's because I performed a sword oath in front of her.

Knowing its meaning, she couldn't simply dismiss it.

"Very well. Since you've shown such determination, I'll trust you for now. But if this information is false or worthless, you'd better be prepared."

I shrugged, telling her she could starve me or boil me alive as she pleased.

After obtaining the formula from me, Rin bowed at the waist and left.

I was already looking forward to seeing what kind of reaction Rin would show at our next meeting.

***

"T-this is...!"

She had been deceived.

After receiving the formula from Bern and immediately starting the experiment, Rin trembled.

For good reason—the result of his formula was not medicine but poison.

"Ugh!"

Having tasted a bit of the poison to test its effects, Rin collapsed on the spot.

It was a poison that made the body reject mana.

For Rin, who had no eyesight, mana was an indispensable companion.

But having lost that companion due to the poison, Rin experienced the feeling of being trapped in darkness.

Fortunately, due to the small amount consumed, the effect was temporary, but the experience was a time of suffering that Rin never wanted to go through again.

*The most fatal poison for me...*

Crack!

Her momentary anger at Bern's intention in giving her this poison soon passed.

Rin considered what would happen if she used the poison on her brother.

And an unexpected result emerged.

*For my brother, it's not poison...!*

Rin carefully examined the liquid identified as poison.

The difference between poison and medicine is slight; poison can become medicine depending on how it's used.

For Rin, who was born with the blessing of mana, it was undoubtedly a deadly poison, but for her brother in the opposite position, it was clearly medicine.

"Ungh...!"

Thinking of her younger brother, Rin shed a tear.

Yes. This could cure her brother's incurable disease that was causing him to suffer from mana.

Although it would make him unable to use magic for the rest of his life, it was better than living in agony without being able to do anything.

Finally realizing the value of the poison, Rin smiled brightly and burst into tears.

How many painful days had she endured for her only family?

While other women her age were beautifully made up, Rin had to stain her face with the blood of assassination targets.

Meals were always inadequate, and even those she often couldn't eat properly.

Rin never had a day off and had walked a path of suffering where death could come at any time.

But she no longer needed to do that.

The poison—no, the medicine in Rin's hand told her so.

And Bern, who had shared this secret remedy with her...

"Ah...!"

Had risen to become Rin's unparalleled benefactor.

In the original work, Rin and Bern ended as just friends, but now it was clear that their relationship had become something more.

Ch.11 - 011. The Sword Saint's Repaying
A somewhat late morning.

I told Rene about what happened last night while yawning.

She seemed quite surprised, as if she hadn't even considered the possibility that Rin would come looking for her.

"So you taught her how to make poison?"

"It's classified as a poison, but it'll be used as a treatment. Probably..."

After Rin sacrificed herself in Bern's place.

Bern took in Rin's younger brother, who was left alone in the world after losing his sister.

Bern poured all the money he had saved into the brother's treatment and made every effort to cure him.

Bern traveled around the world looking for a solution.

After nearly two years of searching, the method he discovered was the "Manalice Poison" formula that I had passed on to Rin.

*While Kang Jun-hyeok was happily developing relationships with his heroines, Bern was shedding blood trying to restore a lost formula...*

All to repay his debt to Rin who had sacrificed herself in his place.

Bern, a man of burning loyalty. How could anyone hate such a person?

The author who particularly disliked Bern must surely have been a lesser man.

"How can something that blocks mana circulation in the body and absorption from the air possibly be a treatment? No matter how I think about it, I can only imagine ways to misuse it to wipe out magicians worldwide!"

"Hmm... I warned her not to tell others carelessly, so it should be fine, right?"

"Bern, you're strangely careless sometimes."

Rene looked at me with a reproachful yet tender gaze.

I gave her a light knock on the head that made a 'thunk' sound.

What nerve to scold me when she's an even bigger troublemaker than I am.

"Ugh...!"

"If any problems arise from this, I'll take responsibility and fix it. Don't worry about unnecessary things!"

"I'm worried because she might come back to harm you out of resentment..."

"I'll handle that issue too. So just keep quiet."

If things go wrong, I'll just bow my head and apologize.

*It'll probably be fine.*

Rin was a modest type of woman. Her causing trouble?

That was absolutely impossible.

Probably...

***

Unfortunately, Bern's prediction was wrong.

"Arghhhh!"

In Belmond's private room.

From that usually quiet space came a throat-tearing scream and the thick scent of blood.

"W-what are you doing! How dare you point your sword at the benefactor who paid for your brother's treatment!"

"Benefactor...? I'm not sure if I should call someone who conspired with doctors to exponentially increase my brother's treatment costs a benefactor."

"H-how did you know about that...?"

"Did you think I wouldn't notice all this time? I caught on when the doctor's heartbeat quickened whenever treatment costs were mentioned. I knew but let it slide, but I couldn't overlook it anymore, so I cut off the doctor's hands on my way here."

"You wench, finally showing your true colors...!"

Belmond's wrists were cleanly severed.

He grimaced, clutching the bleeding stumps where blood gushed out.

In contrast, the black-haired woman had her eyes closed peacefully.

"True colors... Actually, until early this morning, I had no intention of harming you. But I had a fateful encounter with my Gracious Teacher, and your existence was an obstacle to him. Shouldn't obstacles be cleared away for my teacher's path?"

Rin placed her hand on her chest and smiled brightly.

Her expression showed such reverence for her teacher that Belmond, watching this, couldn't hide his bewilderment.

What could have happened to change her so dramatically from her usual businesslike demeanor?

Despite this noticeable change in attitude, Belmond could only wonder.

"So in other words, someone else instigated you to kill me?"

"No, this is entirely my own decision. I resolved to offer your head first to repay the immense kindness he showed me."

"And for that you'd start a knife fight in broad daylight inside the Academy? You've truly gone mad...!"

Even amid Belmond's harsh criticism, Rin answered with a refreshing smile.

"Yes. I would do anything to repay my debt to him."

Sssssk-!

The sound of a snake slithering. Knowing what it meant, Belmond hurriedly rolled to the side.

A line appeared on the bookshelf he had been leaning against. Seeing even thick books sliced like tofu, Belmond felt a chill run down his spine.

If his reaction had been just a bit slower, he would have been turned into cube steak.

*Frustrating as it is, this woman's skills are several levels above mine...!*

Moreover, Belmond had already lost one hand.

He had no chance in a direct confrontation. Belmond's only means of defeating Rin was to use the artifact hidden in the room.

However, the artifact was on the opposite side, and to reach it, he would have to pass by Rin.

"Damn it...!"

Could he safely reach it while avoiding the Sword Saint who cut at speeds invisible to the naked eye?

He couldn't imagine it. But if he didn't try, the predetermined outcome was death.

All or nothing. Belmond stood up, spreading the wings he had kept hidden.

Trusting only in his two legs, he kicked off the ground and dashed forward.

*What? She's not doing anything?*

Despite Belmond's sudden movement, Rin remained standing in place. She was just caressing the handle of her sword.

Whatever the reason, this was good news for Belmond.

Just a little further and he would reach his destination.

Just as he began to feel hopeful, a calm statement flowed from Rin's lips.

"I've cut you."

At that moment, Belmond noticed something was wrong.

Feeling a burning sensation on his back, he instinctively turned his head and couldn't believe his eyes.

The two wings that should have been attached to his back were shredded and scattered in the air.

"Aaaaarghhhh!"

A scream louder than when his hands were cut off.

The shock and pain of losing his prized wings overwhelmed Belmond.

His brows furrowed, his throat trembled, his eyes and nose began to secrete moisture, and hot crimson liquid flowed from his back.

"It's better not to think about escaping. If you still won't give up, I'll cut off your legs next."

"Grrrrgh...!"

The skill of a Sword Saint that twisted the laws of the world.

She was an anomaly who could pierce through and cut the essence of all things just by breathing.

Humans call demons monsters, but aren't true monsters those with such extraordinary abilities?

Belmond tore at his hair at the unfairness of the world.

If he had been blessed with the same gifts as Rin, he wouldn't have suffered like this.

"Kugh...! Y-you monster! I don't know who bewitched you, but to abandon your only family...!"

"Abandon my family? What a strange thing to say. Not just me, but my brother has also received kindness from my teacher."

"What are you talking about! Your brother had an incurable disease...!"

"My teacher gave the miracle of complete recovery to my hopeless brother and pulled me out of my rotten daily life. My brother and I were finally able to find happiness thanks to his grace!"

This was impossible.

Belmond wanted to believe that, but Rin wasn't the type to lie. Especially about matters concerning her brother.

Doubt began to take root in Belmond's mind, growing larger as time passed.

Eventually, doubt turned into certainty and approached as terror.

*I-I must inform the Demon King! I must let him know that there's someone in the human world who should be watched more carefully than the hero candidate...!*

But Belmond had no means to do so.

The Sword Saint had approached within arm's reach and was raising her sword.

"The idle talk has gone on long enough. Let's end this."

"De—!!"

Skretch-!

Belmond's head, separated from his body, rolled on the floor.

In the end, he departed from this world without leaving behind any proper last words.

"Thinking about what I've endured makes my teeth grind, but since you've become nourishment for my teacher, I'll let it go."

Rin put the demon's head into a leather pouch and left the room.

She was grinning at the thought of presenting Belmond's head to the royal palace and attributing all the credit to Bern.

Since Bern had withdrawn from school, manipulating the situation would cost a fortune, but that was no problem for Rin who had regained her financial stability.

*My teacher will be pleased when he hears this news, won't he?*

Meanwhile, someone was watching her intently.

*Seeing her come out of Belmond's room, it seems Rin is playing the role of Belmond's henchman as in the original story.*

It was Kang Jun-hyeok, the protagonist of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," now inhabited by a different soul.

He, who had been making smooth progress in conquering the heroines, was looking at Rin greedily.

*Now that Bern is gone, maybe I can seduce Rin?*

As one of the readers who had fallen for Rin's charm, he had been eyeing her every day.

Jun-hyeok was contemplating how to get involved with Rin using her connection to demons as leverage.

Having quickly devised a perfect plan, he was about to walk up confidently and grab Rin's shoulder.

Until his wrist was cut off.

"Huk...!"

Fortunately, it was just a hallucination.

His wrist was still properly attached. Only cold sweat was pouring down like a waterfall.

Meanwhile, Rin, who had noticed Jun-hyeok's presence, tilted her head and looked at him cunningly.

"You're an Academy student. Do you have business with me?"

"Ah! T-that is..."

Although it was a hallucination, it had been so vivid that Jun-hyeok couldn't easily shake off the shock.

He just opened and closed his mouth, unable to take even the first step of his prepared plan.

After a meaningless silence, Rin, unable to wait any longer, bowed.

"I'm sorry, but I have urgent business to attend to, so I'll be going now. If you have something to discuss, please do so another time."

"Y-yes...!"

Rin turned her back coldly and left.

But as if suddenly remembering something, she turned her head again.

"And let me give you some advice—it's better not to touch a woman's body without permission. If you're not careful, your wrist might come off."

The hallucination Jun-hyeok had seen was created by Rin.

Jun-hyeok trembled at the level of swordsmanship that could even create the illusion of being cut.

If his hand had touched Rin's body, the hallucination would have become reality.

Jun-hyeok watched Rin leave with his mouth tightly shut. The scene was like looking at a flower on a cliff.

Meanwhile, Rin...

*I did something mean to that student, but it couldn't be helped. Only people who are precious to me are allowed to touch my body. For instance, my brother or my teacher... I might still feel a bit shy. But if my teacher wishes it...!*

She was feeling both remorseful and shy.

Despite the guilt of having done something bad, she trembled with joy at having someone she could rely on.

Unable to contain herself any longer, she took out a shining gold coin from her bosom.

One gold coin left after buying the ingredients for the Manalice Poison.

Though she knew it was dirty, Rin brought it close to her cheek without hesitation.

*An object touched by my teacher's hands...*

She rubbed it against her face, clearly enjoying the sensation.

*I feel like I can sense my teacher's warmth...!*

There was even a movement of her tongue trying to taste it slightly, but she stopped, perhaps thinking that was going too far, even for her.

That's how much that single instance of help was close to salvation for Rin.

Afterward, she continued to show signs of being completely smitten with Bern.

Ch.12 - 012. The Supporting Protagonist Felt Terror
I collected my lost money and Rene and I set out on our journey once again.

Our next destination was Looqbranton.

It was a village where the descendants of Grune Bilgreen, the blacksmith who forged the first king's Holy Sword, lived together. It was also a place I had to pass through to reach my hometown.

"What kind of place is Looqbranton?"

"I'm visiting for the first time myself, so I don't know the details. But from what I've heard..."

The main topic regarding Looqbranton was, naturally, the Holy Sword.

One year from now, demons who had been hiding would begin to run rampant, and peace would vanish. The chaotic times would create a need for heroes.

Amid this turmoil, the blacksmiths of Looqbranton made an extraordinary proposal to people around the world.

[Exactly one year from now, we shall hold a martial arts tournament and present a new Holy Sword to the victor!]

The news that they would forge a Holy Sword—of which only one existed in the kingdom—ignited the hearts of the strong.

It meant that regardless of social status, anyone who proved their strength could become the owner of a Holy Sword.

Eventually, all the skilled fighters in the kingdom began building their strength, coveting the Holy Sword.

Among them was Kang Jun-hyeok, who even submitted a leave of absence from the Academy to embark on an adventure to obtain the Holy Sword.

His goal was to gain various experiences through adventure and become stronger.

*That growth monster Jun-hyeok became an even greater monster by monopolizing all sorts of opportunities during his adventures...*

In any case, Looqbranton was a village that would provide Jun-hyeok with various opportunities and incidents.

Since I couldn't tell Rene all this directly, I gave her a brief explanation.

"It's a village where the descendants of the blacksmith who made the Holy Sword live, and I heard it's always noisy because of the hammering."

"It must be similar to Granmold where the dwarves live."

"Have you been to Granmold?"

"I went there once when I was young, following my mother. I was too young to remember much except that it was noisy."

If Looqbranton was a place connected to Jun-hyeok, then Granmold was related to Bern.

It was the dwarf village they visited to destroy the cursed Demonic Sword that had attached itself to Bern.

It wouldn't be a bad idea to learn its location from Rene in advance, for when we eventually visit.

"Whoa! Whoa! Whoa!"

Just as I was diligently planning for the future, the coachman's shout rang out and the carriage came to a halt.

Soon after, the coachman pulled back the curtain and poked his head in.

"Passengers, I'm sorry to say this, but we won't be able to reach Looqbranton!"

"Did magical beasts appear?"

"No. The road is blocked."

"What?"

I stepped out of the carriage to get a better look at the situation.

The entrance to the ravine—which we had to pass through to reach Looqbranton—was completely blocked by boulders.

The rocks were packed so densely that there wasn't even a side path, and I had an ominous thought.

*This doesn't look like a natural phenomenon, but rather something artificially created...*

And as always, my prediction turned into reality.

"Boys! The prey has arrived!"

"Woohoo! It's been a while!"

"Keheheh! There's even a woman this time!"

On the steep cliff above, men wearing animal hides gathered around a central figure, laughing boisterously.

They definitely weren't nature enthusiasts gathering wild herbs—they had to be bandits.

"We're... we're doomed!"

The coachman collapsed to the ground with a hopeless expression upon encountering the bandits.

He looked like he'd given up on life after merely seeing his natural predators, despite them not having done anything yet.

Rene, on the other hand, remained calm. She paid no attention to the leering gazes of the men.

"Are you okay?"

"Huh? What do you mean?"

"The night we first met, these guys look similar to the ones who were chasing you. I wondered if you were scared."

"I might have been afraid back then. But I'm fine now! I have the most reliable person by my side."

Rene smiled brightly, showing her infinite trust in me.

She's always so good with her flattery. Not that I mind it.

"I'll handle them alone. Stay back."

"Yes!"

Rene energetically replied and carried the coachman away from the front line.

Meanwhile, seeing me standing alone, the bandits were laughing so hard their mouths nearly split.

"Puhahah! Boss, this guy seems to think he can take us all on by himself!"

"Trying to show off in front of the lady, I guess!"

"Kahahah! So many have died doing exactly that!"

Ignoring their mockery, I calmly spoke.

"Do you know when humans feel the most fear?"

"Huh? What's this guy babbling about?"

"He's asking when we feel the most fear."

"What's with that stupid question?"

"I guess you wouldn't know..."

I sighed deeply, making it clear I thought they were beneath me.

Adding a hollow chuckle for good measure, the bandits ground their teeth in rage.

But suddenly, they started discussing the matter with surprising civility.

"If we're talking about moments of fear, wouldn't it be encountering a wild bear during a hike?"

"Having a spider crawl into your mouth while sleeping is pretty terrifying too."

"You idiots! The scariest thing is lifting the toilet lid after you've taken a dump!"

I could understand the first two, but the last situation was a bit perplexing.

Do modern bandits use flush toilets?

While I was pondering this anachronistic worldbuilding, the magic circle forming in my palm flashed red. The preparation was complete.

"Unfortunately, you're all wrong."

"Then what is it?"

"Rather than explaining the answer, it's better to experience it firsthand."

Snap!

With a flick of my finger, the surrounding area began to shake with a thunderous roar.

Sensing something was wrong, the bandits belatedly took defensive positions, but it was useless.

"Aaaaargh!"

"The, the ground is collapsing!"

The bandits fell from the cliff, which was about 55 meters high.

They say people feel fear even from an 11-meter model tower—how much more terrifying would it be falling from five times that height?

The expressions on their faces as they fell revealed the weight of that fear.

"Fa-fall back everyone! Hurry!"

Those who were positioned further back ran desperately to escape the collapse.

But I had anticipated this. Naturally, I had countermeasures in place.

I slowly raised my arm, palm facing the sky.

"Wh-what is this?!"

"My body is moving on its own...!"

Gravity control magic, "Gravity Control."

The bodies of the fleeing stragglers floated up into the air, following my hand gesture.

A zero-gravity space came under my control. It was a strange yet familiar sensation.

Like the excitement of getting a new toy?

But since I shouldn't think of killing methods as play, I immediately lowered my arm.

"Aaaaargh!!"

Crash!

As the zero-gravity magic disappeared, the remaining bandits plummeted down the cliff.

"Ow."

Blood and body parts were scattered above and below the pile of rocks.

The scene before me was so grotesque that it would be unbearable to look at with a sober mind.

Yet my body showed no reaction, which revealed how much hardship Bern must have endured.

*Didn't Bern say he had lived in a world of killing for peace since he was eight years old?*

He likely faced even worse situations than this. And each time, he would have endured the pain of vomiting bile.

Thinking that this current body was created through hundreds of such repetitions made me feel bitter.

"Urrrgh...!"

"Surviving a fall from that height—seasoned guys really are different."

Of course, though he was alive, he was far from unharmed.

Crushed legs, grotesquely bent arms, and bones protruding through skin.

It was amazing that the bandit leader was still alive in such a state.

"My, my men?"

"As you can see, they're all dead except for you."

"You despicable bastard!"

"Despicable? Weren't you the ones who let your guard down because I was alone?"

"If we had known you were a mage, we wouldn't have been so careless!"

"Isn't that a meaningless hypothetical? If I had known you were going to attack, I would have prepared my magic in advance."

"Ugh...!"

Faced with this logic, the leader could only groan without saying anything.

No matter what he said, he couldn't justify himself.

From the moment he became a bandit, this man abandoned righteousness. Therefore, he had no right to complain about dying by underhanded means. He probably fought stronger opponents in a similar way to mine.

"If you were prepared to kill, you should have been prepared to die. Because you weren't, you got beaten by a third-rate mage like me and lived to tell about it."

"...Fine! I'll throw those words right back at you!"

The bandit leader squeezed out his last bit of strength and swung his fist at me. His will to land one big hit before dying was palpable.

His effort was commendable. But that was all it was.

"Kuhak...?!"

Just before his fist could reach my face, I, who had my hand on my sword, cut off his fist.

Then I sliced off his entire arm, eliminating his only remaining means of attack.

"You, you...! Being a mage was..."

"Oh my! You fell for that again?"

"You son of a—!"

Slash!

I cleanly cut off the leader's head, bringing the situation to an end.

If we had continued talking, it would have dragged on unnecessarily.

"It's all over now, you can come out."

"Good work. Bern, you're as strong as ever!"

"Strong? I just took care of some random bandit group."

"Is that so? According to the coachman, they had a bounty of 50 gold coins!"

"...What?"

"He said they were an A-rank bandit group designated by the kingdom!"

I turned my head to look at the coachman who was still hiding behind a rock.

As it happened, he was looking at me too, and our eyes met.

"Hieek...!!"

In his gaze, there was reverence toward me, but even more fear.

I'm screwed. Taking down an A-rank or higher bandit group brings enormous fame. And in Adokchoe, there's an inevitable event that occurs when one's fame rises too high.

It was a royal decree that all citizens must follow—becoming a marriage candidate for the battle-loving princess.

*It's still okay. Surely this won't happen just from taking down one bandit group?*

Marriage to the princess. While I could avoid the Doormat Husband ending, it would be a route where I'd have to live as a mummy 365 days a year.

***

In the Holden royal family, the room of the second princess, Holden Charlotte.

The blonde princess, receiving grooming assistance from her maids, heard some interesting news.

"So this person named Bern tracked down and eliminated a demon that had infiltrated Pellex Academy?"

"That is correct, Your Highness."

"Impressive. He's already showing the qualities of a hero."

Her epithet was the Princess Knight. Born with holy power rivaling the High Priest and natural physical prowess, she grew up as a warrior despite being a princess.

With such a background, Princess Charlotte preferred stories about heroes and battles rather than state affairs.

"Shall I report to His Majesty to register him as a candidate for the princess's husband?"

"No, it's too early to judge based on a single achievement. Let's decide after hearing about his future actions."

"A wise decision, Your Highness."

Two days later, news of the A-rank bandit subjugation reached the Holden royal family.

Ch.13 - 013. The Blacksmith Village, Lookbranton
The crows cawed loudly! Kaa-ang! Kaa-ang!

After many twists and turns, we finally arrived at Looqbranton.

Even though we arrived around evening, the village was filled with the clamor of hammering metal.

The sound was so loud that each hammer strike made my head ring.

While I couldn't say it was entirely comfortable, I finally felt like I had arrived in the village of blacksmiths.

"What incredible energy," Rene said.

"I know. I didn't expect it to be this intense..."

Looqbranton was much hotter than Front, which had been teeming with people.

This was despite being geographically north of Front, where the cold winds from the snowy mountains should reach.

But it wasn't completely incomprehensible.

The water wheels turning without rest, the blast furnaces burning hot, weapons sparking between anvils and hammers, and the passionate fervor of the blacksmiths.

When all these elements came together to create the current heat, it was perfectly understandable.

"Everyone is completely focused on their work," Rene observed.

"They say that while a sword is like a limb to a swordsman, to blacksmiths, their creations are like children. And what parent would neglect their child?"

"That's true."

"It's quite a sight, even considering that."

Watching everyone hammering iron with such single-minded focus, I felt myself gradually being drawn in.

My hands were itching to do something too.

My body kept fidgeting, feeling like I should be doing something.

"Ho ho ho! Young stranger over there! By the look of you, this must be your first time in our village?"

"Ah... yes!"

While I was absentmindedly admiring the forge, a hearty laugh came from behind me.

When I turned around, an old man with a long white beard was walking toward us.

His dignified and majestic bearing made me bow instinctively.

"Ho ho! No need for such formality! Our village values a free atmosphere, so we don't place many restrictions on visitors' behavior. Feel free to look around as much as you like."

"R-really?"

"Of course! In fact, we blacksmiths enjoy the attention of outsiders. The more people watching, the more energized we become. Take a look over there for a moment?"

The old man's finger pointed to the forge I had been watching just moments ago.

"Now look at the shop next to it."

"The one next door? Ah...!"

The moment I turned my head, I immediately noticed the change.

The sound of hammering iron grew louder, as if the smiths in both forges had intensified their work.

And the old man's laughter was even louder.

"Ho ho ho! Everyone here is greedy in their own way. They either struggle to regain attention or show off even more to keep all eyes on them."

"Shouldn't they be focusing on their own work?"

"Of course, their attention is entirely on the iron. It's all unconscious behavior."

"That's impressive in its own way."

Their minds were elsewhere, yet their bodies responded to external stimuli.

Thinking that all the blacksmiths were in a state of selfless immersion was intimidating.

If they had been holding swords instead of hammers, they would have reached the realm of Mind-Sword Union.

"By the way, who are you, sir?"

"Hey!"

Just as I was about to scold Rene for being too informal...

The old man waved his hand, gesturing that it was fine.

"I am Brand Bilgreen. A retired blacksmith and the lord of Looqbranton."

"Bern Coolam greets the lord of Looqbranton!"

"I'm Rene...!"

As she was about to shout with her hand raised impertinently, I glared at her.

Reluctantly, she mimicked my behavior.

"Rene greets the lord of Looqbranton."

"Ho ho ho! As I said before, we prefer a free atmosphere, so feel free to address this old man casually."

"Even so, addressing a lord casually is..."

"Hey, old geezer! We're out of iron ore, so I'm taking more from your storehouse!"

"Help yourself, kiddo!"

A young man about my age was addressing the lord disrespectfully.

Yet Lord Brand responded with a hearty laugh.

"See?"

"I understand. I'll address you in a way that fits the village atmosphere. How's this, old geezer?"

"Ha ha ha! I thought you were a stiff young man, but now I see you're quite fun! I like you very much!"

The lord's mindset was beyond unique—it was downright bizarre—but it wasn't bad.

If I had to compare, he was similar to the owner of the pub I used to frequent.

Good service, boisterous, and customer-friendly.

"Anyway, if you have any questions about the village or any inconveniences, feel free to find this old man anytime."

"Ah! We're planning to stay overnight. Could you recommend a good inn?"

"An inn... As lord, I can't specifically recommend one place for the sake of fair competition, but the closest one from here is the Fire-Breathing Rabbit Inn."

"Thank you."

"No need for thanks. Have a pleasant day!"

After the whirlwind-like lord departed, Rene and I, left in his wake, both burst out laughing.

Though the village had a completely different feel from Front, it seemed like we could enjoy our time here too.

***

When night fell, the hammering sounds that had been so loud during the day ceased all at once.

Instead, all the inns in the village became bustling with activity.

This was because blacksmiths had flocked to the restaurants inside the inn buildings.

"Hah! Nothing beats drinking after a hard day's work!"

"I agree with that! Without alcohol, I wouldn't have lasted two days with the hammer."

"Oh my! The drinks are going down smooth!"

Though they weren't dwarves—a race known for their love of alcohol—the blacksmiths all seemed to enjoy drinking.

The special taste of alcohol after sweating seemed to captivate everyone.

It suddenly reminded me of the chicken and beer I used to enjoy in the world before my possession.

The divine chicken I'd welcome after struggling through mind-numbing assignments. The tender leg meat and crispy coating meeting my tongue and stomach, while the refreshing beer permeated my body.

Just imagining it made my mouth water.

I could understand why people would cry out in ecstasy about chicken and beer.

"Bern, sir?"

"Hmm?"

"You're drooling."

"Ah, sorry! I showed an unseemly side of myself without realizing."

"You must be really hungry!"

"Well... that's not wrong."

Tears welled up at the realization that there was no chicken in this world. I made do with this world's cuisine to satisfy my hunger.

As I was enjoying a leisurely meal with Rene and nearly finishing my food...

A word I couldn't ignore came from the next table.

"By the way, what happened to that Demonic Sword that drifted into the village recently?"

"Ah, that? It's been giving me a headache. No matter how much we hammer it, it returns to its original state..."

Demonic Sword.

The opposite of a Holy Sword, it was a weapon with negative power, said to have been made by dwarves for demon-kind.

While demons couldn't use Holy Swords, humans could strangely use Demonic Swords. However, users of Demonic Swords generally met terrible ends due to the sword's curse.

Therefore, the Holden Kingdom had broadly prohibited the use of Demonic Swords.

*Could it be...?*

Even knowing it was better to stay away from Demonic Swords, there was one reason I was interested.

Because Bern had used a Demonic Sword.

Needing to become stronger in a short time, Bern had reluctantly borrowed the power of a Demonic Sword.

After achieving his goal, he commissioned a dwarf to remove the sword, but unfortunately, the sword's consciousness awakened before that could happen.

The sword, having evolved into an Ego Sword, became obsessed with Bern and placed a curse of possession on him.

A terrifying curse that would cost him his life if he abandoned the sword.

This led to Bern being labeled a lawbreaker and set him on a path of misfortune.

*For the sake of a happy ending, I must destroy the Demonic Sword...!*

Demonic Swords had a habit of flowing to those whose wavelengths matched theirs.

The background of how Bern obtained the Demonic Sword and why the sword liked Bern were based on this habit.

Therefore, someday the Demonic Sword would come to me too, so I needed to destroy it beforehand.

In other words, I needed to "kill it before it becomes my sword!"

"Masters! May I join you for a moment?"

"Hmm? A new face. Who are you?"

"I'm a traveler staying in this village for the night by chance! I couldn't help but be interested in the topic you were just discussing!"

"Aha! So you want to hear more about the Demonic Sword?"

"Yes, yes!"

"Empty-handed?"

"Of course, I'll pay for your drinks, masters."

"Ha ha ha! One drink would have been enough. You're more generous than you look!"

Glug glug!

My cup was filled to overflowing with alcohol.

When I looked at the blacksmiths to ask their intention, they were all grinning wickedly.

It seemed I had fallen into a trap.

"Since you're so generous, you can surely keep up with our drinking, right?"

"...Of course."

"Heh heh! I hope you don't collapse too quickly."

Two years of drinking with my professor, a heavy drinker. Drinking battles with the old man were routine for me.

I needed to use that experience to defeat these damned blacksmiths.

It would surely be a difficult task. But if I could destroy the Demonic Sword, I would gladly sacrifice my liver.

***

"Urgh...!"

I barely swallowed the stomach acid that was trying to rise up my esophagus.

My mind was hazy. How many drinks had I had?

"Are you okay?"

"I-I'm fine...!"

After a drinking battle that lasted three hours...

Against blacksmiths who drank alcohol like water, I barely managed to secure victory.

If I hadn't secretly used detoxification magic in the middle, defeat would have been mine.

I drank the water Rene handed me to soothe my burning stomach.

"So you're going straight to the forge now?"

"...I have to. Why else would I have gone through this ordeal? If you're tired, go ahead and sleep."

"Alright. I'll wait here, but you need to explain everything properly when you get back, okay?"

"Sure."

Rene had been increasingly worried lately. I wanted to offer words of encouragement, but it was impossible right now.

In my alcohol-addled state, I'd probably just say something strange.

So I hurriedly gathered my sword and the forge key and left the inn.

"Ugh, it's cold!"

As the cold night air entered my body, I felt my mind clearing a bit.

Walking slowly through the night, I went over what I needed to do.

First, go to the forge where the Demonic Sword is. Open the door with the key. Find the Demonic Sword somewhere inside. Then destroy it with all my might.

Nodding repeatedly at my perfect plan, I entered the forge.

The interior was filled with the pungent smell of iron and the musty odor of sweat.

My stomach immediately turned and my mind became clouded. There's no time—I need to destroy the Demonic Sword while I'm still somewhat sober.

Holding my throbbing head, I diligently searched through the weapons scattered around the forge.

However, no matter how much I looked, I couldn't find anything that resembled a Demonic Sword.

*Should I go back?*

I'd been deceived.

Just as I was about to leave the forge with that disappointing realization...

[Do you need power?]

The sentence was transmitted directly into my mind, not through my ears.

Since it wasn't delivered in the form of a voice, it wasn't telepathy. It seemed to be a completely new type of magic.

[I ask again. Do you need power?]

Despite my worsening headache contorting my face, I managed to squeeze out words.

"I don't need it...!"

[Don't lie. Humans always crave power. There's no way you don't need it.]

"Don't generalize all humans as power-obsessed freaks. There are people who live happily without power."

[Why do you reject power so strongly? Isn't it good to have power?]

"With great power comes great responsibility. Sometimes there's power that's too burdensome to bear. Just like you."

I drew the sword from my waist.

I already knew it wasn't the Demonic Sword that Bern used since this one already had consciousness, but it didn't matter.

The world is better off without Demonic Swords.

[W-wait just a moment!]

I could sense urgency in the message sent by the Demonic Sword. It seemed to have realized what I was about to do.

But that doesn't mean I'm going to spare it.

[I have an extraordinary offer for you!]

"I said I'm not buying!"

[Please! Just listen to me once! After hearing me out, you'll surely be tempted!]

"..."

On second thought, it was a bit pitiful, so I decided to listen to its final plea.

[I didn't want to go this far, but I have no choice.]

The Demonic Sword built up suspense.

I had already prepared to destroy the sword if I detected any malicious behavior.

Finally, the Demonic Sword's last argument entered my mind...

[♚♚DEMON OF THE SO☆RD♚♚Contract now$$Unlimited Sword Ki☜☜Durability fixed at 100%※ ♜If Magic Swordsman♜Infinite mana gift￥ When specific conditions met §§Necromancy§§★Top-tier Black Magic★Chance to acquire Ego Sword Technique@@@ Contract immediately!]

You bastard, were you a Sword of Space and Time all along?

Ch.14 - 014. The Supporting Protagonist Encounters The Demon Sword
The dizzying promotional text of the demonic sword.

Amid all that, the conditions were extraordinary. The unlimited sword ki, magic power, and durability needed no explanation.

Though there were conditions, necromancy, black magic, and the Art of Controlling Swords with Ki were all absurdly overpowered abilities.

Having just one would be enough to rank among the strongest in the Adokchoe world, but getting all three simultaneously?

Bern might have been able to fight on par with Kang Jun-hyeok in the final confrontation.

[How do you like the best contract conditions I've carefully selected!]

"They're pretty sick."

[Hoho! Then hurry and make a contract with me...!]

"But I refuse."

For me, it wasn't particularly appealing.

[W-why not!]

"Sure, the conditions are exceptional, but it's obvious there'll be an equivalent price, right? Like taking 80 percent of my life force."

[There's no power in this world without a price!]

"I know. That's why I'm saying I don't need it."

My goal isn't to become stronger than Kang Jun-hyeok.

I just want to live peacefully with my family in a remote place until I die.

Therefore, it was better to destroy a demonic sword that would cause problems whether I used it or someone else did.

If such a powerful demonic sword fell into the hands of villains or demons, the world might be destroyed.

I raised my sword, intending to end it with a single strike.

[W-wait a moment! If you contract with me, I'll offer even better conditions!]

It was a desperate plea, but the probation period had already ended.

Now, only destruction remained.

"Please stay still. If you move unnecessarily, you might get hit again."

[I won't take any payment!!]

Just as I was about to strike down at the center, I paused.

The demonic sword had made an offer too tempting to ignore.

"You won't take payment?"

[Ngh...!]

"Why can't you answer? Are you mocking me?"

As I raised my sword again, the demonic sword's reply came immediately.

[I won't take any payment! Please make a contract with me...!]

"Now we're talking."

[D-did you plan for this situation?]

"I can't say I didn't."

When cornered, some bite back while others bend to survive.

I was prepared to break it mercilessly if it tried to bite, but the demonic sword fell into the latter category, so I delayed my decision.

There might be more I could extract from the demonic sword.

"Anyway, saying you won't take payment means you won't curse me or make any demands, right?"

[That's right.]

"Good, then let's clarify one more thing. Can I use the necromancy, black magic, and the Art of Controlling Swords with Ki you mentioned earlier without any cost?"

[That's...!]

Unlike before, the demonic sword hesitated to speak.

It meant using such high-level abilities without payment would be difficult.

Even if I could obtain them, there would be restrictions, or the demonic sword would have to bear all the burden.

"It's difficult, right? I understand."

[W-wait! If I could just regain my original power, then surely...!]

"Calm down. I didn't mean I was going to destroy you."

[Then?]

"I'm not completely without conscience. I'll pay a small price."

[Oh...ohh!]

"Of course, I absolutely refuse any curses, so we need to establish that clearly in the contract."

[Don't worry! I won't use any curses at all, and I'll only take payment that won't burden your body!]

Though the demonic sword's intentions were conveyed only through writing, I could strangely feel its emotions.

Right now, it felt like an excited child.

Was it that happy just to hear I would contract with it?

It must have spent a long time without an owner. No matter how powerful a sword is, it's just a worthless tool without someone to wield it.

[Then shall we proceed with the contract?]

"What's the contract method?"

[Verbal contract, of course.]

"Tsk! What era do you think this is, using verbal contracts?"

Verbal contracts in this world are generally conducted through word magic.

But unless it was at the level of dragon language used by dragons, all word magic was useless.

The validity period was short, there were various ways to break it, and its effectiveness wasn't strong.

Because of this setting, contract magic using paper agreements had become prominent.

[...I'll follow your method.]

"I'll write the contract terms on parchment. You don't have any objections, right?"

[I have no hands, so write as you please. Just show it to me when you're done.]

"Good. Oh! I forgot to ask, what's your name?"

[My father gave me the name 'Prah'.]

"Prah?"

It was a name that sounded familiar.

I felt like I'd heard a similar name somewhere before...

I couldn't recall it now. Maybe I'd remember while we were together.

***

Bern finished his contract with the demonic sword in the blacksmith shop.

Having completely shaken off his intoxication, he stretched pleasantly and walked outside.

"Did you contract with the demonic sword, young man?"

"Aack! You startled me!"

The person greeting Bern as he came out without thinking was none other than Brand, the lord of Looqbranton.

In the morning, he had been a friendly old craftsman, but now he maintained a heavy atmosphere.

Noticing Brand's changed tone, Bern adjusted his manner as well.

"I apologize for startling you. But this isn't a situation we can simply overlook, so as both lord and blacksmith, I need to know what you did in the forge."

"...Yes, I think that's reasonable."

"Thank you for understanding. So what did you do with the demonic sword?"

"At first, I was going to destroy it. I wanted to completely shatter it to leave no future problems. But the demonic sword spoke to me, and after our conversation, I changed my mind."

"That means..."

"Yes, I contracted with the demonic sword."

Looking at Bern, who honestly confessed, Brand heaved a deep sigh.

Despite their brief acquaintance, it meant he had taken a liking to Bern.

"You understand the weight of responsibility that comes with contracting a demonic sword, don't you?"

"Of course."

"I have a duty to kill you right here, before you're consumed by evil."

A sword with a brilliance so bright it could deflect moonlight.

Brand pointed his masterpiece at Bern's neck.

"I know."

"Then how can you remain so calm!"

The kindly smiling old craftsman now showed an intense reaction.

Having witnessed countless tragic ends of those who contracted with demonic swords, Brand couldn't help but criticize Bern's attitude.

It was a choice to sacrifice everything for power.

"...May I be honest?"

"Please do."

"Then I'd appreciate if you could look at this."

"What's this...?"

Bern handed Brand a dark parchment.

Though puzzled, Brand took it and immediately unfolded it.

Then he scanned the contents with his olive eyes hidden beneath white eyebrows.

"That's the contract I negotiated and wrote with the demonic sword."

Brand looked at the parchment again in disbelief. But seeing the demonic sword's name written at the bottom of the agreement, he had to believe it.

The fact that the man before him had contracted with the demonic sword under unbelievable terms.

"Ha...! Haha...! Uahahahaha!!"

Finally, Brand couldn't contain his laughter and began to roar with mirth.

The chilly atmosphere disappeared, replaced by a bright and warm feeling.

"Remarkable! You're the first person to make this old man burst into laughter twice in one day!"

"R-really?"

Thwack! Thwack!

Brand kept slapping Bern's back with his thick palm while laughing heartily.

Bern narrowed his brows and endured the pain from the unexpectedly fierce blows.

It couldn't be helped since it was strength trained by hammering.

"With contract terms like these, I can rest easy. I feel like I worried for nothing."

"I'm glad you're reassured."

"Not just wit, but outstanding ability too! I never imagined someone could negotiate such a contract with a demonic sword. Huhahat!"

The contract was so unequal it could be called unfair, with Bern's conditions overwhelmingly favorable.

That's why Brand couldn't help but be suspicious when he first saw the contract.

But Bern's sound mind and confident attitude despite possessing the demonic sword completely erased his doubts.

"Then may I take the demonic sword?"

"Of course! I'm sure you'll use it for good purposes!"

"Thank you."

"Hmm! Have you forgotten to address this old man casually?"

"Ah... thanks."

"Hohoho!"

Brand gladly permitted Bern to possess the demonic sword and apologized for keeping him so long.

Bern waved it off, saying it was fine, but...

"In such cases, you should accept the apology so this old man doesn't lose face!"

Thwack-!

He slapped Bern's back once more before sending him off.

Brand watched Bern leave with a satisfied smile. Behind him, an experienced blacksmith approached.

"Is it really alright to let him leave with the demonic sword?"

"Don't worry. This old man guarantees there won't be any problems."

"I understand. Then what about making the holy sword?"

"Hmm? Is there a problem with making the holy sword?"

"Have you forgotten already? Weren't we going to melt down the demonic sword to use as material for the holy sword?"

"Ah...!"

Though demonic swords were considered impure by humans, they possessed immense power that couldn't be ignored.

The blacksmiths had planned to completely melt down the demonic sword, then call a bishop-level priest to purify its essence.

After purification, only the pure essence of power would remain, which they intended to use to create a second holy sword.

However, now that the demonic sword had been given to Bern, that plan had completely fallen apart.

"Didn't you already name the holy sword 'Pragarah' after the demonic sword's name?"

"That's right, I remember now."

"So what do we do now that the demonic sword is gone?"

"Nothing we can do. The holy sword project... is terminated."

***

"Huff...! Huff...!"

Inside the Academy's training ground.

Kang Jun-hyeok was lying on the ground, exhaling rough breaths.

"How long do you plan to lie there? Was your desire to become stronger a lie?"

"N-no, it wasn't!"

"Then get up now!"

A blue-haired female student shouted while stabbing her sword into the ground near Kang Jun-hyeok's head.

She was Irem Seireun, one year older than Kang Jun-hyeok, the eldest daughter of the Seireun baronial family that had produced numerous knights, and one of the heroines of Adokchoe.

"To become a great hero, you must push your body even harder! Don't you want to be a hero?"

"I-I do...!"

"Thirty more laps around the training ground, without stopping once! Understood?"

"Ack!!"

Faced with a training method reminiscent of the military, Kang Jun-hyeok had to squeeze out every tear and drop of snot.

*Damn it...!*

With Bern gone, Irem was the only person he could rely on.

Irem's Spartan training was known to be difficult even for the protagonist with his indomitable will.

He had no choice but to endure it, but the intensity of the training was even more brutal than in the novel.

The point when Kang Jun-hyeok started Irem's training was after he had received some training from Bern.

Starting hard training without building fundamentals was bound to be hellish.

He just had to endure through sheer willpower.

*The holy sword...! I'll endure until I get the holy sword!*

Kang Jun-hyeok's prime would officially begin after obtaining the holy sword.

Knowing this fact, he swallowed his current pain by imagining the future ahead.

*From then on, I'll definitely sleep with all the heroines. Including Rin!*

Though it was an impure goal, if desire led to growth, this could be seen as a positive phenomenon.

But the future he desired was destined to be destroyed by someone and would never come to pass.

Ch.15 - 015. Cancer Is Always By Your Side
A morning that began with a hangover was still terrible.

The throbbing headache continued. I thought I'd be fine since the intoxication had disappeared last night, but that wasn't the case.

Since even detoxification magic wasn't a cure-all, I had to soothe my stomach with tomato soup.

"Ugh...!"

I had no appetite after emptying my stomach as soon as I woke up.

As I was struggling to nibble at my bowl, a thick hand from behind slapped my back forcefully.

"Hoho! Breakfast should be eaten heartily. What good is a man who just picks at his food!"

I could tell who the owner of that gruff voice was without looking.

"Old man, are you really the lord? Shouldn't a lord be busy with territory matters?"

"In Looqbranton, the only things this old man can do are securing minerals and checking weapon distribution routes, so I'm generally quite free. My capable assistant handles everything else, so you could say I'm essentially a figurehead lord!"

"Is that something to brag about?"

"Hahaha!"

Since he'd said his lordship was like being a puppet CEO and he'd retired from blacksmithing, he must have had plenty of time on his hands.

Honestly, I envied him. That kind of life was exactly the retirement I wanted.

"So you came here this morning to check if I'd been devoured by the Demonic Sword?"

"No. I came to request something of you and that silver-haired young lady who isn't here."

"Sorry, old man, but we don't have time to leisurely take on requests."

I sat on the chair like a carefree thug and gestured for the old man to leave.

In response, he took out a leather pouch from his breast pocket and placed it on the table.

A jingling sound. Through the open gap of the pouch, the gleam of gold coins was visible.

"The payment is 50 gold coins."

"Should I lick your feet too?"

"Hohoho! I knew you'd respond that way!"

In any world, money is always right.

Even a happy life requires money, so I'm willing to jump at any opportunity for a windfall.

Though I'd refuse if the difficulty of the request didn't match the compensation.

"So what's the job you want to entrust me with?"

"Pest control, my boy."

"Pests...? Doesn't Looqbranton have no farmland?"

"We may not have farmland, but we have mines. And every year, magical beasts try to occupy those mines."

As soon as I heard Brand's explanation, a particular creature came to mind.

Mineral Ant.

A magical beast that appeared in part 2 of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," a giant ant that primarily feeds on minerals.

Its main characteristic is that the hardness of its exoskeleton varies depending on the minerals it consumes. For instance, if it eats diamonds, it gains comparable hardness.

Because of this trait, the danger level varies greatly between individuals, making them quite troublesome magical beasts.

"You're talking about the ants, right?"

"That's right. There's even a miner who claims to have spotted a queen ant in the deep part of the mine. If we leave them be, we might end up surrendering the mine to the ants."

A single Mineral Ant isn't particularly threatening.

But ants act collectively, and a queen ant can give birth to thousands of ants annually.

As time passes, the ants' power only grows stronger, so there's a need to eliminate them quickly.

"This situation requires swift action. Haven't you requested help from the guild or the knights?"

"I did. The knights refused, saying they were too busy suppressing rebel forces in the southern part of the kingdom. The guild said they sent capable adventurers four days ago, but..."

"No word from them, I take it."

Brand nodded with a bitter smile.

For convenience, we call them adventurers, but their essence was closer to foreign mercenaries. Few were diligent, and many were self-centered and fierce.

It was commonplace for them to take a detour after accepting a request or arrive late due to laziness.

Because of such traits, the profession of adventurer generally had a poor reputation in the world of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

"I understand the situation. But are you sure it's okay to entrust such an important matter to me? You don't even know my abilities."

"I don't think I need to explain that separately."

Brand glanced sideways at the sword hanging at my waist.

That action was answer enough. Being the owner of a Demonic Sword already vouched for my abilities.

After all, a Demonic Sword has the power to turn even a child into a hidden master.

"But if I had to give one reason, it would be because of what the coachman who brought you here yesterday told me. He said you single-handedly annihilated a vicious bandit group on the way to the village?"

"News travels fast around here."

"Hohoho! This old man enjoys hearing stories about outsiders. Anyway, will you accept my request?"

"I'll take it. You gave me the Demonic Sword for free, so I'd be ungrateful to refuse."

"And it's not because of the money?"

"I won't deny that."

Just as I was about to gather the pouch of gold coins from the table...

BANG!

Someone kicked open the door of the inn from outside and entered.

The kick was so powerful that the door couldn't withstand it and broke.

"Hey! I heard our client is here. Where are you?"

"They said he's an old geezer, so just look for the oldest-looking man. Ah, there he is!"

The culprit who broke the door was a man who looked like a local thug, armed with chain mail, a one-handed axe, and a kite shield.

Behind him, one more man and two women entered, and their attire and attitudes were equally appalling.

First, a female mage with an outrageous outfit revealing her cleavage.

Displeased about something, she kept tapping the floor with her wooden staff, grumbling.

Next, a tall man who covered his mouth with a red scarf, giving off a stern impression.

Even inside the village, he had hidden weapons under his palm, indicating he was from the underworld.

Lastly, the female priest who seemed the most normal... was applying makeup while walking.

Judging by her extremely short skirt, she seemed to be a priest who had been expelled from the church for breaking the rules.

I think everyone can guess which rule she broke without me having to specify.

"What kind of outrage is this!"

"Hey, old man! We're the adventurers who were dispatched because you said you were in trouble, okay? Is it right for you to be so rude?"

"Who's being rude here!"

"Ugh! So annoying! I told you from the start we shouldn't come to this sweaty place!"

"Instead of encouraging someone who's tired from coming all the way here, you scold them... your character is lacking..."

"If the lord is like this, I'm truly afraid of what the villagers might be like."

I've seen many types of people before, but these were among the most disgusting.

One was a thug, one was a whiner, and the other two were criticizing not just the old man but the villagers too.

I didn't know the adventurer setting would be this messed up.

They were so morally bankrupt that they could be mistaken for rogues, and I couldn't help but clap.

Could I call them the Hopeless Quartet?

"If you act like this, we have no choice but to abandon the request and go back. You know who'll be sorry then, right?"

"Go back right now! I've already sought help from someone more reliable than you, so I don't need you anymore!"

"What? Are you saying you've passed our request to someone else? Old man, that's a violation of guild regulations!"

"According to the regulations, since you didn't arrive by the deadline, the request was automatically canceled! Do you think this old man doesn't know such basics?"

"...Even if that's the case, what you did goes against principles."

"What!"

I almost burst out laughing at the sight of them talking about principles.

I quickly put a spoonful of tomato soup in my mouth to hold back.

"Everyone, please calm down! At this rate, we'll end up fighting among ourselves."

"Meria, are you taking that old man's side?"

"That's not it. I'm saying we should resolve this calmly through dialogue rather than with fists."

The female priest stepped forward to mediate, which didn't suit her appearance.

She was acting like a sensible person, but I could see it. That she had ulterior motives.

"First, I apologize for our delay. On our way here, magical beasts kept coming at us, which delayed our journey."

My lips twitched.

I distinctly remember wiping out the bandit group and the nearby magical beasts, so it's quite curious that magical beasts appeared again so soon.

If demons had appeared, I could understand, but if that were the case, they probably wouldn't be here right now.

"We didn't want to be late. So please reconsider that point."

"Hmm... Alright. I won't file a complaint with the guild, so please leave."

"Thank you. Then we'll take our fee and withdraw."

"Fee...?"

The kind-looking smile of the female priest instantly turned malicious.

Where are the demons? They should learn from this.

"Yes, since you've taken our lateness into consideration, the request is still in progress. But since you've already passed the request to someone else, we'll just take a fee for that and leave."

"...How much do you want?"

"We'll just take 10% of the payment, nice and clean."

10% would be 5 gold coins.

Considering that 5 coins isn't a small amount, they were nothing but living thugs.

Just looking at the veins popping out on Brand's forehead, I could tell how unreasonable their demand was.

"These damn...!"

"Whoa, whoa! Lord, let me handle this, so please calm down."

I grabbed Brand's shoulder as he was about to shout.

I showed him a thumbs up, indicating that he should leave it to me from now on.

"You...!"

"You'll die of stress in your old age at this rate."

I stood up, stretching my stiff body.

The hopeless adventurers tensed up, harboring antipathy towards my intervention as a third party.

They probably didn't expect this situation either.

"Who are you?"

"The person who just took on the request the lord mentioned."

"So you're the one who intercepted our request! You look like you're new to this field, yet you dare to snatch a request from your seniors?"

"Seniors my ass. I'm not an adventurer like you, so cut the crap and take this."

I took out the pouch of gold coins that Brand had given me and threw it to them.

"It's the down payment for this request. Take it and work diligently."

"W-wait a minute! I was trying to ask you to..."

"Don't worry, Lord. Even though I gave them the down payment, it doesn't mean I'm giving up on the request."

"Then aren't you working for free!"

"I received a fine sword, didn't I? Let's call it even with that."

"Oh my...!"

Brand's eyes became moist as he looked at me.

It doesn't seem like a scene emotional enough to bring tears, though.

Perhaps his joy was doubled after seeing an angel after only seeing devil-like people.

"Anyway, now that everything's resolved, let's end the argument here and get to work."

"Bern! I got some honey water that's good for hangovers from a neighbor! But why is the door like this?"

"Perfect timing, my assistant is here too."

Rene returned, smiling brightly like a puppy coming back from a walk.

I gently turned her shoulders and headed outside.

And so, Rene was dragged out by me without knowing what was going on.

"Let's go."

"Huh...? Where are we going?"

"To the mine."

"S-suddenly? What are you going to do at the mine?"

"...I have something to bury!"

Rene tilted her head, clearly not understanding what I was saying.

Regardless, I gulped down the honey water she had brought.

The subtle honey scent and sweetness eased my troubled mind. But it was still not enough. It seemed like I needed to get to the mine as soon as possible to fully resolve this.

*There's a saying in this world.*

People can't be fixed.

Ch.16 - 016. The Earth Knows The Answer
I have two tasks to accomplish this time.

First is eliminating the Queen Ant, and second is taking out the trash.

These days, trash has legs, making disposal quite difficult, but someone has to do it.

To create a cleaner world for future generations.

"So that's what happened while I was away."

"With more villages needing help every day, and the knights being pulled away to suppress the southern rebellion, the guilds and adventurers have gained more influence. As a result, adventurers have become even more arrogant."

"I don't think it's right for them to act that way when people's lives are at stake."

"I agree, but what can we do? With very few exceptions, adventurers value money over lives."

A situation had developed where power was given to those lacking humanity.

The issue of power imbalance often mentioned in my original world had festered and burst open here as well.

About a year from now, the rebellion would be suppressed and the problem would naturally resolve itself, but the reputation of adventurers would plummet.

Meanwhile, the Academy had suspended Bern Coolam and sentenced him to guild support service, forcing him to take the blame instead of the protagonist.

Having to live as an adventurer, he became unwelcome wherever he went.

I remember this was when the author's mistreatment of Bern reached its peak.

*I withdrew from school, so I didn't have to worry about such a future...*

Still, it made me sick thinking about how those four bastards caused my favorite character to suffer.

What's worse, those corrupt adventurers who made a fortune reportedly retired a year later and lived well.

While Bern endured endless suffering with stubborn persistence, those bastards were living happily.

It's infuriating beyond words.

"So what do you plan to do with them?"

"I'd love to crush them, but I don't have immediate plans."

"So you're mercifully letting them go!"

"Not exactly. I'm giving them a chance. If they have even a shred of conscience left, I'll just give them a light scolding."

"And if they cross the line?"

"Then... I'll show them what hell looks like."

I'm not particularly worried.

I trust them enough to bet my wrist that they'll stab me in the back inside the mine.

***

The entrance to Pistal Mine in Looqbranton.

A place that should have been bustling with miners' shouts and the sound of pickaxes was eerily quiet.

Due to the Mineral Ant incident, the miners had left, turning it into something close to an abandoned mine.

Meanwhile, a woman was venting her frustrations there.

"Who does that guy think he is! Acting all high and mighty when he's not even an adventurer!"

"Just ignore him. It's always the nobodies who try to show off the most."

"Still, he was quite handsome. There was something decadently attractive about him that made me want to caress him all over."

"Try to fix that habit of hitting on any man you see."

"..."

"By the way, why have you been so quiet?"

A tall man with his head bowed, fiddling with his red scarf.

Feeling the attention shift to him, he spoke softly.

"I'm concerned about the sword he was carrying."

"Sword? Come to think of it, didn't he say he received it from the lord? That's why he refused to take the quest reward."

"The guy looked completely worthless, but that black sword looked expensive!"

"It would probably fetch a high price at the Capital's auction house. Black swords are rare weapons."

The adventurers huddled together, evaluating the sword Bern had been carrying.

With their unanimous opinion, their lips began to curl upward.

Eventually, their faces were filled with greedy smiles.

"Let's kill him and take it!"

"Not a bad idea. He doesn't look skilled, so we can just say he was eaten by the ants!"

"I'll handle the assassination and body disposal. I've been wanting to skin a living person for a while."

"My, how frightening! But such a valuable item should be used by someone more capable."

There could be no virtue in an adventurer party composed of people filled with material desire.

These money-crazed bastards would take what they wanted even if it belonged to someone else.

As Bern had predicted, they were enthusiastically planning to stab him in the back.

Not realizing that it would be their downfall.

***

"Kieek!"

"This area is pretty much cleared."

"Good work. Are you injured anywhere?"

"No. They weren't difficult opponents."

The main resource of Pistal Mine, where the Mineral Ants had settled, was iron.

There were no high-hardness minerals like diamonds or mithril.

Perhaps that's why they died like tofu when cut with a single sword strike.

"Still, there are so many of them."

"That's how ants are. The Queen Ant is probably laying eggs as fast as I'm killing them."

"If we don't deal with this quickly, the mine will be completely overrun with ants."

"Indeed."

I'm planning to burn them all at once if necessary.

However, since there might be explosive materials in the mine, fire should be kept as a last resort.

It would be counterproductive to blow up the mine just to kill some ants.

"Hmm... is it about time?"

"You mean the plan you mentioned before we entered?"

"Yes. From now on, I'll proceed alone, so bring the materials I asked for."

"Understood!"

I cast a composite spell on Rene that combined wind, cold air, and illusion magic.

Her body gradually disappeared. I could no longer sense her appearance, smell, presence, or even her body heat.

I had used magic to make Rene's existence undetectable.

"I'm counting on you."

Tap tap.

I felt a touch on my shoulder. Since I couldn't hear Rene's voice in this state, she communicated through light contact.

Two taps on the shoulder meant affirmation. I could trust that she would carry out her assigned task well.

While waiting, I just needed to deal with the hungry hyenas.

"Come out, you bastards."

"..."

"I can clearly sense your presence, so playing dumb is just being dishonest. Even the ants don't hide like you do."

That's when it happened.

As the wind brushed past, I sensed a presence behind me.

I could tell a cold blade was approaching my neck.

"I told you it was obvious."

Crack!

Without turning around, I sent my elbow toward where I sensed the presence.

With a heavy impact and the sound of bones crushing, I felt the blow connect.

When I finally turned around, the tall man was clutching his chest and wheezing. My elbow must have hit his ribs.

"If you're planning a sneak attack, you should conceal your presence until the very end."

"Kheuk!"

I moved behind him at a speed he couldn't perceive and stomped down on his shin.

As his leg bone shattered, I jabbed my finger into his vital point.

The would-be assassin collapsed with foam at his mouth.

"To think he could match Alex's speed. He must have some skill for that old man to trust him!"

"Match? Is there something wrong with your eyes? I clearly overwhelmed him."

"But don't underestimate our coordination, or you'll regret it!"

"Damn, you people just don't listen."

A warrior charging with a raised shield, a mage casting a spell, and a priest casting buffs on the party from an unseen location.

It wasn't a bad formation, but it had terribly obvious weaknesses.

"What's the point of a mage casting so openly?"

"Ah! When did you...?"

"More importantly, your outfit choice is completely wrong."

The focal point of magical power flowing through a human body is in the chest, between the collarbone and sternum.

If that area is struck, the flow of magical power will definitely be disrupted, and in severe cases, one might lose the ability to use magic.

In other words, it was a mage's weak point, like a dragon's reverse scale.

"S-Shield!"

"You should have equipped proper gear instead of relying on magic."

"Guhk!"

Clang!

My controlled punch shattered the protective spell and struck the female mage's weak point.

I'd heard she was skilled, but her magic level was nothing special. The guild people really half-ass their work.

"You bastard...!"

Perhaps it hurt his pride that I ignored him and attacked someone else first?

The man in chainmail frowned and raised his axe.

His stance was pathetic. I grabbed his wrist holding the axe and pulled him backward. I tripped his leg as he followed through, making him fall to the ground.

"You son of a... Guhp?!"

I pinned the back of his head with my foot and smashed his face into the ground. After stomping on his head several times, the man went quiet.

The only one left was the lustful priestess, but she seemed to have fled already, as her presence was growing distant.

If she thought she could escape from me, I'd have to laugh at her.

"Prahf."

[You called?]

"Among your functions, do you have anything that can pull an opponent to me?"

[I do. But as my contractor, couldn't you easily catch up to her?]

"I could, but it's more fun to make her come to me on her own."

[Not a bad idea.]

"What's the cost?"

[Since this is my monumental first deployment, I'll waive the fee this time.]

The ancient runes engraved on Prahf's jet-black blade began to glow red.

At the same time, black mist poured from the runes and filled the surrounding area. The mist, initially gaseous, condensed and took the form of a spear.

[Think of the target you wish to designate.]

"This won't kill her, right?"

[It has no lethal power, so don't worry.]

"That's good then."

I pictured the priestess I had seen at the inn.

The black spear made of mist flew off toward somewhere. Seeing it pass through walls as it departed, I was certain it would hit its target.

Time passed, and the fleeing priestess returned to me, with the black spear embedded in her back.

There was no life in her eyes, and drool was dripping from her mouth.

Judging by her normal breathing, it seemed to affect the mind rather than the body.

[Now that everyone is gathered, it's time for judgment! If you intend to take their lives, please use me!]

"No. I'll handle this my way."

[Heeeng.]

"Don't be disappointed. Instead, I'll show you something amazing."

[What exactly do you plan to show?]

"You'll find out soon enough, so look forward to it."

I intend to thoroughly demonstrate what happens to those who mess with me.

***

Darkness.

When she opened her eyes, everything around was pitch black.

An unpleasant smell of earth reached her nostrils.

The space was so cramped she could barely move, and her body and mouth were bound with rope.

"Mmph...?"

Mary, the priestess, couldn't understand what was happening.

Her last memory was being pierced by a spear while fleeing from that monster-like man.

Yet somehow, she was completely unharmed.

"Ah! I wonder if everyone's awake by now?"

That's when it happened.

A familiar voice echoed in Mary's mind.

It was the voice of the man who had made her flee with all her might.

"First, let me explain your situation: you're all currently buried underground."

"Mmph?"

"You're about 10 meters underground from where you attacked me. Don't worry about suffocating though. I've made breathing holes."

Now she understood why the smell of earth was so strong.

However, Mary couldn't comprehend why he had buried them instead of killing them.

If he intended to bury them alive, it seemed careless.

Adventurers each have their own markers. If an adventurer doesn't return for a long time, the guild uses tracking magic through these markers to rescue them.

In other words, though painful, his live burial plan would eventually fail.

"By now, you're probably all wondering what my intention is. The answer can be found about a meter away from your abdomen."

"Mmph?"

Mary struggled to move and looked at the spot Bern had mentioned.

There was an oval white object there.

"That's a Mineral Ant egg!"

"MMPH?!"

"Ahahah! Don't be surprised yet. You don't know about the special gift I've put inside your bodies, do you? I fed each of you personally while you were unconscious."

Anxiety. An inexplicable anxiety was driving her mad.

Mary's pupils began to tremble wildly at Bern's cold, manic voice.

"The gift is a magic stone that Mineral Ants absolutely love to death!"

"Mmph mmph...?!"

"Mineral Ants instinctively detect the location of ore from birth and begin mining with their pointed jaws. Oh my, but there's a magic stone in your stomachs? With skin and flesh in the way, the ants would naturally have to dig through, right?"

"MMPH! MMMMPH!!"

"Mmph...!!"

"MMMMMPH!! HMMMPH!!"

Numerous groans could be heard from the earthen wall next to Mary.

She realized that her other companions were also there, in the same situation as her.

They were all buried underground, uncomfortably cohabiting with ant eggs.

"Sometimes eggs fail to hatch and die. Some of you might have ants that hatch, some might not, or... maybe they'll all hatch?"

Groans mixed with despair filled the surroundings.

The biological instinct to survive screamed wildly as tears began to flow from their eyes.

The ants hadn't even hatched yet, but imagining the future was causing immense psychological damage.

"Good luck! If you're fortunate, you might survive."

Click!

With those final words, the man's voice was heard no more.

But the surroundings became more chaotic than before his speech began.

In the earth where they were trapped, hope did not exist.

***

"That completes the trash burial plan! All that's left is dealing with the Queen Ant."

[...Don't you think that was too cruel?]

"Not really? Considering the pain people have suffered because of them, I think this is mild. Besides, Mineral Ants hatch after 7 days, so they'll probably be rescued before their stomachs get eaten. They'll just be terrified until then."

[In other words, you're just leaving them with fear and despair?]

"Plus they have to stay in a confined space, so they might develop severe depression and claustrophobia."

[I see...]

"What? Disappointed that I didn't kill anyone?"

[No. I'm impressed by your ingenious method of inflicting lasting pain on your opponents.]

"This is just the basics."

[To think a human exists who is more meticulous and vicious than demons! Ah, my contractor is truly wonderful...♡]

Huh? What's wrong with this guy?

Ch.17 - 017. Ants Desire Freedom
After finishing the garbage cleanup, I was examining the spoils hidden among the trash.

I collected every single gold coin without missing any, and burned all the equipment they had been carrying.

I could sell it for money, but it was too bothersome to carry around, and somehow it stank of other people's use.

I wasn't in such dire financial straits that I needed to force myself to do things I disliked, so I disposed of everything cleanly.

"Rene."

"Yes!"

"You were supposed to find out where the Queen Ant is located, right?"

"Um, well... about that..."

The task I had assigned to Rene was to steal ant eggs and conduct reconnaissance.

I told her to get the eggs needed for teaching those trash a lesson and to check on the Queen Ant's movements nearby.

Yet somehow she was fidgeting as if she wasn't sure. Though she had properly brought back the ant eggs.

"Weren't you supposed to find out the location?"

"I did find out, but..."

As if there was something she couldn't tell me, Rene kept avoiding my eyes and stammering.

Just as I was considering whether I should interrogate her, the ground suddenly began to shake.

I was about to draw Prah, sensing the arrival of a powerful enemy.

But Rene tightly grabbed my arm and shook her head vigorously from side to side.

"You don't need to do anything! It's nothing serious!"

"What?"

My brow furrowed at the fact that she seemed to know something but was hiding it. However, there must be a reason for Rene to react this way, so I decided to trust her for now.

After all, she possessed the power to discern the good and evil in living beings.

"You're sure there's no problem?"

"I'll guarantee it!"

"Well, if you say so..."

About five minutes had passed since the earthquake began.

Just as I was starting to get used to the tremors, they suddenly stopped.

At the same time, I sensed countless presences behind the earthen wall opposite us.

I could deduce that the large-scale movement of living creatures was the cause of the earthquake.

And there was only one entity in the mine capable of such a display.

"I don't recall asking you to bring the Queen Ant to me."

"Hehe..."

CRASH!

As the thick earthen wall collapsed, a swarm of Mineral Ants rushed in from the other side.

Now would have been the perfect time to respond while they were still at a distance, but considering that Rene was still holding my arm, I remained still.

The ants moved in perfect unison, but they made no attempt to attack us. They lined up in order starting from the collapsed wall and raised their jaws like soldiers.

Once they had formed a perfect formation, a completely different type of ant appeared from beyond the wall.

A bipedal creature walking on two legs like a human. Though it looked exactly like an ant, it wore a crown made of gold on its head.

I could immediately tell it was the Queen Ant just by looking at it.

"Rene, have you finished your conversation with him?"

"Not yet..."

"Wait! Did that ant just speak?"

"Yes, I did. I am Maryan, Queen of the ants. I learned human language from a human named Fabre."

The Queen Ant mentioned a name that I couldn't help but trust.

Even knowing it could be someone with the same name, it was hard to remain skeptical.

"So you can understand what we're saying too?"

"Of course."

"This is the first time I've experienced something like this."

In "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," no magical beasts capable of communicating with humans ever appeared.

Yet the Queen Ant before me was undoubtedly a Mineral Ant and a magical beast.

The sight of her speaking human language fluently made me doubt my own ears.

But since my contract with Prah made me immune to mental magic, this situation had to be real.

"So that's why Rene couldn't explain properly."

"I-I'm sorry! But I can guarantee! This ant is different from other magical beasts—she has a kind heart!"

"Kukukuk!"

Even her laughter sounded like that of a coquettish woman, which was bizarre, but I decided to accept it gradually.

After all, forming a connection with a magical beast capable of conversation could introduce unpredictable variables into my future.

Since great discoveries generally lead to positive outcomes, I viewed the current situation favorably.

"So you wanted Rene to mediate a conversation between us, right?"

"Yes. But before that, since our conversation might be lengthy, how about we sit comfortably in my chamber?"

"Hmm..."

I glanced at Rene.

She nodded eagerly with bright eyes, indicating it was fine.

It didn't seem like a trap.

"Alright, lead the way."

"Very well. But could you wait a moment?"

"What for?"

"The eggs that Rene took are close to hatching, so I'd like to check on them before we go."

"Huh?"

They weren't freshly laid eggs?

As I stood there confused by this unexpected situation, Rene carefully approached and whispered to me.

"I'm sorry! She told me that newly laid eggs are soft and easily broken. So I had no choice but to take the existing eggs!"

"Oh..."

Clap clap!

When Maryan clapped her hands, the screams from the trash buried in the ground grew louder.

There was only one reason they would react so intensely.

The eggs placed with them must have hatched, and the baby ants' feeding show had begun.

"Thank you for providing precious food for my newly hatched children."

"When you say precious food, what exactly are you referring to?"

"Mana stones, of course. What else would there be?"

"Ah, nothing. Nothing at all."

I felt a pang of conscience for having used Maryan's offspring as torture instruments.

After all, I had been making them do terrible things to those adventurers right in front of their mother who showed maternal love.

[But contractor, didn't you say you would let those adventurers live?]

'Oh, them? Whether they live or die is none of my business.'

[Your mindset remains admirably consistent.]

A human acknowledged by a demonic sword even before being corrupted.

I wasn't sure whether to be pleased or uneasy about this.

I just felt somewhat anxious about the runes that flashed bright red whenever I conversed with Prah.

***

After checking on the baby ants, we were guided to Maryan's chamber.

Since the Queen Ant's primary role was to lay eggs for the colony's prosperity, her room was extremely spacious and staffed with many ants assisting with egg-laying.

"Please wait a moment."

To facilitate our conversation, Maryan immediately dismissed the ants, creating a comfortable atmosphere.

Meanwhile, she offered us makeshift iron tables and chairs, making me feel like I was dealing with a person rather than an ant.

The subsequent conversation with Maryan was also quite calculated in nature.

"So to summarize, you Mineral Ants want to settle and live in this mine?"

"That's correct."

"Do you know what this place is for?"

"I'm well aware that it's where humans extract resources necessary for their livelihood."

"But if you occupy it like this, it's problematic from their perspective. It's like illegal squatters moving into someone else's property, isn't it?"

"That's why I'm asking you to be our mediator."

"..."

She wanted me to build a bridge between the residents of Looqbranton and the Mineral Ants.

She seemed to think that would solve everything, but Maryan wasn't very thoughtful.

I needed to speak more forcefully to make her understand the problems with the current situation.

"On my way here, I killed twenty of your ants."

"...Ugh!"

Though they were adult ants, they were still her children.

No one could remain unmoved when faced with someone who had killed their offspring.

Maryan's slender body trembled as well. Nevertheless, it was impressive how she gathered her legs together and endured.

"I now consider it a mistake. But at the time, I didn't think communication with you would be possible."

"...It's alright. It's painful, but I believe they would understand too."

"I wish it could end here, but this kind of thing might happen again."

"May I ask why?"

"It would be fine if all humans in the world understood you. But not all humans will try to understand your circumstances. Humans have been fighting magical beasts for hundreds of years."

People will arbitrarily assume the ants have ulterior motives and try to incite others against them.

When that happens, the ants will have no choice but to fight humans to survive.

In the end, the Mineral Ants would face destruction.

"And minerals are ultimately limited in quantity. Coincidentally, your staple food is minerals, and the villagers need minerals too. The mine will be depleted before long, won't it?"

"..."

Maryan said nothing. She seemed to immediately understand the gravity of the situation from my words.

There was a bitter taste in the gloomy atmosphere.

I wanted to share only hopeful stories, but for a harmonious future, I had to make her aware of the reality.

"You should give up on this mine."

"...Then what should we do? If we're driven out like this, must we wander in search of another mine, be attacked by humans, lose countless children, suffer injuries, and die without a place to call home?"

"..."

"Meeting kind humans like Fabre made me realize that not all humans are hostile. So even after watching my children being killed by humans, I tried to understand them. I believed that if I approached them sincerely, someday they would understand us too! I believed and kept approaching them, but...!"

"Ms. Maryan..."

Her voice grew increasingly louder. It seemed Maryan had already suffered multiple times at the hands of humans.

She had endured while dreaming of harmony, but being rejected until the very end was causing her heart to crumble.

At this rate, she would turn hostile toward humans.

That wasn't the outcome I wanted.

"I know a place that would be good for you to live."

"...A good place, you say?"

"Yes. Unlike here, it's a place no human has ever discovered."

It was a secret space that would only be revealed to the world in the latter part of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" through the protagonist's luck.

I had originally intended to keep it hidden, but after hearing Maryan's circumstances, my mind changed.

"What kind of place is it?"

"...Before I tell you, this must remain a secret between just you and me. Don't tell anyone else."

"I'll keep that in mind."

"If you climb to the top of the mine, there's a long mountain range. Follow it northwest, and you'll find an old statue. If you dig beneath the statue, a secret cave will appear. There, you might be able to live safely without being discovered by anyone."

"Are there minerals for us to eat in the cave?"

"I wouldn't have recommended it from the start if there weren't."

What kind of suggestion would it be to say they could live safely but starve to death?

Although what I did to those adventurers was somewhat cruel, my inherent nature isn't that wicked.

[Contractor, that's a bit...]

'Shut up.'

[Hiing.]

Anyway, I'm someone who knows how to consider others.

"Do you happen to know what kind of mineral is there?"

"...Orichalcum."

"Pardon?"

"There's a large deposit of orichalcum there."

It was the GOAT mineral that comes to mind when thinking of legendary materials in fantasy.

A metal that can only be cut by another orichalcum tool, cannot be melted by fire, and remains unchanged over time.

It's so precious that its value is whatever you name.

Maryan seemed to know its worth, as she froze with her eyes wide open.

Meanwhile, Dragon-puppy Rene was looking back and forth between Maryan and me with a very curious expression.

"O-Orichalcum must be in small quantities..."

"There's enough for you to eat for three years, so don't worry and just go."

"T-three years?!"

"Yes."

"...May I propose marriage?"

"You want to die?"

No matter how broad my defensive range is, I have no intention of marrying an ant.

As I placed my hand on Prah, Maryan frantically waved her arms.

"N-no, it was a joke! I have no interest in interspecies breeding either."

"That's a tasteless joke. Think before you speak in the future."

Unless you want to become a roasted ant.

"Anyway, I understand. Honestly, it's hard to believe, but since we've become friends, I'll trust you and go check it out."

"Good."

"And I will definitely repay this kindness someday. Thank you so much!!"

"That's enough with the thanks. Just go prepare to move."

"Yes!"

After bowing deeply and politely, Maryan left the room with a bright expression.

With this, the ant issue seems to have been resolved favorably. And by extension, old man Brand's request was also successful.

"Bern! Bern!"

"What?"

"What happens to the ants when they eat that orichalcum?"

"Well, I guess..."

They might become super ants capable of easily conquering the Holden Kingdom?

Imagining what the ants might become is a bit scary, but she did say she would repay the kindness, so she'll probably spare me.

Ch.18 - 018. EBI OPEN UP!
I peacefully evicted the ants and returned to find Brand waiting for me.

"You've worked hard! Thank you for reclaiming the mine!"

"It was nothing."

"I'm curious how you managed to send them away without dealing with the Mineral Ants, but I won't pry."

"That's appreciated, but aren't you curious about anything else? Like the adventurers, perhaps?"

"I figured you'd handle it properly. I knew from the moment you started working without compensation."

What a sly old man.

He must have expected from the beginning that I'd take care of those adventurers.

"Any guild employees who come to investigate will be handled by this old man, so don't worry."

"Please make sure no trouble comes my way."

"Leave it to me. And here's the promised payment."

I collected 50 gold coins including the remaining payment.

A smile formed on my lips at the thought of not having to worry about money for a while.

I was confident this would make for a fairly luxurious journey. Though no matter how much money I had, I couldn't avoid traveling by carriage.

"Since we have cause for celebration, I'll end today's work early and prepare a banquet."

"You really don't need to go that far."

"It's also meant to encourage the miners who'll be picking up their pickaxes again tomorrow."

"In that case, I won't stop you, but Rene and I won't be attending."

"Why not...?"

"Why not?!"

Rene, who must have been looking forward to the banquet, cut off Brand's words.

She puffed her cheeks and waved her hands in protest, unable to understand.

I flicked her forehead to bring her to her senses.

"We didn't come here for sightseeing, right? We just stopped by on our way home."

"T-that's true, but!"

"Don't you want to get home quickly? Your mother might be anxiously waiting for you."

"I understand..."

Rene nodded with a dejected expression. She seemed to have given up easily.

Even with the promise of a fun banquet, thinking about worried family members naturally dampens one's enthusiasm.

That's normal for someone raised in a functional family.

"Now I have a question. Is there a reason you need to leave so quickly?"

"Not for me, but this friend has some complicated circumstances."

"Ugh...!"

"Then it can't be helped. I'll check if there are any carriages departing today."

"Thank you."

While Brand checked on carriages, Rene and I went to retrieve our luggage from the inn.

The sun had already begun its descent, making it a rather late departure.

Still, the next village isn't far, so we should arrive by nightfall, even if it's tight.

"The banquet..."

"Are you still hung up on that?"

"But the festival we enjoyed in Front was so much fun. I'm sure the banquet here would be enjoyable too..."

"Sigh! When we reach the next village, I'll arrange a small celebration at the inn, so be patient until then."

"Really?"

"Yes. I'll prepare delicious food, drinks, and some entertainment to liven things up."

"Yay! I love you!"

At the mention of a celebration, Rene's eyes lit up and she threw herself at me.

She pressed her cheek against mine and rubbed enthusiastically, making me feel like I was traveling with a puppy rather than a dragon.

Personally, I think Rene should have been born as a canine rather than a Dragonian.

Though if that were the case, we probably wouldn't have met.

"Alright, now hurry and get your things. If we miss the carriage, there'll be no celebration of any kind."

"Yes!"

Rene moved more enthusiastically than when we went to the mine.

I've learned a bit about how to handle her. She becomes more diligent when there's a clear reward.

I should remember to use this tactic when needed.

"There's one carriage leaving in five minutes. If you're heading to Bardel Village, hurry!"

"Did you hear that? Let's go quickly."

"I'm all ready!"

After hastily finishing our packing, we hurriedly boarded the carriage with our bundles.

As soon as we got on, the carriage departed, and Rene immediately pulled back the curtain to wave.

Looking back, Brand was seeing us off at the entrance to the village.

I nodded my head toward him as he waved and called out for us to travel safely.

In the original story, this village didn't have much connection with Bern, but now it felt like we'd become good friends.

I should visit again if I get the chance.

***

They left.

They appeared suddenly, kept this old man company, showed extraordinary resilience by contracting with a Demonic Sword without issue.

And finally, they fulfilled their duty to others through the request.

Despite meeting only a day ago, we quickly became close.

Brand watched them leave with a bittersweet feeling, imprinting their impression in his mind.

'Starting tomorrow, things will be a bit dull.'

Shivering in the cooling weather, he turned his steps toward the mansion.

He needed to finish writing a false report to send to the guild.

Just as he took his first step—

"Sir! There's trouble!"

"Hmm? What's wrong?"

"Huff! Huff! The, the carriage! The carriage that just left...! We need to stop it!"

"First catch your breath, then explain the situation slowly!"

"Hssss...! Phew...!"

The man who came looking for Brand was the village's information broker, known for his promptness—he was the first to report the Mineral Ants, too.

Because of this quality, he was one of the people Brand trusted.

"Now that you've calmed down, tell me. What happened?"

"...Their movements have been detected!"

"Whose movements? Who are you talking about?"

"Don't you know, sir? There's only one group that can be called the most dangerous around Looqbranton territory!"

"N-no way...!"

"Yes."

The man paused to catch his breath.

He lowered his voice and spoke gravely.

"The elves have appeared...!"

***

The journey to our next destination, Bardel Village, was extremely satisfying.

While the road from Front to Looqbranton was a dusty ravine, this time we traveled through a forest lined with fresh trees.

The clean air was refreshing to breathe, and the green scenery had a calming effect.

Even the usually boisterous Rene was sleeping soundly with her head on my lap.

Normally I would have hit her head and told her to wake up, but I was in a good mood, so I let it slide.

I didn't want to ruin this peaceful atmosphere over something trivial.

"This journey is extremely satisfying."
.
.
.

"Kyahng!"

The peace that had settled for barely ten seconds was shattered.

It began with Rene suddenly sitting up and screaming.

Before I could ask what was wrong, I witnessed a strange sight.

Rene's tail, which was enchanted to be visible only to me, had an arrow stuck in its tip.

"Huh...?"

Only then did I notice a small hole in the carriage wall.

As curiosity washed over me and I tried to examine it more closely—

Neeeigh-!

Once again, the horse's scream echoed through our journey.

Just as I was about to go outside to see what ridiculous situation had occurred this time—

Suddenly, a roaring shout came from outside the door.

"EBI OPEN UP!!"

CRASH-!

Mysterious women burst in, kicking down the carriage's only door.

Pointed ears, flowing green hair, slender faces, and... robust biceps and triceps—they were elves.

"We are the EBI (Elf Bureau of Investigation)! If you don't want a hole in your head, don't resist, human!"

"No. What the hell is this..."

"Shut up!"

These women, who looked capable of tearing a human apart with their bare hands, were threatening us with drawn bows.

While the leader-type elf pressured Rene and me, the remaining personnel searched the carriage.

However, there was nothing inside except our bundles.

"Captain! It seems we've barked up the wrong tree again."

"That's unfortunate. Still, they might have some connection to those guys, so we're taking them with us!"

"Yes, ma'am!"

The elves approached me, who was speechless at this sudden situation, and Rene, who was still blowing on her tail.

They were holding ropes, clearly intending to bind us.

They're really something else.

"If you make any suspicious movements, you'll be shot on the spot, so it's best to stay still."

"Then before I'm captured, let me ask one thing. Why are you doing this to us when we were just quietly passing through the forest?"

"Human, how dare you talk back...!"

"Stop!"

With a melodious voice, a new elf entered the carriage.

This newcomer's appearance was similar to the female elves but with a clear difference in physique.

He had a slender figure and fair skin, closer to the classic fantasy image of an elf.

"Priest...!"

"This conflict arose between elves and humans. Since we've taken such a forceful approach, they have the right to know the truth."

"But what if they hear our circumstances and devise some vile scheme?"

"Even so, I think it's pitiful for them to be dragged away without knowing anything."

The beautiful elf looked down at me compassionately.

Though he possessed a kindness and beauty that could make anyone fall for him, I regarded him indifferently.

After all, no matter how pretty he was, this elf was a man like me.

'Damn, I didn't expect to encounter elves so quickly...'

Elves in the Adokchoi world have unique characteristics.

They're a gender-reversed species where men do housework and women hunt.

In other words, all the pretty ones are men, and the women have bodies that could chew through iron.

They were essentially the isekai version of military-trained high school girls.

Ch.19 - 019. The Elves' Circumstances
Even if they're a man, if you treat them like a woman, they become a woman.

When I first saw this saying on some online community, I laughed it off as a joke.

What nonsense, I thought.

But the fact that I only came to understand its meaning after coming to another world was truly pathetic.

"Ugh...! P-please spare me!"

"Priest!"

"Shit, how did I end up doing something like this..."

I was currently holding an Elf Priest hostage while facing off against a group of elf warriors.

To be precise, I was threatening female elves while gripping a male elf by the neck.

Normally, one would take a woman hostage to threaten others, but the situation was reversed.

I had no choice though. The female elves of Adokchoe would bite off their tongues and commit suicide if taken hostage.

*They have absolutely no value as hostages...*

Meanwhile, male elves were all so gentle-natured that they feared suicide.

Moreover, male elves were few in number, making them too precious for female elves to risk.

Therefore, taking a male elf hostage was the better decision.

*But why do I feel like I'm having a moment of clarity?*

The one I was holding looked like a woman but was a man, acting like a woman, and was more valuable as a hostage than a woman.

For a moment, I experienced cognitive dissonance.

It felt like everything I knew about common sense was being defied.

"If you don't want to see this elf suffer, back off quietly."

"You cowardly bastard!"

"That's rich coming from the ones who attacked first, don't you think?"

"If you want to talk about who started it, it was you humans who kidnapped our people...!"

"Aht-say!"

"Ah...! I-I'm sorry!"

When the leader-like elf warrior shouted, the female elf who appeared to be her lieutenant snapped to attention and maintained a rigid posture.

She seemed to be trying to prevent any information leakage, but I had already heard the important part.

From what I could gather, some people had kidnapped elves, and that's why these elves were committing acts bordering on terrorism.

Looking at just the outcome, it was a clusterfuck, but that didn't make it my fault, right?

"You should just find the actual culprits and deal with them. Why take it out on innocent people?"

"...Until now, all humans who have interacted with us elves have been greedy. Though we look different, we are living beings who think and breathe just like you. But you humans have only seen us as tools to be bought and sold."

"So I'm one of those bastards too? Is that what you're saying?"

"That's right."

"What bullshit."

I lowered the sword I had been holding to the elf's neck and pushed him away.

The male elf fell into the arms of his comrades with his sturdy chest. The other elves were visibly confused by this.

They probably couldn't understand why I would release my hostage so casually.

"Just because you've only met trash until now doesn't mean you can treat me like garbage too. From my perspective, you ambushers are no different from those bastards you hate."

"..."

"Do you think this situation will improve by acting like this? You'll only create more resentment among humans, making them want to exploit you even more."

"Then we will...!"

"Not stand by quietly? Sure, you'll fight. Just like I'm hostile to you right now."

I gripped Prah tightly and pointed its blade at them.

It was my way of expressing that I wouldn't hesitate to cut them down if they wanted to fight.

As I infused my killing intent, those tough elves began to tremble, their teeth chattering.

Even strong warriors fear death.

Prah, receiving my killing intent, was showing them visions of their demise.

"L-let's stop this!"

"Priest...?"

"This time, it was our mistake. We shouldn't harm innocent humans!"

"Oh."

While the women were still afraid of me, the most fragile male elf was boldly making his case despite his fear.

Does that mean men are mentally stronger?

"And this person is different from the humans we know. He shows absolutely no greed—he's a very upright person!"

[What strange things you say. I've never seen a human as greedy as our contractor...]

*Are you threatening to stop grooming me?*

[Haah! After making me climax so much last night... to say you'll stop grooming me... Contractor, you're such a beast♡]

It wasn't just the elves who were confusing—my demonic sword was just as bad.

How did I ever decide to make a contract with such a sword?

"On behalf of all the elves here, I apologize. I'm truly sorry!"

"Apology accepted. So I can go now, right?"

I couldn't bring myself to say, 'Looking at you all is making me mentally exhausted.'

The biggest problem was the male elf who acted demurely with a sweet voice, despite being more muscular than the strong women.

He was prettier than most women, so why did he have something dangling between his legs?

"W-wait just a moment, please!"

"What is it?"

"Would you please help us?"

"Are you crazy? Why should I help people who attacked me out of nowhere?"

"We will definitely compensate you!"

"Sorry, but I know that humans and elves use different currencies."

While humans used Holden Gold Coins, elves used leaves as currency.

Therefore, even if I received elf leaves, they would only have value in their forest and couldn't be used in human transactions.

"I'm aware of that. That's why we elves promise to pay you with a Fruit of the World Tree as compensation."

"Hail, Elfdra."

Honestly, I couldn't resist the Fruit of the World Tree.

***

A legendary fruit that grants nature affinity on par with druids just from one bite.

As a fruit from the tree that supports the world, it contains concentrated power.

In Adokchoe, Kang Jun-hyeok helped troubled elves and consumed this fruit.

He then mastered nature magic and breeding techniques, which he used effectively.

*It was even speculated that without that power, he wouldn't have been able to defeat Bireta, one of the Four Heavenly Kings of the Demon Clan.*

Who could resist helping when offered something of astronomical value as compensation?

It would be worth trying even if it meant jumping into lava.

"So what you want me to do is rescue the kidnapped Saintess, right?"

"Yes. The other day, one of the twin elves who serves the great Earth Mother Goddess was kidnapped by humans while taking a walk. Because of this, our elf village is currently in a desperate crisis."

"Could you explain exactly what kind of crisis you're facing?"

"Elves are widely known to have protected the World Tree for generations, but in truth, it's the Saintess who has sustained the World Tree."

"Saintess?"

"Yes. Once per generation, a Saintess blessed by the Earth Mother Goddess is born. The Saintess constantly manages the World Tree and distributes the power of the Earth Mother Goddess. Thanks to this, the World Tree has been able to maintain its position as the tree that supports the world for so long."

"So with the Saintess gone, the World Tree is withering away?"

"You understand perfectly. The fortunate thing is that this generation's Saintess is a twin, so we've been able to buy some time. But even that won't last if too much time passes..."

"The burden on the remaining twin increases until she can't handle it anymore."

The Elf Priest quietly nodded.

I understood the situation perfectly. My task was roughly determined, and all that remained was to go to their village and gather information about the kidnapped Saintess.

By the way...

"Aht-say! Push harder! Now!"

"Argh!!!"

That sight is something I'll never get used to.

*Strong women... distorted sexual desires...*

When the elves attacked, the coachman fled on horseback.

With only the carriage left behind, I was planning to walk. However, the elves insisted it was fine and told me to stay inside.

Then they showed me an astonishing sight—female elf warriors grabbed the carriage and started running through the forest.

The scary part was that they were moving at almost the same speed as a horse-drawn carriage.

Their determined advance, accompanied by military-like chants, was truly impressive.

Could this be what properly realized feminism looks like?

But then, seeing Rene's sparkling eyes made me wonder what women really are.

"Ah! That reminds me. Do you have messenger birds like pigeons or hawks for communication?"

"We do have them, but our village is quite isolated, so we rarely send messages to distant places."

"That's fine. I have a message to send to a village in this area. I want to gather information about the Saintess's kidnapping in advance, so don't worry."

"I understand. For such a purpose, I'll gladly lend you one."

In this world, there was an information agency called Alvastro that would investigate anything if paid enough.

Though their fees were expensive, I could earn more than enough to justify the investment.

So I wrote a lengthy letter to old man Brand and sent it off, receiving a reply not long after.

According to the response, he would send a blind woman with key information the following afternoon.

It was a reply that made me shiver strangely, even though it wasn't cold.

Ch.20 - 020. The Gender-Reversed Elf Village
The next destination was supposed to be Bardel Village, but for some reason, we ended up in Alfheim, the village of elves.

Lush green grass, log houses built on tree trunks, the majestic World Tree, and fairies flying around it—it felt like I had stepped into a fairy tale forest.

If I were a little girl, I would have been squealing with excitement.

"Wooow!"

The Dragonian, who barely reached my chin, was jumping up and down with joy.

Well, given that Rene was naturally ignorant about the ways of the world, her reaction wasn't incomprehensible.

What I couldn't accept was the scene unfolding inside Alfheim.

"Sweetie, what would you like for dinner?"

"Hmm! Dad's chicken breast steak! I've been losing muscle mass lately because I've been doing less leg workouts while studying!"

Normally, a father would carry his daughter on his back while laughing together.

But in this elven village, young girls carried their fathers on their backs.

It was a bizarre sight, but looking at the girl's sturdy thighs and biceps made it somewhat understandable.

"Hey, Mr. Hu!"

"Why are you calling me?"

"The stairs are shaking like crazy. Could you throw me that hammer over there so I can fix it?"

"Got it."

Just listening to the conversation, it sounded like typical construction workers chatting.

However, in this place, the construction workers were naturally female elves. The problem was that they dressed similarly to male construction workers.

They were wearing only pants with nothing covering their upper bodies.

The female elf workers were openly displaying their pectoral muscles.

The only saving grace was that the towels draped over their shoulders covered all the important parts, barely maintaining some level of decency.

"Is there a problem? You're sweating profusely..."

"A problem..."

The entire village was problematic, but I was at a loss for words.

I knew about the gender reversal setting, but adapting to this atmosphere right away was difficult.

I was freshly reminded how hard it is to keep up with changing times.

"It's just that the forest is a bit stuffy. Taking off your outer clothes would help, so don't worry about it."

"I see. If you have any other concerns, please let us know! We'll help you in every way possible!"

"Alright."

Their excessively polite attitude, so different from when they attacked us, made me uncomfortable.

They seemed to have high expectations of me, though I wasn't sure why.

[It's probably because of the death vision this body showed the elves.]

'What kind of scene did you show them to make them act like this?'

[Women saw starvation, men saw death by overexertion.]

So that's the problem.

All I did was point a sword at them with killing intent, yet they saw visions of dying from overexertion?

From the Elf Priest's perspective, I must have been an incomprehensible existence.

Glancing sideways, I could see his neck was damp with cold sweat. He was doing a good job of pretending to be calm.

"First, I was thinking of showing you around our village. How does that sound?"

"No, just show me where we can stay. The sun is setting, and today has been rough in many ways, so I want to rest."

"Understood."

From the morning that started with a hangover, to the adventurer's shop, solving the ant's problem, packing after returning, the elf attack, and now visiting this dizzying elf village—experiencing all this in one day made fatigue wash over me.

So I decided to rest peacefully for the evening at least.

But Rene's gaze toward me was concerning. Come to think of it, I had made a promise to her.

"I'm sorry, but could you prepare a small welcome party for us?"

"A welcome party?"

"I know it's an unreasonable request. In the current situation with the Saintess kidnapped, it's premature for us to be welcomed when we haven't done anything yet. Still, I'd like to ask for something modest. There's a child who wants to have a party."

I ruffled Rene's hair until it was completely disheveled.

It was an action born from a feeling that, though troublesome, I couldn't dislike.

Rene didn't seem to mind too much either, as she didn't resist strongly.

"I'll ask the other elves for their understanding. I'll let you know later if it's possible, but for now, let me guide you to your lodging."

"Thank you for accommodating this selfish request."

"It's fine. If this brings prosperity to Alfheim, I would do it hundreds of times."

The Elf Priest answered with a bright smile.

Though he was male, the warmth he possessed brought a change to my perception.

Alfheim with its gender reversal—perhaps it wasn't such a bad village after all.

***

"Whew! What a killer body!"

"Look at these firm muscles! How can a man have such a sturdy physique...?"

"Hey handsome, want to try some honey wine? It's Alfheim's specialty, sweet enough for men to enjoy!"

Alfheim was the worst village ever.

As soon as the banquet started, female elves rushed toward me.

In a normal fantasy world, there would be laughter and merriment all around.

But my face was as stiff as stone.

"This welcome party is for you, how can the guest of honor be so rigid? You should enjoy it with us!"

"Are you nervous because we just met? Don't worry, we'll definitely make it fun for you!"

"If you don't like this atmosphere, want to go get some fresh air with me? I know a secluded lake with an amazing ambiance."

These hyenas were looking at me greedily, even licking their lips.

Some were even touching my forearms to check my muscles.

I felt like a pretty female freshman attending a university welcome party.

[Contractor, how about we slaughter these pointy-eared creatures right now?]

'No way. We've already invested so much to get the Fruit of the World Tree, how can we give up now?'

[After killing them all, couldn't we just take it?]

'We don't even know if the fruit is ripe yet. Besides, are you asking me to face hundreds of elves alone?'

[You have me. Don't worry!]

'I don't think I would lose either. But we should always consider the scenario of defeat.'

The story of what would happen if I lost to the elves naturally came to mind.

I would be imprisoned in a dark dungeon, surrounded by female elves, and subjected to severe torture.

Then I would gradually be trained by them. And in the end...

"Tell me! Who were you just thinking about?"

"I-I was thinking about the beautiful abs of the elves...!"

I lost the will to fight, feeling like I would never return to my current self again.

It's not that I doubted my abilities, but wouldn't it be better for things to flow smoothly?

I didn't want to ruin something that could benefit everyone just because of my own greed.

[So what do you plan to do now?]

'Well...'

I glanced discreetly at Rene.

Having adapted to the welcome party, she was eating happily and thoroughly enjoying herself.

Since this banquet was a party for her, it seemed difficult to request rescue...

In the end, the only option left was to escape.

"Sorry, but could you tell me where the bathroom is?"

"Elves usually take care of business outdoors unless they're inside a building. If you want, you can use the bathroom in my house...!"

"I'll just go resolve it in the bushes."

"Won't you be scared in the dark? If you're afraid, I can go with you!"

"No need."

The female elves' offers were all full of ulterior motives.

It felt like they were determined to have their way with me.

Wanting to protect my chastity, I hurriedly left the place.

I safely escaped from the banquet hall, but the problem started now.

If I went straight back to the lodging, the elves would probably drag me out saying the party was just getting started.

I needed a place with few elves passing by, where I could kill time appropriately.

Looking around at various buildings, I found one place that met the conditions.

The temple beneath the World Tree.

Before sunset, it had been full of sentries, but as the banquet started, the number of guards decreased.

The security level was low enough for me to infiltrate with my stealth skills.

'Let's go...'

I wrapped my entire body in darkness, then fell backward as if dropping.

Splash-!

Through my shadow, I entered the other side world that resembled an ocean.

It was an underwater realm without gravity, yet strangely, movement was unrestricted in this other side world.

I walked through that space, slowly advancing toward the temple.

[Hmm...!]

'What's wrong?'

[I never expected the contractor to know about the other side world.]

'...I learned about it from a book I happened to see.'

Since it's a setting from "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator." I wasn't exactly lying.

[It seems some forbidden books still remain in the human realm.]

'Well, something like that. Let's leave this conversation here for now!'

After infiltrating the temple, I cut through my shadow and emerged back into the real world.

Now if I could just explore the inside of the temple without being caught...

"Who's there?"

"Huh...?"

A high, gentle voice came from a place where I couldn't sense any presence.

When I turned my head, there was an elf wearing a veil woven from leaves, with hands clasped together.

Unlike other elves, this one possessed a mysterious and seductive beauty.

The hair fluttering under the veil was like newly sprouting buds,

and the eyes reflecting my image sparkled like emeralds.

The priest's attire, made only of leaves and vines, occasionally revealed glimpses of pale skin beneath, creating a sacred yet sensual impression.

In a word, "erotic priest" came to mind.

"Can you not hear me...?"

"Ah! I-I'm sorry! I was wandering around looking for a bathroom and happened to come in here."

"I see. The bathroom is over there, feel free to use it."

I almost fell for that refreshing smile again, but I resisted.

After all, this had to be a man.

I couldn't fall for a man. I calmed my heart and turned my steps toward the bathroom.

On my way, I patted the elf's shoulder as a thank you...

"Hyaah!!"

"Whoa!"

Suddenly, the elf trembled and stepped back.

That reaction startled me as well.

"W-why did you do that?"

"Ah! It's just that this is my first time having skin contact with someone of the opposite sex."

"What? Oh! Don't worry. Despite appearances, I'm a man."

It seems they mistook me for a woman despite my sturdy build.

"I-I know that! That's exactly what I meant..."

With those words and the shy way the elf lowered their head, I kept blinking in confusion.

Strange. There's no way such a feminine woman could exist in this world.

.
.
.
.
.
.

...Wait a minute?

Ch.21 - 021. The Supporting Protagonist Doesn't Follow Orders From Weaklings
The forest path leading to Alfheim.

Two men in cloaks were trampling through the grass as they made their way forward.

The bespectacled man walked with his eyes fixed on a magic tome in his hand, as if checking a map.

The scruffy-looking man with unkempt hair cleared the path, using wind magic to cut away vines and twigs that obstructed their way.

"We'll arrive soon."

"Here we are again. What a nuisance."

"Don't say that. This is a request from Atarak, who has supported the Magic Tower for five years."

"It's disgusting to work for an old raccoon who doesn't even show his face."

"...What can we do? It's a long-standing tradition of the Magic Tower to do as we're told from above."

"Once this job is done, I'm retiring."

The bespectacled man, Lloyd, offered no response.

He knew that talk of retirement was completely meaningless.

The Magic Tower—a place only for those who existed for magic and dedicated their lives to it.

To pursue endless knowledge, they never let their affiliated mages go.

If one tried to leave forcibly, the Magic Tower was an organization that wouldn't hesitate to assassinate them under the pretext of maintaining confidentiality.

That's why Lloyd could only smirk.

"If we succeed this time, perhaps you could submit a formal request?"

"I suppose I should. I'm sick of doing other people's dirty work."

After wandering for quite some time, a tree of magnificent size came into their view.

The World Tree, Yggdrasil.

It was a divine tree that existed to sustain the world, but the two men regarded it with displeasure.

According to papers published by the Magic Tower, the World Tree was a greedy tree that absorbed and monopolized the earth's veins for nutrients.

Even if that were false, the World Tree was nothing but a nuisance to the two men.

The World Tree had the property of absorbing and storing mana, and because of this single trait, the influence of mages worldwide had been diminished.

Every year, Alfheim conducted pruning of the World Tree and released the byproducts into the world.

The branches that fell into human hands were transformed into weapons, and these weapons were the natural enemies of mages.

Even the most powerful magic became child's play before weapons made from the World Tree's branches.

"Is the information reliable that the World Tree will wither if we kidnap the last remaining Elf Priestess?"

"I don't know that either. It's hard for anyone to imagine that massive tree withering away. But it's worth testing."

Lloyd's eyes narrowed maliciously.

Looking at Alfheim right beneath the World Tree, he revealed his filthy desires.

"I hear elf women's bodies are sturdy enough to withstand most magic. I'd like to take a few with us."

"You pervert."

"Let me correct you. I merely intend to use them for magical research. I have absolutely no intention of satisfying personal desires."

"That's even more disgusting."

"Says the fool who rushes into battle without looking back whenever there's a strong opponent."

"Fighting isn't bad. It's a form of entertainment."

"That's what I call ignorance."

"You're still not likable in any way."

"The feeling is mutual!"

These men were like oil and water, with completely opposite personalities.

But even oil and water had one thing in common:

"We've wasted time with pointless bickering. Let's get started."

"Right. I want to finish quickly, go back, and have a beer."

They both used magic for killing.

***

"Did you relieve yourself comfortably?"

"Ah, yes... Thanks to you."

After using the bathroom in the temple, I was awkwardly facing a slender elf woman.

Based on my thoughts organized in the bathroom, this elf was female and likely a priestess.

While other elves wore ordinary clothes made of fabric, this elf's attire was unique.

To be honest, it was barely clothing. She was essentially naked with vines wrapped around her and leaves covering only the essential parts.

She gave the impression of an elf who truly loved nature.

"So, are you here to kidnap me?"

"Pardon?"

"Isn't that why you came here?"

"No, it's not."

My answer seemed unexpected, as she kept tilting her head in confusion.

It was the behavior of someone whose firm belief had been shattered.

"B-but at this late hour, what human would visit except a kidnapper...?"

"What kind of kidnapper enters someone's home and politely asks to use the bathroom?"

"Couldn't they if it was urgent?"

"...Normally, they'd take care of that before coming in."

"Ah! I see."

Somehow, this priestess gives off the same vibe as Rene.

Why are there so many people who know nothing about the world?

"Let me ask you something. If you thought I was a kidnapper, why didn't you run away?"

"...I thought if I was destined to be caught anyway, it would be better to accept it."

"You could have at least put up minimal resistance, couldn't you? Like calling the guards outside."

"That would only create more victims. You're clearly stronger than anyone in the village."

I was honestly surprised.

Could she gauge Bern's level just from a brief encounter?

Someone with such extraordinary insight—only one person comes to mind.

"You're the priestess, aren't you?"

"Yes. I am Marianne, the younger of twin sisters chosen by the great Earth Mother."

"I am Bern, who came to this land at the request of the elves, and I greet the Earth Mother's Priestess, Lady Marianne."

"So you came to protect me, not to kidnap me. I made an incorrect assumption. I apologize."

"Not at all. If anyone is at fault, it's me for appearing without notice."

"Hehe! Then let's call it even since we've both made mistakes."

Marianne smoothly defused the situation with a gentle smile.

She seems surprisingly adept at social skills.

"So, what brought you here, Bern?"

"I found the welcome party for my companions and me overwhelming, so I slipped away and happened to wander in here."

"I see. That makes sense."

Marianne nodded while giving me a quick once-over.

I found it a bit strange. Objectively speaking, Bern looks neat but not particularly handsome.

If we're talking about handsome, it would be someone like Kang Jun-hyeok, though I hate to admit it.

So why would she think I'd be popular among elves?

"Excuse me for asking, but what about me is attractive to elves?"

"As an outsider, you might not know. Elves generally like handsome men, but the trend has shifted slightly recently. There's more interest in physique than appearance."

"I-is that so?"

"Yes. That's why wild types like you are quite popular these days. If possible, I'd like to lick your collarbone once!"

"What?!"

"Just kidding!"

Marianne stuck out her tongue slightly, glossing over her bombshell statement.

I thought she was innocent, but it turns out this priestess has a bit of a devilish side.

I don't dislike that type, though.

"Anyway, I feel reassured knowing such a dependable man will protect me."

"Ah, about that, I have something to say. I didn't come to protect you, Lady Marianne, but to rescue the kidnapped priestess..."

I cut off my words midway and quickly drew my sword.

With a short twist of my body, I swung my sword toward the empty air.

Crash!

With the sound of breaking glass, the magical energy approaching from behind disappeared.

My "Nocturnal Intuition" had flashed a red warning.

Judging by the strong smell of blood at the entrance, it seems real uninvited kidnappers have arrived.

"Oh! You blocked that?"

"You have no manners. Why attack while we're in the middle of a conversation?"

"You were talking? I didn't know! But sorry, I need to take that priestess with me right now."

"I guess you're the one who took her twin sister."

"That's right. I originally planned to take both at once, but a small problem came up. So I came back for what I left behind."

"Unfortunately, the takeout period has ended. Go back and return the priestess you already took."

"You say interesting things."

Whoosh!

A ball of flame appeared in the mysterious man's hand.

Judging by his use of magic in the first sneak attack, he seems to be a quite skilled mage.

And probably...

"I'm guessing the guy hiding in the ceiling is a mage too?"

"...!"

I sensed a strong reaction from above.

Even if one conceals their appearance with magic, it's difficult to hide one's presence completely.

I took out a small dagger from my pocket and threw it upward.

The dagger, which had been flying straight up, bounced off as if it hit an invisible wall.

As the dagger fell to the floor, the mage hiding in the ceiling revealed himself.

"He's skilled. And not someone to be underestimated."

"I know that too. Though I don't understand why a human like us is siding with the elves."

"It's fine. Being human makes it easier to persuade him."

"Sigh! And here I thought I could enjoy a good fight for once..."

They were whispering about things only they understood.

It would be easiest to just take them out now...

But considering Marianne's safety, I couldn't move carelessly.

"First, I sincerely apologize for the sudden attack. We are mages affiliated with the Magic Tower."

"You're from the Magic Tower?"

"I see you know about the Magic Tower! That makes our conversation much easier. We've come under orders from the Tower Masters to take the priestess! Would you please step aside?"

"Why should I?"

"Excuse me? Perhaps you didn't hear? It's by order of the Tower Masters. The Tower Masters!"

"So what! What does the Tower Master have to do with me stepping aside?"

"...Are you unaware of the influence the Magic Tower holds?"

"I know it."

"Then why...?"

The reason I won't back down despite knowing the Magic Tower's influence is simple.

Fifty percent of incidents at the Academy are caused by demons, and the remaining share belongs to this damned group called the Magic Tower.

In other words, if I let them do as they please, a series of troublesome events will follow.

And the person who suffered the most from the Magic Tower's thoughtless actions was none other than Bern.

And I should back down here? That would be an insult to Bern.

So I smiled broadly, just like on my first day of possession. And this time, I even raised my middle finger.

"If you happen to make it back alive, tell your old man to stop with this nonsense and just clean his dentures."

From this day forward, I declared war on the Magic Tower.

Ch.22 - 022. The Saintess Beneath The World Tree
Drip, drip, drip.

Water drops fell from the ceiling of the dim underground prison.

Cracked walls and patches of mold created a desolate atmosphere.

At the end of the corridor, behind rusty iron bars, sat a muscular elf radiating a majestic aura.

The chains and shackles wrapped around the elf's body seemed on the verge of breaking at any moment.

Though the elf emitted an intimidating pressure that would make most fear approaching, there were footsteps drawing near without hesitation.

Knock, knock, knock!

The sound of dripping water continued. But this time it was different.

While the ceiling droplets fell slowly due to the distance to the floor, these fell in a quick tempo.

"Found you. As expected, you were here."

A refreshing voice that didn't match the atmosphere of the underground prison.

The elf raised her head. Her eyes took in the image of a black-haired woman holding a blood-stained sword.

Just a brief glance at the woman's spirit made the elf furrow her brow.

"Who are you?"

"No need to be wary. I'm here to get you out of there."

"Ha! I was imprisoned by humans, and now another human comes to free me... quite an amusing situation."

"It doesn't matter if you believe me or not. My job is done once I release you."

"...You seem genuinely here to rescue me. Under whose orders? Did one of my kin ask for this?"

"You can hear the details when you return home. I merely carried out what my Gracious Teacher entrusted me with."

Swish!

Rin swung her sword once to shake off the blood before naturally sheathing it.

Though it was an ordinary act of sheathing a sword, it caught the elf's eye.

With that single motion, the shackles on her body and the iron bars blocking her escape shattered into pieces.

It was a moment when she physically felt that her assessment of the woman's spirit had been correct.

"That's all. Now you're free to go. If you don't know the way back, I'd be happy to point you in the right direction."

"...I don't know who you are, but I envy the one you've pledged loyalty to. If I had someone of your caliber under me, I wouldn't have been pathetically imprisoned like this."

"I appreciate your high evaluation. But there's one thing you misunderstand."

"What is it?"

"My Gracious Teacher is much stronger than me. If I were to fight with all my might, I might barely take one of his arms, but in exchange, he would take my head."

The elf found Rin's words difficult to accept.

It was rare to find someone beyond the realm of common sense who was even stronger.

But the elf seemed to have someone in mind, as she didn't argue further.

She believed there were many strong individuals in the world, and that her own level was like that of a frog in a well.

"By the way, how did you end up imprisoned in a place like this?"

"I was kidnapped by humans."

"I've been thinking since I saw you, but with that physique, you don't seem like someone who would be easily captured..."

"The intruders tried to reach for my sister first, so I was captured instead."

"You must have a strong bond with your sister. I understand that desire to protect an only sibling."

"I won't deny the sisterly bond. But I wasn't captured in place of my sister to protect her."

The elf smiled bitterly. Her eyes were filled with compassion as she looked up at the night sky visible through the bars.

Realizing there were circumstances too complex to easily explain, but still curious, Rin spoke up.

"What is it about your sister that makes you say that?"

"A terrible monster lives inside my sister's body."

"A monster?"

"Yes. A power that no saintess in history has been able to contain resides within my sister. She struggles daily to suppress it."

"Then the reason you were captured...!"

"Was to prevent that power from being unleashed."

A twin sister who sacrificed herself not to protect, but to prevent an uncontrollable power from breaking free.

Even while imprisoned, she had been constantly worried about her sister.

"You said you came on your teacher's orders?"

"Yes."

"Perhaps he has met my sister."

A practitioner beyond common sense. Could he help suppress her sister's power?

Though knowing the possibility was slim, the elf couldn't help but harbor hope in her heart.

***

"Yaahooo!"

Clang-!

Prahf and the ice sword clashed, creating a harsh noise.

Despite my continued attacks, the shaggy-haired man responded with force, his eyes flashing as he looked for an opening.

The moment he found even the slightest gap, he would pounce like a wolf.

And the one creating that gap was the scholarly-looking man with glasses.

"Blast Arrow."

More than twenty wind arrows shot from a magic circle.

It wouldn't be difficult to dodge them, but if I avoided even one, it would hit Marianne who was behind me.

"Tsk!"

I retreated slightly from the front line and placed my sword in the direction my intuition indicated, cutting through the magic.

Simultaneously, I created a magic circle to form a stone under the feet of the approaching man, disrupting his stance.

I aimed for his neck in that moment of vulnerability, but the man performed a remarkable feat, using the wind to alter his trajectory.

The two men who had come to kidnap Marianne were battle-hardened veterans.

"This is fun! To think someone could handle both of us so calmly! Did our last attack give you chills?"

"Don't let your guard down. You might end up like just now."

"I won't. I just regret that if he were in proper fighting condition, the battle would have been even more enjoyable."

"Ugh...!"

A groan came from Marianne behind me. She must be feeling guilty that her presence was burdening me.

Indeed, fights where you have to protect someone are always challenging. Especially when facing two skilled veterans.

But it didn't matter. Because I had possessed Bern. The swordsmanship his body had learned might seem focused on taking the enemy's life, but it was fundamentally different.

Unlike other swordsmen, Bern had developed the Aegis swordsmanship to protect others.

A crystallization of effort born from deep contemplation. It shines even more in battles like this where there's someone to protect.

"There's no opening. If we want to take the saintess, we'll have to defeat him."

"Can't be helped. I don't like it, but let's cooperate."

"Agreed."

The two kidnappers, judging they couldn't win conventionally, abandoned their current formation.

Both retreated to the rear and began creating magic circles, layering spell upon spell.

They intended to overwhelm with magical firepower.

[Contractor, wouldn't it be useful to utilize my power now?]

'No. It's still premature to unleash your power. Besides, we're not in a desperate situation.'

[But won't that composite magic they're about to show be difficult for even you to block?]

'You think that's difficult?'

I smirked.

Prahf wasn't wrong. In terms of firepower, it was much stronger than any magic I could currently manifest.

Perhaps the temple might collapse from the magical aftermath. But for any result to be produced, a process is necessary.

And only when that process proceeds smoothly does a result emerge.

In other words, they would gain the upper hand if they completed the composite magic. If they could complete it, that is.

"How cute."

I approached them in one bound and swung my sword at their necks.

"Ugh...!"

"Hey, don't flinch! We set up plenty of protective magic before starting!"

Twang-!

My sword was deflected in the opposite direction. I swung again, but the result was the same.

They weren't acting without thought. But they were still foolish.

To make such a choice even after seeing me use magic.

'Dispel.'

With a magic circle drawn on the back of my hand, I reached out towards them.

I was blocked by an invisible wall midway, but I managed to wedge and push my hand inside.

When I felt I had gone in far enough, I clenched my fist and put strength into my arm.

"Did you think you'd be safe there?"

Crack-!

I tore away their protective magic in one go.

As their last defense crumbled, fear settled on their faces.

Regardless, I swung my sword indifferently.

The scholarly man barely dodged by bending his waist, but the other's head fell off cleanly.

"You weren't a swordsman?"

A sense of déjà vu.

It was the same line I'd heard when punishing the thieves the other day.

The difference was between swordsman and mage, but still.

This time, I showed no particular reaction and raised my sword to finish the job.

"Now it's over..."

Just as I was about to end it, an unbelievable sight entered my vision.

The body of the man whose head had fallen off. I thought he was dead, but the magic circle drawn on his hand was still glowing.

And where his magic circle was pointing...

"Damn! If you're dead, just stay dead!"

I frantically turned and rushed towards Marianne.

Embracing her, I gripped my sword in reverse. I thrust it into the ground to block the magical impact as much as possible.

'Prahf...!'

[Don't worry. I'll endure as much as I can.]

Seeing the runes engraved on the blade light up brightly, I crouched down.

Immediately after, high-temperature flames engulfed my back.

It was hot. Hot enough to scorch my skin, but bearable.

I could tell Prahf was doing his best to block the heat of the flames.

"B-Bern...!"

"It's alright. It's fine, so please stay still like this."

Meanwhile, Marianne, who had come into my embrace, was looking at me with worried eyes.

Moisture began to well up in her trembling eyes.

This is bad. I'm weak against a beautiful woman's tears.

"Ugh...!"

After a while, the magic seemed to have run its course, as I no longer felt the heat.

My back was scorched, but thanks to Prahf, I avoided being completely burned.

I needed to thank Prahf, but...

"It's over...!"

"Right, you wouldn't just stay still."

The scholarly man, seizing the opportunity, thrust a magic circle towards me.

With Prahf no longer in my hand, I was in a checkmate situation.

I reluctantly prepared to sacrifice an arm.

Just as I made that decision.

"...I think I can trust and entrust myself to you."

"Huh?"

"Please take good care of me."

I couldn't understand what Marianne was trying to say.

As I turned my head to ask about her strange words, she was gone.

Before I could notice, Marianne had slipped out of my embrace.

"W-What...! Aaaaargh!"

Crack! Crunch! Snap! Crackle!

As soon as I realized Marianne had disappeared, a series of indescribable sounds came from behind.

It was the sound of dozens of bone screams. What on earth had happened?

I cautiously turned around.

"Huh?"

The man's body was a pulp on the floor. In front of him stood Marianne's back.

As I was trying to comprehend this incomprehensible scene, a sudden gust of wind blew, scattering her hair.

Along with it, her snow-white back was exposed, revealing her sturdy latissimus dorsi muscles that I hadn't noticed before.

The Chinese character for "wood" (木) engraved on Marianne's back was glowing bright blue.

Ch.23 - 023. The True Nature Of The Demon Sword
My flesh trembles. The pressure emanating from Marianne makes my mouth go dry, and my heart pounds wildly.

Every time I look at her, my "Nocturnal Intuition" sounds an alarm.

It warns me that she's dangerous, a being on a different level, and strongly recommends immediate retreat.

"Holy Maiden? Are you really Holy Maiden Marianne?"

Meanwhile, Marianne, having instantly killed the remaining enemies, didn't say a word.

She simply turned her back to me and gazed up at the World Tree.

She looked like an absolute master contemplating her own realm of achievement.

*Am I not even worth her consideration?*

Just as I had that thought, before I could react, Marianne's eyes turned toward me.

Her gaze pierced through my body. I felt as if she was digging into my core, examining every inch of me.

It felt like she was measuring my abilities, which didn't sit well with me.

"I suppose you're not the Holy Maiden Marianne that I know."

"......"

I grabbed the handle of Prah that I had stuck in the ground and drew it out.

At that, Marianne, who had only been observing until now, clenched her fist and took a stance.

Is she saying there's no need for two powerful beings beneath the World Tree?

"You really passed on a difficult task to me."

Only now did I understand the words Marianne had left in her final moments.

When she asked me to take care of her, she meant she wanted me to stop her.

It must mean she has power she can't control herself.

"This is fucking terrifying."

Marianne's body was still slim and beautiful.

But seeing her physique with compact, well-defined muscles in certain areas, I realized something.

Those were combat-compressed muscles.

If other elves were like large containers moderately filled with contents, she was like a small container filled to the point of bursting.

I didn't need anyone to explain which would be heavier and stronger.

[That elf wench has the Great Earth Mother within her body.]

*So she's a demigod?*

[No. Seeing how she can't control it, she's one level below that. In simple terms, she's a pseudo-deity.]

*Your tone is a bit off.*

[Even so, don't let your guard down. The fact remains that she's received part of a god's power, and not just any god, but the Great Earth Mother.]

I quietly nodded.

Stories about the Great Earth Mother were occasionally mentioned even in Adokchoe.

She was known as the chief deity worshipped by elves and the goddess who gave birth to the World Tree Yggdrasil.

As her name suggests, she governed all lands and was like a mother who gently embraced all living beings.

Ironically, she was also the goddess of fists.

Even though the world had a separate god of martial arts, the Great Earth Mother was said to be at a higher level when it came to fist-fighting.

Apparently, it was because she had been disciplining her beloved husband and children with her fists of love...

Anyway, she was definitely not an opponent to be taken lightly in combat.

[Here she comes!]

"Kugh...!"

Kwang-!

Marianne approached right in front of me in a single step. I raised Prah to block the punch she threw.

However, the force in that single blow was no less than being hit by a swinging log, and I was pushed back considerably.

My posture crumbled, leaving me completely defenseless. I had to deflect her next incoming punch with my sword.

I gently wrapped her wrist with the blade and altered its trajectory. The fist that went over my shoulder cut through the air and completely shattered all the furniture.

Imagining what would happen if I took that punch head-on made my knees weak.

Isn't it too much for a single punch to be an instant kill?

*Prah, I need to borrow your power. It seems beyond my current level.*

[Finally!]

I could strangely hear a cheer in the sentence flowing into my mind.

Until now, I hadn't encountered opponents that required using the demonic sword, but this situation was different.

Even Bern couldn't defeat an opponent with divine power.

I needed to borrow the power of the demonic sword to narrow that gap for any chance of winning.

[Contractor, what ability do you wish me to show?]

*I'm busy right now! Just calculate and tell me what price you'll take and what abilities you'll unlock!*

[Understood!]

Dodging, deflecting, or glancing off—I was dealing with Marianne's punches in every way possible.

In the current situation, with sweat pouring down my forehead like rain, if I had to think too much, my brain might overload.

So I decided to leave the ability matters to Prah.

[Contractor, I've devised a perfect victory plan!]

*Explain it as concisely as possible.*

[Hehe...! Don't fall over in surprise when you hear it!]

Using the power of "Nocturnal Intuition," I focused one personality on the fight.

The other examined the plan Prah was writing.

Indeed, the demonic sword's plan was rational and not bad.

Personally, I thought it was the optimal move for the current situation.

*Looks good. But aren't you going to take a price for using such abilities?*

[Of course! This time, I intend to formally take a price from my contractor.]

*Then why isn't it specified in the plan?*

[That's a secret!]

*Write it down quickly! I need to know what you're taking before I decide whether to start the plan or not!*

[No! I cannot tell you!]

The demonic sword Prah was throwing a tantrum at a crucial moment.

Was it planning to exploit me using the price as leverage?

Such suspicions were impossible due to the contract we had written the other day.

I had included a clause limiting the price payment for abilities to just 10 percent.

[Wouldn't it be better to start quickly while you still have energy left?]

*Ah! Just try asking for something weird!*

A fist that tore through my skin and grazed my cheek made me shudder.

There was no more time to hesitate. If I kept testing the waters, I might bid farewell to this world before that.

Reluctantly, I accepted the plan.

[Hehe, a wise choice! Now, let's see how we can rampage, contractor!]

The runes engraved on Prah began to glow, and a red aura started to seep out.

The crimson energy flowed through my body and spread throughout.

It didn't feel particularly negative or repulsive. Rather, my body, which had been stiff until now, felt lighter.

[It's coming from the right!]

*I can see it now without you telling me!*

A hook that extended like a grappling hook.

Previously, I could barely follow it with my eyes, but now I could react with ease.

It was the result of temporarily gaining abilities called "Nerve Stimulation" and "Blood Flow Acceleration."

Kwang-! Kwang-!

The shockwaves created by the collision of sword and fist.

Now I could block her punches head-on without retreating. Moreover, I even inflicted minor wounds on her fists.

I wasn't being pushed back. That fact alone gave me hope of winning.

[She seems to be preparing her trump card now that she realizes we're evenly matched.]

*This is getting troublesome.*

Marianne stepped back about five paces and stomped the ground, causing it to cave in noticeably.

I could anticipate that an overwhelming blow would come from her.

[Let's bring out our own.]

*Alright.*

In response, I gripped Prah with both hands and held it up so that it overlapped with my body.

Mind-Sword Union, a state where I become the sword and the sword becomes me—a state of oneness.

It was the first step a swordsman had to take to reach the extreme.

Bern had been just one step away from this state from the beginning, but lacked some insight.

However, through the contract and communication with Prah, I was finally able to achieve Mind-Sword Union.

[Ugh! The feeling of becoming one with the contractor is thrilling!]

*You're breaking my concentration! Take responsibility.*

[Hehe, don't worry! The contractor and I have already become one!]

The red energy that had been enveloping my body was sucked back into the sword.

Eventually, the aura that had gathered began to turn black.

Sword Ki, which only swordsmen who had achieved Mind-Sword Union could use, was being formed.

[The power originates from me, but whether to wield it or not is up to you.]

*I know.*

[Then I shall watch your first step. Proclaim your existence to this world to your heart's content!]

As the black Sword Ki stabilized, the Great Earth Mother's energy was also neatly gathered.

A confrontation of power against power. A fight where neither side could back down had been established.

"Uooooh!!"

With a fierce roar, I swung my sword forward.

Hoping that this strike would reach the heavens, I poured all my body's strength into my arms.

In response, Marianne also swung her leg, scraping the ground.

Peeeeee-!

The roaring sound created by the collision of the two forces was too much for my eardrums.

Only an irritating noise circled my ears, creating a pure white scene.

I put strength into my arm, which had become one with the sword, and pushed forward little by little, very little by little.

Believing in myself, in Bern, in Prah, I gripped the sword.

Whatever the outcome at the end of this clash, I wouldn't back down.

Gritting my teeth, I cut the single line visible to my eyes.

[Now!]

Paching-!

It might seem anticlimactic, but the result of the collision ended in a stalemate.

But the most important point was from now on.

As planned from the beginning, I rushed forward and extended my arm toward Marianne's abdomen.

"Energy Absorption Technique...!"

I inserted a needle made of qi into her soft skin.

To eat away at the Great Earth Mother's power enveloping Marianne's body.

"Kugh!"

[Endure! It might be difficult to receive power that isn't yours, but if you can bear and endure it, you can reach a higher level!]

The blood vessels all over my body bulged out onto the skin, rejecting the Great Earth Mother's power.

Nevertheless, I forcibly contained it in my body and coughed up blood.

If I give up midway, I'll go mad. If continuing is screwed and giving up is also screwed, I'll boldly choose the former.

[Contractor!]

"Kaaaagh!"

It wasn't just my body that showed resistance to the Energy Absorption Technique.

Marianne, recovering from the shock, grabbed my left arm with both hands.

She twisted my arm in the opposite direction, showing her intention to interfere with my work.

"Kuuuugh...!"

[Kyahng?!]

Kadeuk!

I bit down on Prah and used the hand that had been holding the sword to make contact with Marianne.

If my arm couldn't endure before absorbing all of the Great Earth Mother's power, I'd just use the other arm.

[Ah...! Ahut...! Con-contractor?! Suddenly biting me like this...!]

*I can't help it! If I separate from you, I won't be able to use the Energy Absorption Technique!*

[B-but to bite with your mouth like that...! Hyaut!]

*You endure it too!*

[Uugh...!]

The Great Earth Mother's energy kept flowing in.

My heart felt like it would burst, and my muscles showed signs of rupturing.

Still, I didn't remove my hand that was touching Marianne.

"Kuhup!!"

In the end, my left arm was torn off by Marianne.

It doesn't matter. I was prepared to sacrifice my left arm in the previous fight anyway.

With a mindset of giving what needs to be given, I gave it up, but I had to protect my right arm at all costs.

*Prah! Can't you increase the output of the Energy Absorption Technique?*

[W-what? Are you asking me to be more intense here?!]

*There's no time!*

[It's possible, but if I do, both you and I will...!]

*I'll take responsibility! Increase the output!*

[A-alright!]

The absorption speed doubled.

Now the blood vessels swelled as if they would burst through the skin.

The pain was also twice as before. And...

[Unghot!]

For some reason, Prah's trembling also intensified twofold.

Just when I was about to lose consciousness, the demonic sword's words that appeared in my mind brought me back.

It was an incredibly strange feeling.

*This is the final push!!*

[Ut...! Huut...! Huuuung!!]

As I sucked in the Great Earth Mother's energy from Marianne to the necessary amount, I collapsed to the ground.

"Ugh!"

My entire body ached. My muscles screamed, and my bones were in agony as if they would break at any moment.

My physical body was creaking as it tried to accept the Great Earth Mother's energy.

Each time, my nerves complained of pain, and wrinkles formed between my eyebrows.

*Still, it somehow worked out...*

Marianne, who had lost about 30% of her power to me, had returned to her original state, unconscious.

It happened just as Prah had informed me beforehand—stealing just a part of her power could break the divine possession.

It's absurd to think of accepting all of the Great Earth Mother's power with a human body anyway.

The Energy Absorption Technique would have been impossible without Prah's help.

I owed Prah a debt that couldn't be repaid with mere thanks.

Just...

[Haa! Haa! You're amaziiing...!]

I'm not sure how to interpret the fact that it also gave me an extreme post-nut clarity.

While others might be filming a battle scene, why does it feel like I'm alone filming a different genre?

Ch.24 - 024. Morning After The Fierce Battle
Tweet tweet!

The chirping of sparrows noisily greeting the morning pulled my consciousness from the depths of sleep.

I stared blankly at the log ceiling for a moment.

But instead of the ceiling, a face suddenly thrust into view.

"You're awake!"

"Ah... yeah."

Another morning began with Rene's bright smile.

However, my body felt more uncomfortable than any morning I'd experienced so far. The aftermath of yesterday's fierce battle was still lingering.

It seemed I'd have to accept being bedridden for a while.

"Rene."

"Yes!"

"Could you tell me how I ended up waking up here? My memory is a bit hazy."

"Of course. I found you, Bern, after hearing a loud explosion."

According to Rene, during the banquet, there was a shockwave and boom powerful enough to shake the entire area.

After the commotion died down, Rene and the elves headed to the temple, where they found me and Marianne collapsed.

"My heart was pounding with worry!"

Due to a misunderstanding by the elves, I was nearly executed on the spot for allegedly attempting to assassinate the Saintess.

Fortunately, Marianne regained consciousness and hurriedly defended me, allowing me to survive.

She told them I was a hero who had protected her from kidnappers.

Thanks to that, my innocence was proven, and apparently, I'm now being hailed as a hero of Alfheim.

"Then what about my arm...?"

"The Saintess herself healed it for you!"

The left arm that had been torn off by Marianne's monstrous strength was miraculously back in place.

It was just immobilized with bandages and a splint.

"She completely fixed your arm, but the bone is still weak. She said not to use it for two days if possible!"

"Two days, huh..."

"Yes! So you can stay in the village for an extended period."

"But what about rescuing the twin sister?"

"I don't think you need to worry about that!"

Rene cleared her throat and handed me a note.

I skimmed through its contents.

It was a note from Alvastro saying the request had been resolved, and a passing Blind Sword Saint had successfully rescued the Saintess.

The problem had been solved without my intervention.

*Thank you! Random passing Blind Sword Saint!*

"Since everything worked out well, let's just rest comfortably for now!"

"Sounds good."

This was perfect timing, as I needed time to fully assimilate the Great Earth Mother's power I had absorbed.

I hadn't intended to become stronger, but I'd unintentionally obtained powerful abilities.

I decided to use this resting period to carefully organize this power so I could use it effectively later.

"Oh! I peeled some fruit for you to eat when you woke up!"

"Oh? That's unusual for you."

"Ugh! I can at least do this much, you know!"

Rene puffed her cheeks in protest.

I smiled slightly and told her I was just teasing.

"Even after what happened yesterday, you can still smile like that. If it were me, I would have been troubled in many ways..."

"What good does it do to dwell on the past? What matters is finding joy in the present."

"I suppose you're right."

"Anyway, where's the fruit?"

"Right here!"

Making a "ta-da!" sound with her mouth, Rene presented me with a wooden plate.

On the plate were neatly arranged pieces of what looked like mango.

Rene stabbed one piece with a toothpick and handed it to me.

"Since it's hard to eat with just one arm, I'll pick them up for you!"

"Thanks."

I took the fruit from Rene and popped it into my mouth without hesitation.

As soon as I bit down, juice burst forth. A sweet fruity aroma filled my nose.

My tongue danced with delight—it was possibly the most delicious fruit I'd ever tasted.

I might not be able to stop eating if I lost my senses!

"How is it?"

"Delicious! Fruit harvested by elves is definitely different!"

"I'm glad you like it."

"What kind of fruit is this? I'd like to take several with me when I leave the village!"

"It's the Fruit of the World Tree!"

"What...?"

At that moment, I dropped the toothpick I was holding.

I had just heard something that made me doubt my ears.

Thinking I must have misheard, I asked Rene again.

"W-what fruit did you say...?"

"The Fruit of the World Tree that you were supposed to receive from the elves!"

"Hey, you fool! How could you feed me something so precious!"

I should have sold it for a fortune!

***

I imagine auctioning off the Fruit of the World Tree.

People go wild over such a rare item. The price starts at a base value and increases exponentially.

People hold up paddles, shouting higher prices, revealing their desires.

Finally, the auction ends with an astronomical price.

I become instantly wealthy and live happily ever after... or that was the plan.

But all those fantasies were shattered by the fruit I had already swallowed.

A moment of sweetness had destroyed my happy future.

"My dream of becoming a millionaire...!"

"I-I'm sorry! I had no idea you wanted to sell it!"

"Ughhhh..."

"But it was delicious, right?"

When I tried to throw the toothpick at her, Rene quickly ran away.

Her escape speed was faster than the movements Marianne had shown after awakening the night before.

How did someone manage to kidnap a girl like her?

I still couldn't comprehend how Rene had been kidnapped.

[Contractor, are you awake?]

"Ah, Prah."

[Well done. You must have had a hard time yesterday fighting such an impossible opponent.]

"You had it worse than me. You must have been under considerable strain unlocking various abilities for my sake."

[It's fine. I'll collect my payment later.]

"Speaking of which, are you still not going to tell me what you want as payment?"

[Contractor, a man shouldn't try to casually uncover the secrets of the dark sword.]

She must be referring to the Dark Sword (Amgeom).

But somehow, I couldn't shake the feeling that Prah's meaning of "dark sword" was somewhat different.

Let's move past this for now.

"Alright. I won't try to force it out of you, but please don't make too difficult a demand."

[Don't worry. I plan to ask for something you can sufficiently understand and accept.]

"That's a relief."

I stabbed another piece of fruit from the wooden plate with the toothpick.

Since it was already cut, it would be a waste to throw it away, so I might as well eat it.

*The taste is really good, truly excellent...*

Thinking that each bite was worth 100 Holden Gold Coins made my heart ache.

Perhaps due to the emotional pain, my physical pain seemed to be subsiding.

[You're eating the Fruit of the World Tree. An excellent choice. The fruit will help calm the Great Earth Mother's power that's still resisting within you.]

So it was no illusion.

The Fruit of the World Tree was actually alleviating my physical pain.

I felt embarrassed for my mistaken assumption.

"I heard you regained consciousness. Are you feeling alright?"

The door that Rene had exited suddenly opened again, and Marianne entered from outside.

Unlike when she had awakened, Marianne now had her usual appearance.

She looked much more beautiful than when I had encountered her last night.

Perhaps it was because the morning sunlight illuminating Marianne appeared like a saintly halo.

"I'm fine. More importantly, are you alright, Saintess?"

"Yes. Thanks to you, Bern, I'm feeling great!"

"Do you remember what happened yesterday?"

I asked if she remembered when she had awakened, but Marianne shook her head.

"If you're referring to when my power was unleashed, I'm sorry, but I don't remember anything after that."

"I see..."

"But I do remember a warm hand pulling me out when I was sinking into the abyss. That must have been you, Bern, right?"

"Ahaha...! Unfortunately, it wasn't such a noble deed. I actually stole some of your power, Saintess."

"My power...?"

"Yes. I can't explain how, but I took about 30% of the Great Earth Mother's power from your body."

Energy Absorption Technique is clearly a martial art, but in the Adokchoe world, it's treated as black magic.

Among black magic, there are spells like Life Drain that are considered similar.

Therefore, if I explained the Energy Absorption Technique, I would likely be treated as a heretic or black magician.

It was definitely something I needed to keep secret.

"I see..."

"I'm sorry for taking your power without permission."

I slightly bowed toward Marianne.

She looked flustered and waved her hands frantically.

"N-no! You don't need to apologize, Bern. Rather, I should be thanking you!"

"Pardon? You're grateful after having your power taken?"

"Since you experienced it firsthand, I think you understand that the power was more like a curse for me."

"A curse..."

"If other elves heard this, they would be shocked, but it was truly a power too overwhelming for me to handle."

A power impossible to control.

Indeed, a power that made her unable to distinguish between friend and foe—even attacking me, her ally—was close to being a calamity.

"I've had to suppress this power all my life, and I couldn't do what I wanted, having to stay in the temple all the time."

"Ah... so that's what happened."

"Yes. But thanks to you taking some of my power, I can now leave the temple and even come visit you like this!"

"That's fortunate."

Despite stealing such powerful abilities from her, not only did I avoid being cursed at, but I even received thanks.

This is absolutely the best outcome...

"So, there's something I'd like to ask of you!"

"What is it?"

"Since I can now go outside like this, if it's alright with you..."

Suddenly avoiding my gaze and fidgeting, Marianne spoke.

With her pale face turning red, she finally managed to speak.

"Would you... go on a d-date with me?"

A date with the Saintess. It was an indescribable joy, but...

I became afraid she might suggest we hit the gym and start with squats.

Ch.25 - 025. A Date With The Saint
I accepted Marianne's invitation and went out with her to the streets of Alfheim.

I thought the streets would look the same as yesterday, but they didn't.

Everywhere I looked, there were damaged houses and stairs, broken trees, and various debris scattered throughout the streets.

It was as if a storm had swept through the area.

"Don't worry about it, Bern. This is all my fault."

Marianne smiled bitterly.

I'm guessing that the collision between Marianne and me last night affected the entire village.

If the shockwave reached the banquet hall that was quite far away, that must be it.

The massive wave created when my Sword Ki collided with Marianne's kick.

Having witnessed the temple collapse with my own eyes, it would be strange if the streets weren't affected.

"Were there any other casualties?"

"Fortunately, everyone was gathered at the banquet hall, so there weren't many. Those who were in the temple... had already been killed by the mages beforehand."

"That's a bit ambiguous to call fortunate..."

"But thanks to you, there was no additional damage, right? All the elves are grateful to you, so you can walk around with your head held high!"

"Unfortunately, even if I wanted to, I can't."

Despite having slept well for a day, my body wouldn't move as I wanted it to.

It felt like a rusty robot that creaked with every movement.

Whenever I tried to straighten my shoulders, a sharp pain would shoot up my spine and into my brain.

I could truly understand what it meant to have aching bones.

"You seem to be in a lot of pain. I'm sorry, it's because I released my power unnecessarily..."

"It's fine. I'm actually glad I had the opportunity to gain such great power. And making this power my own is a task I must bear, so please don't worry."

Even if it's difficult to handle this power right now, it will surely be helpful later.

Having directly experienced the power of the Great Earth Mother, even partially, I could be certain of this.

If I could properly handle the power I received from Marianne, I could easily defeat the boss of the 8th part...!

I couldn't help but smirk at the thought that I could coast through the next two years no matter what happened.

But then I suddenly recalled the original story.

*Now I understand why Marianne never appeared in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."*

Like Rene, Marianne was a character who wasn't even mentioned by name in the original novel.

In the elf-related storyline, there was only a brief introduction about her being a twin sister who was buried under the World Tree to become nutrients, and that she had gone under the World Tree of her own volition.

I'm guessing she made that choice because she couldn't handle her own power.

It was an understandable decision. Marianne's power, when released, could exert tremendous influence on the world, just like the Mad Dragon.

For the sake of world peace, Marianne sacrificed herself.

And at such a beautiful, prime age.

"Um... if you stare at me like that, even I get a little embarrassed."

"Ah! I apologize! I just have a lot on my mind."

"I see. But wouldn't it be better to clear your mind and enjoy yourself right now?"

"Yes, you're absolutely right."

It wasn't good to be lost in thought in front of someone who had mustered the courage to invite me on a date.

As Marianne said, it would be better to put aside my worries and enjoy the present.

I nodded repeatedly, agreeing with her words.

"Since it's almost lunchtime, how about we go get something to eat?"

"Sounds good. Does the Saintess have any favorite foods?"

"Since I was young, I've eaten whatever was given to me, so I don't have any particular likes or dislikes."

"Is that so? Then is there a popular restaurant in Alfheim?"

"As far as I know... Ah! It's right behind you!"

"Oh."

I turned my head in the direction Marianne was pointing.

It was a restaurant carved into the trunk of a baobab tree as large as a house.

The interior was decorated with various colorful flowers and leaves.

Overall, it looked clean and had a nice atmosphere, but there was one major problem.

"Hahaha! Now that I've had my protein, I can lift more weight today!"

"You fool! How dare you talk about lifting weights when you haven't even had your post-meal protein! Where do you get the nerve!"

"Delicious! Heehee! So delicious!"

Chomp! Chomp! Chomp!

As always, elf women with firm muscles were enthusiastically eating.

They were like caterpillars living in tree bark... let's stop there.

Anyway, they would eat anything considered high in protein, even if it was called bizarre food.

"It's already crowded. How about that place?"

"Rejected."

That place was an abyss.

Ah, madness... my old friend.

***

Fortunately, Alfheim's second most popular restaurant was relatively normal.

If the first-ranked restaurant was popular among elf women, the second was for men.

It was a place that sold salads, simple fruit desserts, and protein drinks.

Honestly, the menu was somewhat unsatisfying for a human male.

But when I recalled the menu at the first-ranked place, I realized this was something to be grateful for.

"Hehe! Seeing that you like this kind of restaurant, you really are a man after all."

"Yes, I suppose so..."

Come to think of it, Alfheim couldn't simply be described as a gender-reversed world.

It would be more accurate to call it a world of strong women and effeminate men.

Rene seemed to like this village, but I wanted to escape from here as soon as possible.

I shouldn't have given up my left arm.

"Where shall we go after we finish eating?"

"Well, as you know, I haven't been here long, so I'm not sure."

I wanted to say I wanted to go back to the lodging, but I couldn't bring myself to say it.

How could I say such a thing when Marianne was smiling as if she was enjoying this moment?

I decided to invest time for her, just for today.

"Then I have some places I'd personally like to recommend. How about it?"

"I'll leave it to you."

"Leave it to me!"

Clap clap!

Marianne, who was so happy she even clapped her hands, actively explored the village.

Her first restaurant recommendation was shocking, but her other choices weren't bad.

Taking a forest bath in a sunny spot, visiting forest animals to feed them, making flower crowns in a flower field and placing them on my head, and so on.

Marianne perfectly matched the image of elves I had imagined.

The time spent with her truly felt like dating a lover.

"The sun is starting to set. Let's go to our final destination!"

"Yes."

I thought the moment had finally come.

The course that every elf in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" must go through.

I thought we were going to the gym to exercise.

However, my belief was thoroughly betrayed.

"What do you think?"

"...It's very beautiful."

Night fell as we left the village and climbed up a forest slope.

The terrain was steeper than expected and it was tiring, but we finally made it to the top of the hill.

They say patience is rewarded in the end, don't they?

At the top of the hill, there wasn't a single tree, revealing an open landscape.

Countless stars were twinkling all at once—a beautiful sight.

It was worth all the effort just to capture it with my eyes.

"Hehe! I thought you would definitely like this place."

"...Thank you. For giving me such a valuable experience."

"Don't mention it!"

I sat gently on the hillside and looked up at the sky.

I couldn't take my eyes off the natural wonder that could never be seen in the city.

Beautiful. I had never seen such a beautiful sight in my life.

Even after the initial wave of emotion, my heart swelled again as meteors began to fall.

Faced with this magnificent spectacle, I couldn't say anything and just silently looked up at the sky.

After a long silence, I realized I had been looking at the sky for too long.

It was a rare date, and I had been careless.

I hurriedly turned my head to look at Marianne.

"Ah..."

Like me, Marianne was looking up at the sky with sparkling eyes.

Then, as if noticing my gaze, she turned to me and smiled.

Her ears had turned red, as if she too realized she had been staring at the sky too much.

"I'm sorry for deceiving you. Actually, this is my first time here too."

"Is that so?"

"Yes. I couldn't leave the village, so even though this place is so close, I've never been here before."

"..."

Marianne pulled her legs together and drew a small circle on the ground.

"If this land were the world, the world I know would only be this much. Very small, isn't it?"

"Saintess..."

"But thanks to you, my world has expanded a little more. Thank you, and... I'm sorry."

Marianne stopped drawing with her finger and suddenly bowed her head.

She looked like a child suffering from guilt.

"Because of my selfishness, I've burdened you with a heavy load."

"Ah..."

Before releasing her power, she had asked me for a favor.

To stop her.

If I hadn't been Bern or if I didn't have Prahf, I would have died without a doubt.

Knowing this, Marianne had been constantly blaming herself.

The droplets falling from her bowed face were proof of that.

"I'm sorry...! I'm really sorry...!"

"Saintess."

After confirming Marianne's concern, I approached her without hesitation.

And I gently placed my hand on her shoulder.

"I'm fine. Please don't worry too much about it."

"B-but...!"

"I'm not that good either. I never move without compensation, sometimes I act selfishly, and I have wicked thoughts dozens of times a day."

"But you saved me from the kidnappers without asking for anything in return!"

"That was because I couldn't stand those Magic Tower bastards. You saw it too, didn't you? How I provoked them."

"Ah..."

"In this world, there are plenty of people who seem nice but are actually bad. Besides, there's no one who hasn't done something wrong in their life, right? So what you did was just a prank."

Just a prank on a massive scale.

"R-really?"

"Yes. So please don't worry too much! But if you still feel uncomfortable..."

I smiled gently and whispered kindly.

"I'd like permission to touch your body just a little bit."

"Haah...!"

Marianne's face turned bright red.

She hesitated for a moment, but then nodded slightly.

Having received permission, I smiled brightly and called out to someone.

*Prahf.*

[Why are you calling me?]

*Unlock the Energy Absorption Technique. Let's extract more of the Great Earth Mother's power.*

[A-are you serious?]

*Have you ever seen me speak carelessly?*

By digesting the Fruit of the World Tree, my body had finally become capable of containing more of the Great Earth Mother's power.

I felt I could handle about 10% more without issue.

Therefore, if I took Marianne's power now, she would no longer feel guilty.

It's a win-win situation.

[...You beast.]

Ch.26 - 026. Reunion With The Sword Saint
"Ughhhh...!"

After my date with Marianne, I collapsed onto the bed with a groan, unable to consume even 5% of her power, let alone 10%.

It turns out that absorbing 30% the first time had been a miracle.

In the end, I had to clutch the blanket and groan like someone who had eaten too much and gotten sick.

[This is why people shouldn't be greedy.]

"I absorbed just 30% and jumped up an entire level. Of course I'd get greedy."

[And how did that work out for you?]

"Oh, shut up."

I had nothing to say because it was my fault.

*But I couldn't help it...*

Bern appeared as a fully-formed character from the beginning, so his growth was painfully slow.

That's probably why I got too excited when I became able to manifest advanced magic.

Advanced magic is a realm that only 6th-rank or higher mages can reach.

Bern's body, which had been stuck at 5th-rank forever, absorbed power and reached 6th-rank.

Who could resist such an attractive power that made your mouth water?

Almost no one, I believe.

[Still, you managed to consume another 3%. Be satisfied with that.]

"Nnngh...!"

It was true that even 3% of a god's power was something to be grateful for.

Though I couldn't break through to the next level, I did gain a new ability.

'Momentary World.'

The ability to see and move one second faster than others in the world-line.

I obtained in less than a year the ability that Bern awakened while fighting the Mad Dragon in volume 9.

In other words, I've already caught up to where Bern would be two years from now.

Even if it was an awakening through unconventional means, getting stronger is what matters, right?

*My growth rate is truly terrifying!*

[Is it really growth when you're just stealing someone else's power? Have you no conscience?]

*Have you been taking shots at me this whole time? Did I upset you somehow?*

[Not at all!]

Though she denied it, I could sense the resentment in her words.

I wasn't sure what had upset Prah.

Could she be jealous after seeing me date Marianne?

But I'd never heard of a sword being jealous before.

Even in "Academy's Strongest Dominator," ego weapons didn't...

*Wait, they did?*

There was a story about a hero who died fighting demons before the founding of the Holden Kingdom and married a holy sword.

But that was just an old tale, supposedly a rumor spread by the Holden royal family who envied the hero.

"...No way!"

I firmly believe it's not true. At least for now.

***

Morning arrived on my final night in the Elf Forest.

I thought Rene would come running in to wake me up noisily as always.

However, this morning began in a calm atmosphere.

No, it was actually a tense situation disguised as calm.

"Good morning, Gracious Teacher!"

When I opened my eyes and sat up, the first person I saw wasn't Rene but Rin.

How long had she been waiting?

She stood at the entrance and immediately bowed deeply as if she'd been waiting for me to wake up.

Her presence alone was surprising enough, but her sudden formal greeting made me flinch involuntarily.

"Why are you here... Ah! Were you the blind swordswoman who helped me?"

"Yes, I was."

I had my doubts about the blind characteristic, but I never thought it would actually be Rin.

That's because she usually spent most of her free time with her only brother.

I thought Rin would spend time with her brother now that she was free from the burden of medical expenses thanks to the medicine I gave her.

So the fact that she came all the way from the Capital to help me felt somewhat strange.

"Rene?"

"..."

"She's been like that since I arrived. It seems she's taken a dislike to me."

Meanwhile, Rene was sitting beside the bed, glaring at Rin.

She must think Rin came to harm me and is being vigilant.

Though unnecessary, her intention to protect me was clear, so I gently patted Rene's head.

"You don't need to be on guard."

"B-but it's too early to trust her, isn't it?"

"If she intended to harm me, she wouldn't have rescued the Saintess."

"It could be a sophisticated plan to make you lower your guard!"

"The mastermind behind this incident is the Magic Tower. Would she risk making an enemy of the Magic Tower just to deceive me? Honestly, I don't think so."

I despise the Magic Tower as a group that doesn't hesitate to commit vile and dirty acts, but I don't underestimate them.

You could tell from the puzzled attitude of that bookish guy I encountered two nights ago.

Normally, one would bow their head at the mere mention of the Magic Tower.

After all, the Magic Tower is the second most prosperous organization in the kingdom after the Knights Order.

Seventy percent of the kingdom's mages belong to the Magic Tower.

The Magic Tower has collected and monopolized all the knowledge possessed by mages.

They only share this knowledge with their affiliated mages, which is why their influence continues to grow rapidly.

*The first Magic Tower Master was an 8th-rank mage, two levels higher than me.*

Breaking through to the next level is so difficult that I had to put on a show just to advance one level.

So imagine someone two levels higher than me, and the influence of the organization he established.

I think everyone understands without me having to explain further.

"Anyway, don't be too harsh. It's disrespectful to someone who came to help us despite the risks."

"...Alright."

"Thank you for your consideration, Gracious Teacher!"

The two women showed contrasting emotions.

Rene became sullen while Rin smiled brightly with joy.

I don't know what kind of chaos this is so early in the morning.

I decided to comfort Rene later and turned my attention to Rin.

"So why did you come looking for me in broad daylight? Was there a side effect from the medicine I gave you?"

"Not at all! The medicine you gave me worked excellently! Thanks to you, my brother is happily playing around even now."

"That's good to hear. So you came to repay the favor?"

"Yes, that's right."

"Thank you for your help. Things went much more smoothly because of you."

"Thank you for acknowledging my efforts!"

A strange situation where I received help but was also receiving gratitude.

Rather than feeling good, it was slightly frightening.

It felt like if I told Rin to jump into lava, she would actually do it.

I could sense that kind of subtle fanaticism from her.

"Well, anyway, this concludes our relationship of favors. Now you can go back to living peacefully with your brother in the Capital..."

"N-no, it's not enough yet!"

I was startled by Rin's loud voice.

In the original work, Rin was always a soft-spoken character who wasn't good with words.

Even as a reader, I had never seen her show such passionate behavior before.

"What do you mean it's not enough?"

"The miracle you performed in curing my brother's incurable disease was extraordinary, while all I did was swing my sword a few times!"

"But you pretended not to see Rene and ended up making an enemy of the Magic Tower to help me."

"You don't need to worry about the previous client since they died for some reason! Besides, the Magic Tower already looked down on me, so I was bound to become their enemy eventually."

Come to think of it, the Magic Tower extremely disliked Rin.

Born with the blessing of being able to sense mana with her entire body in exchange for her sight.

The Magic Tower Masters deeply lamented that someone like her became a swordswoman instead of a mage.

To put it nicely, they lamented. In reality, they were perverts who wanted Rin to become a mage and their plaything.

Anyway, the Magic Tower resented that Rin chose the path of the sword despite receiving the blessing of mana.

There was a setting where Magic Tower mages would pick fights with Rin whenever they encountered her.

"You've had it rough."

"It's fine. Just knowing that you recognize my efforts makes me feel like all my hardships have been rewarded."

"Try not to lay it on so thick."

At this rate, honey will start flowing from my ears.

I understand that my good deed meant a lot to Rin. Even so, her attitude showed excessive favor.

Even a sycophant would bow their head and ask for guidance at this level.

"Sister!"

Just then.

A child who looked about five years old burst through the door and entered.

He hugged Rin tightly and smiled brightly.

"Lewen? Didn't I tell you to play outside?"

"But I wanted to see the face of the big brother who helped me too!"

"Sigh...!"

Rin shook her head as if she couldn't handle him, but she was smiling.

So even the usually dignified Rin shows this side of herself in front of family.

I knew this from the character guide, but seeing it firsthand was refreshing.

"Lewen, that person over there is the one who cured your illness."

"The big brother you told me about...!"

"Yes, that's him."

"Waaaa!!"

The little boy suddenly ran toward me and jumped onto the bed.

He hugged me tightly and his eyes sparkled.

"Thank you for curing my illness!"

"Uh... Y-yeah."

Pure joy was overflowing from Lewen's expression.

I had only used the medicine as a means to persuade Rin.

The fact that there was a child who was so happy about it gave me a new feeling.

I awkwardly scratched my cheek before patting the child's head.

The child began to laugh out loud. I felt glad that I had helped him.

[You look just like a family.]

*What family? It's more like a meeting between a tall mister and a little kid.*

[If you say so. But that girl seems to think differently, doesn't she?]

"Huh?"

At Prah's words, I shifted my gaze from the child to Rin.

She had her head bowed and was muttering quietly.

"...If I were to start a family with Gracious Teacher, could I see scenes like this every day? Hehehe! Hehehehe!"

That's strange.

I told her not to lay it on thick, but I don't recall telling her to drool.

Ch.27 - 027. Different Protagonist, Different Feeling
The night when Bern and Marianne were watching the meteor shower.

Inside Kang Jun-hyeok's room in the Academy men's dormitory, intense heat was emanating.

"Whew...!"

Kang Jun-hyeok was sweating all over as if he'd just finished a workout.

He grabbed the water bottle from the table and gulped it down.

Behind Jun-hyeok was a bed, and on it lay a pink-haired woman, panting heavily.

There was only one reason for a man and woman to be in the same room late at night—they were having a secret rendezvous.

*Sherin has been thoroughly enjoyed. Now, who should I target next?*

Kang Jun-hyeok, who had suffered all sorts of hardships since Bern disappeared, was delighted to have conquered Sherin as a small revenge against Bern.

He had no idea that Bern had already abandoned Sherin, calling her the "Pink-Haired Slut."

*Next is Irem, perhaps...*

He tried to recall the original novel's plot, specifically how the original Kang Jun-hyeok had pursued Irem.

After a moment of recollection, a lewd smile spread across his face.

Six months from now, a Martial Arts Festival would be held in the Capital, hosted by the Princess Knight of the Holden royal family.

The winner of the festival would receive a grand reward from the Princess Knight.

Although Kang Jun-hyeok had only placed second in the original story, he still earned Irem's favor for his efforts and caught the Princess Knight's attention.

But what if he won first place instead?

*Irem would fall for me immediately!*

In the original story, Kang Jun-hyeok and Irem only got together after he won the following year's festival.

He was convinced that winning this time would accelerate his conquest.

*My growth was delayed without Bern around, but I've somehow covered the gap with the opportunities available at the Academy.*

Kang Jun-hyeok's body had finally entered a proper growth trajectory.

He predicted that within six months, he would catch up to Bern's level and surpass it.

After all, he had knowledge of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

*Growing faster than in the original story and taking any woman I want. This is perfect! Being the main character is so much better than being a supporting character!*

Kang Jun-hyeok suddenly recalled the last thing he did before his possession.

A post on a reader community forum.

It was about Bern, the supporting character in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

The post complained that the author had poorly designed Bern's character.

After reading the post thoroughly, Kang Jun-hyeok left a flippant comment:

[So Bern is the main character of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator"? Kang Jun-hyeok is the protagonist, so who cares if Bern becomes pathetic or a Doormat Husband? All that matters is Kang Jun-hyeok's success, lol. If I were Kang Jun-hyeok, I would've done the same to Bern.]

Right after posting the comment, he was overcome with drowsiness, and when he opened his eyes again, he had become Kang Jun-hyeok.

*I was right. Even without Bern, Kang Jun-hyeok is still Kang Jun-hyeok.*

He put the water bottle back on the table and turned toward the bed again.

There lay the woman who would eventually marry Bern in the future. Kang Jun-hyeok licked his lips greedily.

*Heheh! I'll thoroughly enjoy your future wife before returning her to you, so get ready for your forced cleanup duty...!*

In that moment, he had completely forgotten that Bern was also a transmigrator.

***

"Bern, the fruit is fresh! Please try some!"

"I'll eat on my own."

"Gracious Teacher! Your arm still seems uncomfortable, so let me feed you!"

"No, I have my other hand, so I'm fine."

Rene was on my left, and Rin on my right.

Despite the spacious table, both women were pressed against me, trying to feed me various foods.

Honestly, being surrounded by two beautiful women should be a man's dream, but their excessive kindness was becoming uncomfortable.

Even Rin's younger brother, Lewen, who was devouring his food across from me, looked more appealing at this point.

"Hey, you two! I can eat by myself. Focus on your own meals!"

"Uuu...!"

"Mmm...."

At my scolding, Rene and Rin stopped their offerings.

They kept glancing at each other, engaged in a silent battle.

With no other choice, I abruptly stood up and sat next to Lewen.

When the two women showed signs of following me, I quietly warned them.

"Stay seated. If you get up, I'll send you home right now."

Faced with my sincere warning, they both returned to their seats.

Even Rene, who seemed to realize she couldn't keep pretending not to understand with her wings, complied.

She knew I was bluffing but was playing along. If I truly disliked her, I would have told her to fly back to her nest alone.

"Good, now let's maintain this atmosphere and eat quietly...!"

BANG-!

But my wish was shattered by an elf who kicked open the door.

"Oh? Were you in the middle of a meal? I'm terribly sorry!"

"Ah, hello...!"

The twin Saintess who had barged in during our meal.

Unlike Marianne with her delicate frame, her older sister was... an impressive elf woman.

She had the most robust and thick muscles of any elf I'd met so far.

A physique befitting the Saintess of the elves.

"Sorry, but may I join you?"

"Yes, that's fine."

"Thank you for your consideration."

The twin sister sat at the side of the table with her legs spread wide like a great general.

She grabbed Marianne's arm and placed her in the empty seat next to me.

Then she began laughing boisterously like a hero.

I started to question her gender identity. Was she really a woman?

Meanwhile, Marianne, who had been forcibly placed beside me, fidgeted awkwardly before giving me a shy bow, which I returned.

At the same time, I felt cold gazes from across the table.

From the corner of my eye, I could see Rene puffing her cheeks while Rin was smiling—though it wasn't a pleasant smile. More like a murderous one.

Sensing the atmosphere was about to turn ugly, I hastily addressed the muscular Saintess.

"Just to confirm, you're Saintess Marianne's older sister, correct?"

"Pardon my late introduction! I'm Rosemary, Marianne's older sister and a Saintess. Pleased to meet you!"

"Pleased to meet y—huh?"

A thick hand was suddenly thrust toward me. Without thinking, I grasped it and felt an intense squeeze.

The grip strength was tremendous, like two massive boulders crushing my hand.

"Oh? You can withstand my grip! No wonder Marianne is interested in you!"

"Sister! What are you doing?!"

"Muhaha! I heard you defeated my sister when she unleashed her power, so I couldn't help feeling competitive."

"Even so! Doing that without warning is disrespectful to Bern!"

"I apologize. Will you accept my apology?"

Rosemary placed her hands on her knees and bowed deeply.

Even her apology was like that of a warrior. She could easily pass for a general rather than a Saintess.

"It-it's fine. My bones aren't broken, and my hand isn't crushed, so..."

In the past, I might have felt pain, but after assimilating the Great Earth Mother's power, my muscles had become tougher, so I was completely fine.

It just felt like my hand was being squeezed, nothing more.

Seemingly pleased with my reaction, Rosemary laughed even louder.

"I like you more and more! If Marianne hadn't already set her sights on you, I would have pursued you myself!"

"S-Sister!!"

Help me.

A woman covered in excessive muscles is outside my preferences.

In other words, my body might endure, but my heart couldn't.

"Big brother, do you like the pretty elf lady next to you?"

"Huh?"

Lewen's sudden question caught me off guard. The previously noisy atmosphere instantly became quiet.

One innocent question from a child had focused everyone's attention on me.

Four people waiting for my answer.

Feeling an inexplicable pressure, I put down my spoon.

"Hmm...! It's too early to say I like her since we haven't known each other long. But I can say we're friendly."

"I see!"

Safely navigated.

Rosemary nodded in agreement, and Marianne showed a shy smile.

Only Rin and Rene had complicated expressions.

It's fine. This conversation would be forgotten with time.

Or so I thought.

"I wish big brother would get along better with my sister..."

Lewen's mumbling as he fiddled with his spoon brought a change to the situation.

Seeing her brother's disappointment, Rin smiled brightly and began stroking his head.

"Lewen, don't worry! I'm also close with Gracious Teacher. Right, Gracious Teacher?"

"Huh? Y-yeah! That's right."

"See?"

Though my answer was reluctant, Rin seemed satisfied.

And then there was Rene, left alone...

"B-Bern! Let me take you to our nest right now to meet my mother!"

[Contractor! Let's go meet my father, the king of dwarves, who created me!]

Following Rene, even Prahk was going crazy, wanting to introduce me to his family.

*...What a mess.*

I pressed my throbbing temples.

It was just breakfast.

Ch.28 - 028. Village Of Plague
After the conversation at the dining table ended, we headed to the village entrance.

The two days spent in Alfheim were incredibly enjoyable, but we couldn't stay forever.

I needed to go home, and Rene needed to be sent back to her nest.

In Rene's case, I could have just told her to fly away, but I respected her wish to travel with me.

I also preferred having a companion rather than traveling alone.

However, this journey would include more companions than before.

"I humbly request your guidance."

"Please take care of us!"

Lin and her younger brother Lewen were joining us.

I had warned them it would be a difficult journey, but Lin had pleaded, promising that she would protect her brother and that they wouldn't be a burden.

Honestly, I was worried. But since I had no doubt about Lin's abilities, I reluctantly agreed.

"Are you leaving now?"

"Yes."

"That's a shame. I would have liked to talk with you more."

"I'll come visit whenever I pass near Alfheim."

"Good. I especially hope you'll come see our Marianne's face."

"Sister, even at the last moment...!"

"Come on! We won't see each other for a while, so if you have something to say, say it now!"

Rosemary slapped her sister's back hard and pushed her toward me.

Suddenly finding herself in front of me, Marianne fumbled for a moment before carefully speaking.

"I'll never forget you. You who suppressed my power, took me on my first date, and made everything enjoyable until the end... I'll remember you, Bern."

"We're not saying goodbye forever. I don't think you need to remember me that much."

"I'll remember anyway. The past two days were more valuable than any other time. Even if you tell me to forget, I could never forget for the rest of my life."

"If the Saintess says so, I have no choice."

I smiled warmly and patted her shoulder lightly.

Unlike when we first met, she didn't panic or get surprised.

Though her face still flushed with embarrassment.

"...I should be going now. If our paths cross again, we'll meet then."

"Yes, please take care..."

It was a conversation tinged with regret.

But if we didn't end it this way, we would only build up lingering attachments.

Though it felt cold-hearted, I turned around and got into the carriage.

Goodbye Marianne, goodbye Alfheim, goodbye elves...

"Listen up! We're escorting these distinguished guests to the next village! Understood?"

"Yes!"

"Forward, march!"

"Yes!"

The elves were still here.

I just hope they won't be mistaken for monsters in the next village.

*

After Bern left, the twin saintesses remained at the village entrance, watching the carriage disappear into the distance.

While Rosemary stood solemnly, Marianne had her hands clasped in prayer.

She looked like a woman unable to bear her worry for a lover.

Rosemary smiled bitterly and gently pressed down on Marianne's head.

"Marianne, it seems you wanted to go with him."

"...Yes. But I have a mission to protect another World Tree, so I must endure."

"I see. Don't worry too much. I think your wish might come true soon."

"What?"

"Nothing. It's getting chilly, let's go back inside."

Rosemary left those meaningful words behind as she returned to the village.

Marianne could only tilt her head in confusion as she watched her sister's retreating back.

*

"Where is your next destination, Gracious Teacher?"

"Bardel Village. That was my original destination before I ended up in Alfheim."

"Bardel Village..."

A shadow fell across Lin's face.

She put a finger to her lips and began to ponder deeply.

She seemed concerned about something.

"Is there a problem? Do you have some unpleasant memories of Bardel Village?"

"No, nothing like that. But based on recent rumors, I think it would be better to avoid Bardel Village."

"Rumors?"

"Yes, rumors that a plague is circulating in Bardel Village."

"Ah."

So this is around the time the plague spread.

Bardel Village in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" was a territory, but uniquely not human land.

From a certain day, a plague that massacred the villagers spread, turning it into a land of death.

According to facts revealed later, a Demi-lich from the demon army created and spread the plague, planning to create an undead army from the villagers' corpses.

One year later, when the demons began their full-scale activities, the Demi-lich finally used Bardel Village as a base for the undead army.

The Holden royal family ordered the purification of Bardel Village, starting the war between humans and the undead.

*Undead that revive even after death are quite troublesome opponents...*

Moreover, when undead kill humans, new undead are born.

A race that endlessly multiplies by taking the lives of enemies. Without the help of priests who possess holy power, they're difficult to deal with.

"What should we do? If you want to change our route, now would be the best time..."

"No, let's continue as planned."

"Are you sure that's alright?"

"It's fine. I have a way."

I have all the information about the plague stored in my head, so there's no problem.

Of course, I also remember how to cure the plague.

The only concern is when the Demi-lich, realizing his plan has been thwarted, will appear...

But at my current level, I think I'm a worthy opponent.

After all, the Great Earth Mother is with me in my muscles.

***

"Cough! Cough!"

"Kheuk!"

"Urgh...!"

In Bardel Village's temple.

The largest building in the village was filled with coughing, blood-spitting, and groaning.

Inside the temple, people lay in rows on the floor, clutching their chests in agony.

"Sister, we're out of water!"

"Bring more cloths over here!"

"I've brought a patient showing signs of infection!"

"I'm sorry, but please place them in any empty space!"

With only a few dozen nuns and priests to care for hundreds of patients.

The temple was as busy as ever today.

The number of plague victims increased day by day, yet not a single person recovered.

To escape the plague that tormented those who struggled to live, only death remained.

Nevertheless, they fought desperately to survive, clinging to a small hope in their hearts.

Maybelle, a novice nun who had been transferred to Bardel Temple this year, shared this sentiment.

"Haa, haa, S-Sister! It hurts...!"

"Uncle Del, you'll be alright! Hold on! If you endure, you'll surely recover...!"

"Sister...! Sister...! Kuhak!"

"Ugh...!"

The patient's blood splattered onto Maybelle's clothes.

Still, Maybelle didn't let go of the patient's hand. She feared that the moment she released her grip, he would give up on life.

So she held on even more tightly.

She conveyed her wish that he shouldn't let go of hope, that he could survive.

But Maybelle could feel the connected hand growing cold.

"Uncle? Uncle Del...? Uncle!"

"..."

"Ah, aah...!"

A neighbor who had been kind to the inexperienced Maybelle when she first arrived.

Witnessing her neighbor's death, Maybelle bit her lip hard to suppress her sobs.

She couldn't break down crying yet—there were still many people she needed to care for.

If she wailed here, it felt like others' spirits would crumble too.

Maybelle bit her lip until it bled, enduring her sorrow.

"Sister Maybelle..."

"Ah...! Yes!"

"T-this believer... kuhak!"

"Priest Allen!"

The plague was accelerating its assault.

It began to extend its reach even to the priests and nuns caring for the patients.

"Someone help the priest...!"

"I-I'm fine. I'm alright, so please attend to the other believers first...!"

Yet the people of the temple didn't give up.

Even while suffering themselves, they didn't abandon caring for the patients.

It was a scene demonstrating what dedication truly meant, but the plague showed them no mercy.

Patients and deaths occurring throughout the village.

Amidst it all, Maybelle shed a tear as she held the hand of a collapsing patient.

*God, why are you testing us like this?*

Maybelle, a devout believer, blamed God for the first time.

Doubt and denial began to emerge in the heart of someone who had always worshipped God even in difficult times.

"Kuhak...!"

"Please hold on a little longer! I'll make you comfortable now!"

Maybelle tried to share her holy power through her hands.

But feeling that her holy power wasn't flowing as strongly as before, she clenched her molars.

Denying God leads to weakening holy power.

Maybelle's holy power was gradually reaching its limit, but she still tried to share what little she had left.

Until someone's warm hand rested on her shoulder.

"Stop. Injecting holy power actually stimulates the plague more. It only hastens the patient's death."

"Ah...!"

The man who stopped Maybelle took out a small bottle from his pocket and approached the patient.

He slowly poured a transparent liquid into the patient's mouth, making them swallow it.

A situation where an unidentified person with a masked face was feeding unknown medicine to a patient.

From Maybelle's position, she should have stopped him, but perhaps because of the warmth she felt on her shoulder?

She just stood and watched.

"Ah..."

Fortunately, her choice led to the right outcome.

Color began to return to the patient's pale complexion, and their extreme groaning subsided.

Seeing this, Maybelle's eyes widened in surprise.

"Why are you standing there blankly? I'll give you extra medicine, so hurry and give it to the other patients."

Meanwhile, the man casually tossed medicine bottles to Maybelle and turned to the next patient.

Finding herself suddenly holding many medicine bottles, Maybelle hesitated briefly before gathering her courage.

"Um, excuse me!"

"What is it?"

"May I ask who you are...?"

The man who received Maybelle's question pondered for a moment, then scratched his head as if annoyed.

"Unfortunately, I have no intention of revealing my identity."

"I see..."

"But I'll tell you why I came here."

The man made a circle with his thumb and index finger.

With the other three fingers spread wide, he exclaimed in a cheerful voice:

"One gold coin per bottle! Right now, you can even get interest-free installments!"

The savior of Bardel Village was a money ghost.

Ch.29 - 029. The Specter Of Money
The nature of the plague was the Death Poison of the undead.

The bodies of undead are infused with the energy of death, harmful to all living beings.

For instance, if you were to bite a zombie's body with your teeth due to lack of weapons, you would become infected with Death Poison and gradually die.

The one fortunate thing is that undead's Death Poison can be purified with holy power, but...

*This Death Poison spreading in Bardel is different.*

A Demi-lich hiding in Bardel Village. Half demon, half undead.

He had modified the Death Poison by injecting his own magical energy into it.

When holy power was introduced, the magical energy would cause a violent rejection reaction, accelerating the progression of the Death Poison.

Having perfectly prepared countermeasures against holy power, the Demi-lich immediately released the mutated Death Poison into the well.

And thus, Bardel Village fell into a desperate crisis.

*His plan was flawless up to this point.*

However, there was a weakness in the Death Poison that even the Demi-lich hadn't considered.

The solution was right under their noses—the Ssarurak Grass growing near Bardel Village.

The villagers considered it a weed and pulled it all out, but this grass actually had special properties.

It only used animal corpses and bones as nutrients, and could even break down the undead's Death Poison.

Because of this property, Ssarurak Grass always grew around graveyards and corpses.

*Originally, this would have been discovered during the war with the undead a year later.*

As someone with knowledge from another world, I already knew this fact. And using that knowledge, I began creating a cure.

"Huff...! 300...! Huff...! 301...!"

"Today is definitely leg day!"

"Hehe...! Excellent!"

First, I had the elves gather Ssarurak Grass.

Since the elves enjoyed exercise, I instructed them to do squats while pulling the grass, which they gladly followed.

We gathered enough Ssarurak Grass to feed the villagers and still have plenty left over.

Meanwhile, Lewen and I fetched water from a nearby stream, while Rene and Rin crushed the grass and put it into water bottles.

"Is this the plague cure?"

"That's right. Drinking this will cure the plague. By the way, it also has a 24-hour preventive effect, so you all should drink it in advance."

"Are you going to just distribute these cures to the village?"

"I don't mind providing them for free, but how would the villagers view us then?"

"Surely everyone in the village would recognize your greatness and look up to you, Gracious Teacher!"

"Yes, and that's the problem."

"Pardon?"

Rin tilted her head in confusion.

I guess she doesn't know yet.

"I don't want to build up a reputation. It becomes troublesome if my name or face becomes known."

"Ugh...!"

Rin let out a short groan and flinched.

Everyone's gaze turned to her due to this strange reaction.

She was sweating profusely and fidgeting uncomfortably.

"What's wrong? You look like someone with a guilty conscience."

"W-well..."

Rin confessed everything that had happened.

She said that after dealing with Belmond at the Academy, she had credited the achievement to me.

My mind went blank when I heard this.

"So you're saying I'm credited with not only discovering but also eliminating the demon infiltrating the Academy?"

"Yes..."

While I was glad that Belmond's early death had removed Rin's death flag, the issue was the credit.

This meant the Princess Knight's affection for me had increased without my knowledge.

The thought of becoming undead by the Princess Knight rather than the Demi-lich sent chills down my spine.

"I-I'm sorry! I did something unnecessary...!"

Rin kept bowing and apologizing, while Rene was pressing her lips together, trying not to laugh.

I lightly flicked Rene's forehead.

"W-why?"

"They say a mocking sister-in-law is worse than a beating mother-in-law."

"Isn't it supposed to be 'a mediating sister-in-law'?"

"Is it? Anyway, I found your secret laughter more annoying."

"Ugh...!"

Rene pounded my chest with her fists, claiming innocence.

Ignoring that, I continued my conversation with Rin.

"Is that the only credit falsification?"

"Yes. For now..."

"So you had more things to credit me with?"

"I'll follow your wishes and claim the rest as my own achievements!"

"Please do."

I was pleased that although I couldn't change the credit already given, at least I had prevented additional credit from being added.

If I stayed quiet for a while, I would naturally fade from the Princess Knight's mind.

Therefore, I planned to cure Bardel Village's plague while thoroughly concealing my identity.

And...

"Since it's come to this, I'll sell the cure!"

Money was all I had left to gain.

I decided to become a money-obsessed ghost during my stay in Bardel Village.

***

Day 1 of plague cure administration.

Many people were suspicious of Bern's cure.

They were wary of Bern, who thoroughly concealed his identity.

However, with Sister Maybelle's testimony and the appearance of cured patients, people gradually began to accept the treatment.

Day 2 of plague cure administration.

Far more patients sought the medicine than the previous day.

One gold coin wasn't exactly cheap, but people flocked when told they could pay a year later if they had no money.

The temple officially recognized Bern's cure and purchased it in bulk from him.

Day 3 of plague cure administration.

No villager doubted the cure anymore.

Everyone praised Bern for developing and bringing the cure, and the temple wanted to nominate him as a saint candidate.

However, Bern firmly rejected the offer.

Day 4 of plague cure administration.

About 90% of those suffering from the plague in the village had recovered.

While there were still carriers on the outskirts, the temple actively supported the cure to contain the plague.

Meanwhile, Bern went to the village's water source and purified it with Ssarurak Grass.

Though many complained about the bitter taste, Bern couldn't care less.

Day 5 of plague cure administration.

No infected people remained in Bardel Village.

The hellish days were over, and people returned to their pre-plague daily lives.

However, many had died from the plague, and following Bern's suggestion, their souls were honored through cremation.

Day 6 of plague cure administration.

News of the plague lurking in nearby villages prompted large-scale export of the cure.

With neighboring villages expressing strong interest in purchasing the cure, Bern produced additional batches.

And Bern's money pouch became too heavy to carry comfortably.

And finally, day 7 of plague cure administration.

"Cheers!"

"Cheers!!"

A feast was held in Bardel Village to celebrate the complete cure of the plague.

Bern was the main figure of the feast, but fearing his identity might be revealed while drinking, he avoided the gathering.

Instead, Rene and Lewen enjoyed the feast on his behalf.

[That dying village has become quite lively.]

*What, did you want to join the feast too?*

[No. I prefer spending time with you.]

*Why does everyone around me seem to have honey on their tongues?*

[I merely stated a fact.]

*That won't make me change the contract terms in your favor.*

[...Stingy contractor.]

Bern slipped away from the evening feast and headed toward the stream.

He planned to make more of the cure with his spare time.

Since he hadn't disclosed the cure's formula, if the stockpile ran out after he left the village, the plague might spread again.

With this in mind, he intended to mass-produce it before departing.

*I've gotten used to gathering Ssarurak Grass.*

[Of course you have, after doing it for nearly a week.]

*It would be stranger if I hadn't gotten used to it.*

[Still, it's amazing. We've picked so much grass, yet there's still this much left.]

*Come to think of it, I haven't told you why Bardel Village has so much Ssarurak Grass.*

[Isn't it simply because the environment is favorable for its growth?]

*Ssarurak Grass grows even in polar regions. Terrain and climate don't matter.*

[Then why is there so much of it?]

*Simple. Because there's a massive pile of corpses under Bardel Village.*

Bardel Village traditionally practiced mass burial.

They created large pits under the village and stacked corpses in them.

With thousands of bodies gathered in one place, Ssarurak Grass thrived and congregated.

This was also why the Demi-lich wanted to make this village the base for his undead army.

For a lich, corpses were soldiers. Bardel Village was essentially a soldier repository.

But the Demi-lich's plan was thwarted by one man and lost its meaning.

The lich's anger was naturally directed at that man.

"So you're the one who made the cure for the plague...!"

A skull with glowing red eyes appeared in the thick darkness.

It had two pairs of horns impossible for humans, and bone wings on its back.

The Demi-lich, both demon and undead, appeared wearing a dark gray robe and immediately exuded an intense pressure.

"Finally showed up."

Bern stopped picking grass and stood up.

He calmly faced the red glowing eyes, as if he had expected the Demi-lich to come.

"You don't fear me... I'll acknowledge that spirit."

"Thanks for the compliment, Mr. Plague Mastermind."

"...So you knew of my existence."

"Of course. How could I not when the plague symptoms matched Death Poison?"

"You couldn't have deduced my presence from that information alone. You must have other sources?"

"I can't say I don't, but I won't tell you what they are."

"It doesn't matter. I'll take your soul and find out myself."

The lich's eyes burned even redder.

The killing intent of the dead one intensified, as if ready to tear Bern apart at any moment.

Yet Bern's attitude remained as relaxed as ever.

"Can you even kill me with that pathetic body?"

"True. Judging by your apparent level, it won't be easy. But how about with my legion?"

At that moment.

As the black mist cleared, hundreds of undead appeared behind the Demi-lich.

Zombies with rotting flesh, pure white skeleton soldiers, golems made from dozens of corpses, and Death Knights in black armor riding skeletal horses.

All manner of monsters representing the undead displayed their might.

Yet their opponent was just one human, making it an excessive deployment of force.

This showed just how furious the Demi-lich was.

"You've gathered quite a crowd."

"No need for bravado. If you bow before me now, I'll bestow upon you the blessing of death."

"Blessing of death my ass. You're simply saying you'll turn me into an undead, right?"

"A man who refuses to compromise until the end. Very well, then experience the march of death with your body...!"

"Sorry, but I have no intention of doing that."

Bern drew a jet-black sword from his waist.

Simultaneously, the runes engraved on the blade began to glow red like the Demi-lich's eyes.

"That sword...!"

"As expected of a demon, you recognize it."

"W-why is a demonic sword in human hands!"

"Find out after you kill me."

"....."

The demonic sword Prah showed a presence no less imposing than the undead legion.

The Demi-lich appeared flustered by this unexpected situation but soon calmed his confused mind.

"It doesn't matter. Even if you have a demonic sword, before this overwhelming number, you're as powerless as an ant...!"

"Oh! I forgot to mention that your legion is now mine?"

"Hmm?"

No sooner had he finished speaking than the undead behind the Demi-lich began to move.

"W-what is this?"

The undead moved on their own despite not being ordered to advance.

They naturally changed sides and began to line up neatly behind Bern.

"The demonic sword has many interesting functions. It has necromancy, and I checked—they follow the orders of the stronger one."

"What?! You mean you've overridden my control of my legion with the demonic sword's necromancy!"

"Since all the undead have come to me, I guess that's the case?"

Bern took all the undead without leaving a single one.

The Demi-lich watched the scene with a dejected expression.

He was even more shocked than when Bern had drawn the demonic sword.

"Well, since these undead were collected through your hard work, it would be unconscionable to take them all. I'll give you a choice."

"What...?"

Bern smirked and tapped a skeleton's head with his sword.

"Skeletons and zombies, one gold each. Corpse golems, five gold. Death Knights are ten gold, but skeletal horses sold separately! Come on, take your pick!"

The Demi-lich felt like he had disturbed an entity that should never have been provoked.

Ch.30 - 030. Rich Doesn't Die
Unless one possessed papal-level holy power, it was difficult to face thousands of undead alone.

Moreover, these undead weren't just composed of zombies and skeletons.

Even a Death Knight alone was enough to make most expert-level swordsmen kneel in submission.

In the story, when a Death Knight raised its spear and charged into enemy lines on its skeletal horse, a single charge was described as taking the lives of dozens of soldiers.

Even when eight holy knights fought against it, the Death Knight—a true monster of the undead world—fought them to a standstill.

The fact that I had claimed such a monster for myself was reassuring.

This place is an undead goldmine.

*I should have asked for a higher price for the Death Knight. Ten gold seems too cheap.*

[...Only a contractor would try to do business with a Demi-lich.]

Since I couldn't take back what I'd already said, I observed the Demi-lich's reaction.

He was just chattering his teeth and trembling, saying nothing.

Fear? Or anger?

It was difficult to respond when I couldn't sense any clear emotions from the Demi-lich.

Just as I was thinking of ending things since time was precious, the Demi-lich finally opened his mouth.

"I'll acknowledge it. The way you handle the demonic sword so casually, and how you've surpassed me with pure skill. You're special among all the humans I've met."

The Demi-lich's eyes were still burning bright red.

Even though all his precious undead had been taken from him, it seemed he hadn't given up the fight.

Battle with the Demi-lich appeared to be an unavoidable fate.

"Even though my undead have been taken, it doesn't matter. I am a high-ranking demon, an undead who has transcended death, and one of the greatest mages of the demon world! I will not lose to an inferior human!"

"Usually guys who brag like that end up screaming 'I'm just a third-rate!' at the end."

[That is the standard line, after all.]

"S-Silence! Human!"

The Demi-lich roared so loudly that the ground shook.

He flew up into the air and created spears of ice in both hands.

"Come at me! I'll pierce your heart!"

"Are you sure about this? You have to face this army alone."

"I don't need undead that have left my hands!"

The Demi-lich hurled a spear toward me. Following the spear's trajectory, corpse golems moved forward to block it.

The large corpse golems served as excellent shields, but that was all.

The golems froze solid upon contact with the ice spear.

Soon, the spear tip created cracks in the ice, and dozens of corpses shattered and fell to the ground.

"Everyone, charge."

Grwoooargh-!

Sensing the formidable power of the magic, I ordered the undead to advance.

Since the Demi-lich's body was floating in the air, I made the undead cluster together.

The massive wave of corpses thus created surged toward the Demi-lich.

"Useless!"

In response to the wave, the Demi-lich created lightning in both hands and raised his arms.

When he lowered his hands again, lightning bolts began striking from the cloudless sky.

The lightning that endlessly poured onto the wave shattered and burned the undead.

"So he really is a great mage."

[Be careful. He probably hasn't revealed his full power yet.]

"That's why I need to wear him down with the undead first."

Clatter-! Clatter-!

On top of the wave created by the army, a Death Knight spurred its skeletal horse.

The black knight aimed its spear at the Demi-lich and charged with terrifying momentum.

If simple numbers couldn't approach, then elite troops would do the job.

"You still don't understand! Sending undead against me is meaningless!"

The Demi-lich stretched his hand toward the charging knight.

The Death Knight's body was sucked into his grasp, and a bright red energy began to pour out.

Clang-!

Eventually, the knight's body was completely absorbed, and only the black armor crashed to the ground.

He had dealt with the Death Knight using some kind of absorption magic.

"Playtime is over! Human!"

[It seems there are limits to necromancy after all.]

"Yeah. Attacking a lich—the pinnacle of undead—with undead was conceptually flawed."

I ran my palm down Prah's blade.

Shaking off the bone fragments clinging to the sword, I slowly walked out from behind the wave.

A smile spread across the Demi-lich's face when he spotted me. He began preparing a magic circle to launch at me, saying the time had come.

Even for a lich of high caliber, it takes up to three seconds to prepare a spell.

If you ask whether I could reach him within that short time...

*I can.*

The world of an instant.

In a world frozen for one second, only I moved.

I kicked off the ground and jumped high. Using the falling body of a zombie as a foothold mid-air, I leaped even higher.

In the blink of an eye, I reached the lich's position.

"Got you!"

"Kuk...!"

The lich twisted his body to escape the sword's trajectory.

But a mage, especially an undead lich, couldn't be faster than me with my sword.

Slash-!

The sensation of cutting through his neck lingered in my hand.

After severing the lich's head with a single strike, I quickly retreated.

As time flowed again, countless fireballs rained down on the spot where I had been. If I hadn't moved back, I would have been roasted alive by that firepower.

[I was about to warn you to be careful, but it seems there was no need.]

*If a Demi-lich could die from having his head cut off, he wouldn't have been designated as the number one target for elimination.*

Sure enough, the Demi-lich's head was restored to normal in the blink of an eye.

"How undead-like."

Generally, liches store their souls in separate containers.

Then, they hide these containers in places only they know.

In other words, a Demi-lich is an undead that will resurrect eternally unless the soul container is destroyed or purified with holy power.

I had no way to kill him—I couldn't even locate the container, let alone possess holy power.

"How unfortunate that a superior warrior like you is hindered by the limitations of being human!"

"The one who says it's unfortunate is grinning from ear to ear."

"Hahaha! If the reality that you can never defeat me no matter how hard you try isn't funny, then what is?"

"I won't stop you from laughing if you want, but you might regret it later."

"Regret? I have no such emotion."

The Demi-lich arranged more than ten magic circles in a row in the air.

It seems he's ready to show his full power.

*Prah, I think the time is ripe.*

[I will control the undead, so the contractor should focus solely on wielding the sword.]

*I'll leave it to you.*

[Trust in me.]

I swung my sword in the air a few times to regain my feel for it.

After tapping the ground with my feet to check the condition of my legs, I gripped my sword.

My destination was only one place: right in front of the arrogant Demi-lich.

"Now die."

It started with lightning magic.

I dodged by leaping forward before the magic could even be fired.

Next, the ice magic that manifested completely froze the surrounding area.

It was intended to restrict my movement, but it was rendered useless by the levitation magic I had placed on the soles of my feet beforehand.

The third was a meteor shower of flames falling from high in the sky.

Prah controlled the undead to block the incoming flames.

"You're holding up well. Then how about this?"

The fourth and fifth spells manifested simultaneously.

He accelerated a boulder the size of an apartment building by mixing it with wind magic.

It looked powerful enough to devour all the undead, but I also had an ace up my sleeve.

"I'll handle this, so please continue advancing."

A refreshing voice like water droplets falling on water was heard.

At the same time, thousands of cracks appeared on the boulder, breaking it down to the size of pebbles.

It was Rin, who had followed me from the village feast, saying she wanted to escort me.

She had been watching from a distance and now stepped in to help.

"Thanks. Still excellent skills."

"You flatter me."

With the Sword Saint's help, I made a long leap.

This time, I stepped on a corpse golem and got on a trajectory toward the Demi-lich.

"Do you think I'll just stand by and watch?!"

With an urgent voice, lightning struck where I was.

However, the lightning changed its course midway and flowed into another Death Knight who had raised its lance toward the sky.

After that, the ice spears that covered the entire space were all shattered by Rin's and my sword energy.

The ultra-high temperature pillars of fire were blocked by corpse golems,

And the black spheres that would bring death were cut down with Prah.

"I-Impossible! Why aren't any of my spells working?!"

"You still don't get it? Your losing factor was trying to face me alone. That's why I gave you a choice—to buy some undead."

"Nonsensical talk until the very end...!"

Upon reaching the Demi-lich, I first covered his mouth with my palm.

Then I pointed my sword at his neck.

"Feel with your bones whether it's nonsensical or not."

"...!"

His defiant gaze seemed to say "try if you dare."

He firmly believed that he wouldn't die even if I stabbed him with my sword.

He wasn't wrong. I had no means to kill the Demi-lich.

But while I couldn't kill him, there was a way to subjugate him.

*Prah.*

[I'm ready, contractor.]

Without hesitation, I thrust my sword into the Demi-lich's neck.

Red runes began to glow fiercely and started absorbing black energy from the Demi-lich.

"Keuuugh!"

Feeling the anomaly, the Demi-lich began to struggle violently.

But there was no way that he, nothing more than a skinny skeleton, could shake me off.

The Demi-lich had his magical energy absorbed by Prah.

After having every bit of his magical energy drained, he collapsed before me.

"Khack...! Heouk...!"

"Good, that's the end."

"The end...? Nonsense! As long as you can't kill me, I'll continue to target your life!"

Seeing the Demi-lich's intensified malice, I laughed emptily.

It seems he still hasn't properly recognized his condition.

"Stand up."

"Ugh!"

"Sit down."

"Heugh!"

"PT exercise number 8, ready."

"Kueogh?!"

The Demi-lich moved according to my words.

Seeing him perfectly execute a pose that doesn't exist in this world confirmed that he was completely subjugated.

"W-What is this...?"

The reason the Demi-lich could resist necromancy unlike other undead was because half of him was a demon.

However, when his magical energy was absorbed by Prah, he temporarily became an ordinary lich and could be targeted by necromancy.

I had figured this out and approached him targeting his magical energy from the beginning. But at that time, his stored magical power was too substantial for it to work.

So I created a situation where the Demi-lich would waste his magic, then stabbed him with the sword again.

As a result, the Demi-lich came under my control.

"What were you laughing about earlier when looking at me?"

"......"

Seeing his body move according to my commands, he seemed to have grasped the situation.

Evidence of this was the skeletal fluid leaking from the Demi-lich's skull.

"Your new master, me, is merely an inferior human, while you are a high-ranking demon, an undead who has transcended death, and what was it again?"

"......"

"I really can't remember, so could you tell me once more?"

"A-A third-rate mage, sir...!"

Taming successful.

Ch.31 - 031. I Gazed Into The Abyss
I quickly took control of the situation after successfully subjugating the Demi-lich.

Even though we were quite far from town, if any villager happened to spot the undead army, the entire village would be thrown into chaos.

I ordered the undead to dig into the ground and bury themselves.

The Ssarurak Grass would take care of the corpse disposal. All I needed to do was hide them from sight.

["Aren't you feeling regretful?"]

'Not at all. I have absolutely no intention of waging war. I'd rather not become a target for extermination by dragging around an undead army.'

Above all, I don't particularly enjoy complicated matters.

My dream is to live a peaceful, carefree life.

For someone like me, an undead army was just a burdensome white elephant.

["I think we could somehow preserve the Death Knight's spirit. What do you want to do with it?"]

'Please take care of that, if you would.'

The Death Knight's imposing presence was still vivid in my mind.

The way it used its lance as a lightning rod to absorb the Demi-lich's thunderbolts.

Its incredible resilience in withstanding such powerful attacks was quite impressive.

Though one of the two Death Knights had met its true death at the hands of the Demi-lich.

I wanted to keep the remaining one as a trump card.

"The cleanup of the undead is mostly done, and what's left is..."

I stared intently at the Demi-lich.

He trembled and reflexively bowed his head.

The submission rune I had carved into the lich's body seemed to have taken deep root.

["Are you worried?"]

'A little.'

Prah reassured me that even if the lich recovered its power, it couldn't destroy the submission rune on its own.

Though the demonic sword could be somewhat dim-witted at times, there was no doubt about its performance.

If Prah said so, then it must be true.

"What should I do with this one..."

"Should I slice it until it turns to bone dust?"

"No, it's a lich, so no matter how much you cut it, it will regenerate."

Unless I destroyed the vessel containing its soul, it wouldn't die.

So it would be better to find out the location of the vessel from the Demi-lich and kill it, but...

["You're tempted, aren't you?"]

'Honestly, he's a step above me when it comes to magic. It would be a waste to just kill him.'

If I could acquire all the knowledge the Demi-lich possessed, I might be able to reach the next level.

However, the situation wasn't conducive to seriously learning magic.

I needed to make the cure, go back to my hometown, take Rene home...

With a mountain of tasks piled up, I had no time to learn magic.

Should I just kill it?

"M-My lord...!"

When I glared at him with killing intent, the Demi-lich chattered his teeth and squeezed out his voice.

Seeing how the once-arrogant Demi-lich now called me his lord, it seemed his heart had truly submitted to me.

Prah's performance was truly outstanding.

"Please spare this foolish lich's life...!"

"Why should I?"

"If you spare me, I'll do anything you command! If you wish, I could even offer my sternum...!"

"Silence!!"

Crack-!

I struck the lich's skull hard with the hilt of my sword.

The skull cracked and split. Knowing it would regenerate anyway, I put my full strength into the blow.

How dare he try to turn a normal person into a bone lover!

"Listen carefully! I have perfectly normal sexual desires. I have zero interest in your clavicle, sternum, or whatever—don't ever bring it up again...!"

"Y-Yes, understood!"

I couldn't forgive him for arbitrarily labeling me a necrophiliac.

Just as I was determined to give him a severe scolding, the Demi-lich bowed his head even lower and earnestly cried out.

"Th-Then...! I shall create a female body that suits my lord's tastes!"

"What?"

"I didn't pay much attention since I have no particular interest in physical bodies, but recently among liches, 'mi-yuk' has become quite popular!"

"Mi-yuk? What's that?"

"It's short for 'wearing a beautiful girl's body,' where through magic, one creates an ideal female human body and then...!"

"That's enough."

If I heard any more, I felt I might learn about depths I never wanted to know.

This was a setting that wouldn't even appear in adult novels.

Somehow, the Demi-lich seemed more difficult to deal with after the battle than during it.

"I'll spare your life. Start atoning for all the evil deeds you've committed."

"If I may ask, how should I go about atoning for my evil deeds?"

"Well... I'm going to return the money I earned from selling the cure to the people. You bring in the same amount."

"So I just need to earn money?"

"Yes. But earn it through legitimate means! If you make money through illegal transactions or evil deeds, I'll destroy your life vessel without mercy."

"I shall obey your command!"

The Demi-lich knelt down, paid his respects loyally, and then vanished.

As long as the submission rune was in place, I could summon him anytime, so there was no need to worry about him escaping.

Plus, I had ordered him to keep silent about me, so there was no concern about him selling my information elsewhere.

"That wraps up this case! Let's head back."

["Contractor."]

'Why are you calling?'

["After hearing what the Demi-lich said earlier, you weren't tempted, were you?"]

'How could I be?!'

["I see you were tempted..."]

'I wasn't!'

On the way back to the village, I had to firmly explain my preferences to Prah.

But somehow, the perception of being a bone lover wouldn't go away.

It was frustratingly unfair.

***

Three days had passed since the final battle with the Demi-lich.

There were no more people showing symptoms of the plague in Bardel Village or the nearby villages.

After a long struggle, the epidemic had finally ended.

"Thank you! You are our village's... no, the world's savior!"

"Calling me the world's savior is too much praise."

"No. Your good deed is an achievement that will be remembered throughout the kingdom for generations. I will report this matter to the kingdom on behalf of our village!"

"You really don't have to do that..."

My body reflexively flinched at the word "kingdom."

I had already accumulated enough merit through dealing with demons and eradicating the bandit group.

If it became known that I had also cured the plague and saved countless lives, the Princess Knight would definitely summon me.

That was the last thing I wanted, so I kept my mask firmly pressed against my face until the end.

"By the way, are you sure it's alright to donate such a large sum that you earned with such difficulty?"

I had donated half of my earnings to the temple.

I didn't particularly have charitable intentions; it was for a different reason.

"Please don't worry about my donation. It was simply too burdensome an amount for me to carry around, so I donated it. Besides, large sums of money tend to attract greedy individuals. I believe it's best to have just the right amount of money."

"You truly are a virtuous person."

The gazes of the nuns and priests looking at me intensified.

They were looking up to me as if I might be the deity they believed in.

If I had shown a bit more benevolence, would they have worshipped me like fanatics?

I thought it was good that I had sold the cure for money.

The business transaction had served as a restraint.

I breathed a sigh of relief inwardly.

"Anyway, now that the plague has completely ended, I'll be moving on to the next village. Thank you for all your hard work."

"Thank you again! May blessings accompany you on your journey...!"

We waved our arms toward the priests and nuns as we exited the temple.

As we were about to descend the temple stairs, it happened.

"Wait a moment!"

The young nun I had first met at the temple was suddenly running toward me.

Did she have something else to say?

As I was thinking this, the girl took out a handkerchief from her bosom. It was mine.

"You left your handkerchief behind!"

"Ah, thank you! But you don't have to return it."

"Pardon?"

"I'll give it to you as a memento."

"R-Really?"

"Yeah."

Leaving those words that she didn't need to return it, I turned to leave.

I gave it to her as a reward for enduring difficult times at such a young age.

["Will that be alright?"]

'What?'

["That handkerchief contains your... ah, never mind."]

'If you're going to say something, say it all the way through.'

["It's really nothing to worry about. More importantly, let's go meet the Demi-lich."]

'Come to think of it, I completely forgot about that.'

I hadn't met him once since ordering him to earn money.

I should have monitored whether he was up to something suspicious.

["Should I summon him here right now?"]

'No, just tell me where he is. I want to see with my own eyes what he's doing.'

["Understood."]

The place Prah directed me to was a shabby house on the outskirts of the village.

Apparently, he had been holed up in this abandoned house for three whole days.

He might as well have been advertising that he was up to something suspicious.

'They say old habits die hard...'

I clicked my tongue and kicked the door.

I was prepared to drag the Demi-lich out and give him a good beating, but...

"Hello everyone! Your Lich King! Death-Death Hades here!"

"Huh...?"

"Wh-What? M-My lord?!"

I couldn't close my mouth at the sight that greeted me when I opened the door.

A little girl sitting in front of a magic crystal ball, striking a cute pose.

Thanks to the rune Prah had carved, I instinctively realized that she was the Demi-lich.

The way she addressed me and the look of dismay in her eyes confirmed it.

"...What are you doing?"

"M-My lord! This is a misunderstanding! I was just trying to earn money...!"

At that moment, the space next to the crystal ball distorted, and a gold coin dropped to the floor.

Simultaneously, a meaningful voice came from the crystal ball.

"Did you get caught?"

The Demi-lich, with his expensive crystal ball and high-level space distortion magic.

The sight of this near-pinnacle magician at work left me speechless.

At the same time, Prah's words carried a sense of emptiness.

["...This is insane."]

Ah. Madness, you have won.

Ch.32 - 032. Demi Rich's New Life
I backed away slowly from where I had entered and gently closed the door.

Inside, the Demi-lich was desperately calling for me, but I thoroughly ignored it.

While I was at it, I used freeze magic to completely ice over the door, then quietly slipped away.

*We didn't see anything.*

[Yes, it's better to think that way.]

There are all sorts of people... no, undead in this world.

Agreeing with Prah, I ran toward the village entrance without looking back.

However, in the middle of my hasty escape, my body suddenly floated into the air.

A chilling sensation ran down my spine.

When I looked back, I saw a rift in space. From within, an arm reached out.

A slender, snow-white feminine hand grabbed my clothes and pulled me into the rift.

I didn't need to look closely to know who the arm belonged to.

"My lord...! Please hear me out!"

"Aaaah! Let go of me!"

"Please calm down and listen to my situation!"

"How could anyone stay calm? A lich I was fighting tooth and nail just three days ago is now a female and acting all corrupted...!"

Though not quite a Death Knight, I had my own admiration for Demi-liches.

Aside from the arrogance, the qualities the Demi-lich had shown were brilliant.

The use of various elemental magic, tremendous power, and implementation of multiple magic circles.

It was perfect enough to be called a mage's role model, but now this excellent opponent had become female and appeared before me.

If this isn't the abyss, then what is?

"There were unavoidable circumstances that led to my current state! I'll explain everything, so please listen...!"

I wanted to knock her unconscious and flee.

But the core of the girl before me was still a Demi-lich.

No matter how many times I hit her, she wouldn't faint, let alone die.

In the end, as fear and madness crept in, I had no choice but to listen to the Demi-lich.

"Ahem! Ahem! I will now explain the situation."

"Keep it brief."

"Ah, understood."

The circumstances I heard from the Demi-lich were truly ridiculous.

Before becoming a lich, she had been a demon and naturally knew nothing about earning gold.

After much deliberation on how to make money, the Demi-lich went to meet a fellow lich who was running a cult.

The lich she met after a long time had somehow become a little girl and was proudly performing in front of cult followers.

Watching countless gold coins pour out from the devotees in the cauldron of enthusiasm, the Demi-lich couldn't help but be amazed.

"So you're dressed as a cute girl to make money by copying that lich?"

"Exactly!"

After that, the Demi-lich asked her colleague various questions and finally opened her eyes to the benefits of cuteness.

Thus, the white-haired, red-eyed cute girl lich, Hades, was born.

"So you're pretending to be a cute girl to make money."

"That's right."

"Then what's this?"

I tapped the magic crystal orb in front of Hades with my finger.

I knew that magic crystal orbs were artifacts that could show the image of a desired target.

But strangely, Hades' crystal orb was projecting her own image.

"This is a Cam Orb that projects my frontal appearance."

"That's it?"

"Of course that's not all! It wouldn't be an artifact if that was all it did! When I infuse magic into this orb..."

Hades placed her hand on the Cam Orb and released magical energy.

Like a soap bubble, a new crystal orb was duplicated from inside the original one.

"This way, a duplicate is created that shows the exact image projected from the original. After embedding space distortion magic into these duplicated orbs, I distributed them throughout the world!"

"Good heavens!"

I've unleashed poison upon the world...!

That thought filled me with intense self-loathing.

Regardless, Hades continued her explanation.

"If you put gold coins into the duplicated orb and record your voice, it comes to where I am. This way, I've already earned over 200 gold coins!"

She's made a killing in the meantime?

At this rate, she'd reach her target amount within a week.

It was surprising enough that there were livestreams in this other world, but it was even more absurd that people were falling for it.

"I provide entertainment to humans, and humans give me money in return. As you commanded, I've earned money through legitimate means!"

"Well, yes, it's not exactly cheating..."

I couldn't say that livestreaming was inherently bad.

Denying Hades' methods would be like denying minstrels who earn money by providing music and entertainment.

It's just that from my red-pilled perspective, the current situation was dizzying.

"Anyway, my cuteness has started to reach its peak, and soon I'll be able to prove my worth to you, my lord!"

"Y-yeah. Keep up the good work, and I'll call you if I need anything. Can I go now?"

"Understood. Thank you for giving me your valuable time!"

Hades bowed politely.

I waved my hand casually and went back through the rift in space.

Even as I was leaving, I could hear distressing sounds from behind...

"I'm sorry, everyone! There was a brief personal matter! I'll restart the broadcast now, so please continue to watch your Lich King! Hades!"

[Can you shake your butt?]

"Thank you for the 5 gold coins, Hades' Footmat! I can't really shake my butt, but instead I'll show you my specialty—hip bouncing!"

[Hades, off-fan meeting?]

"I appreciate the support, but if you say things like that, I'll have to fire my Death-Death Beam at you!"

WA! It seems like I've spent a terrible time there.

[Contractor.]

*What?*

[This body thought that I was the only heinous and vicious being in existence.]

*Yeah.*

[But it seems this body is still just a frog in a well.]

*Let's stop there. You might get devoured by the abyss too.*

[Right...]

At the village entrance.

My companions asked what had happened when they saw me looking like my soul had left my body.

But I just got on the carriage with my lips tightly sealed.

This made them even more curious, but I maintained my silence.

It was a story I could never tell them.

***

Felix Academy.

The place where young people gathered to become heroes was as noisy as ever today.

Competition and fights between students, as well as fostering friendships and sharing love.

It was filled with scenes like pages from youth's book.

"Hey, have you seen Hades' broadcast?"

"You mean the one that's hot in the Capital these days?"

"Yeah, I heard it's super popular in my hometown too, not just the Capital!"

"Really?"

"Seeing your reaction, you must not have seen it yet. I'll specially lend you my crystal orb, so check it out today! By the way, if you put gold coins in the orb, you can communicate with Hades, so try it if you can afford it."

Like young blood always seeking and leading new trends, Hades' broadcast was all the rage within the Academy.

An entertainment experience like never before. While some weren't particularly interested, the number of enthusiasts was overwhelmingly large.

Especially considering that 80% of the male students at the Academy were watching Hades' broadcast.

Amidst this hot trend, an unexpected figure showed interest.

"What are you guys watching?"

"Oh, Jun-hyeok!"

"Hades' broadcast! Want to watch too?"

"Broadcast...?"

For Kang Jun-hyeok, who had been possessed, broadcasts weren't particularly unfamiliar.

But he was in a fantasy world.

Surprised that broadcasts existed in a non-modern era, Jun-hyeok looked into the crystal orb.

"Whoa!"

Jun-hyeok's mouth fell wide open.

The girl in the crystal orb appeared incredibly beautiful to his eyes.

Ruby-like enchanting red eyes, flawless clean skin, and snow-white hair.

Despite her inhuman appearance, her bright smile and friendly tone captivated men's hearts.

Moreover, the fangs that slightly showed when she smiled were the crowning touch to her charm, leaving Jun-hyeok unable to look away.

"You think I'm cute? Oh my! When you compliment me so suddenly, my skull turns red!"

She seemed weak to compliments, always blushing when praised.

"You want to touch my collarbone? P-pervert!!"

When faced with comments bordering on sexual harassment, she would shout "Death Punch!" while secretly feeling embarrassed.

"You made a mistake and got scolded by your boss? It's okay! If there are unlucky days, there are also lucky days! When you're having a hard time, I'll comfort you, so please lift your cheekbones while watching my broadcast!"

She would listen sincerely to complaints and respond with a smile.

Combined with her unparalleled beauty, it was impossible for any man not to fall for her.

"How is it? Isn't Hades' broadcast awesome?"

"It's amazing... Where did you get this crystal orb?"

"They're giving them out for free at a general store near the slums! They're probably all gone by now, but if you go early tomorrow morning, you might get one."

"I see. Thanks for the info."

After watching the broadcast as if entranced, Jun-hyeok finally tore his eyes away from the crystal orb and continued on his way.

However, Hades' image still lingered in his mind.

"Hades..."

She wasn't a character from "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," nor had she ever been mentioned.

Attracted by her rarity, Jun-hyeok lightly licked his lips.

A new heroine candidate had been added to the harem he was planning.

Ch.33 - 033. Spending Peaceful Days
"What? There's no carriage going to Rebron Village?"

"The bridge was washed out when the river flooded from the heavy rain two days ago. The village workers are working hard to fix it, but the bridge was completely destroyed, so they're practically rebuilding it from scratch."

"I see..."

I was so close to home, with only two more villages to pass through.

But now this disaster was making the journey to the next village difficult.

"How long will it take until it's completed?"

"At least three days, they say."

"Three days... Is there no detour we could take?"

"There is one, but it takes much longer and the path is both complicated and dangerous, so I wouldn't recommend it."

"I guess there's no helping it then."

Typical protagonists would probably forge ahead on the difficult path anyway.

But since I'm not someone overflowing with ambition, I decided to stay in the village for an extended period.

Why go looking for trouble unnecessarily?

I finished my conversation with the coachman and relayed the news to my companions.

Everyone agreed with my opinion and we decided to stay in the village.

"Sis, I'm sleepy..."

"Lewen seems very tired."

"Yes. I think we should find lodging first."

"Then shall we look for a good inn nearby?"

"I'll look for an inn! Gracious Teacher, please feel free to enjoy the village streets!"

"Ah, alright."

Rin's intense desire not to burden me with her brother's situation came through clearly.

I was about to suggest we look together, but since she strongly insisted on doing it herself, I swallowed my words.

"I'll come find you later."

"Sure."

With that, Rin firmly held her brother's hand and left to find an inn.

She said she would let me know the location later, so I decided to kill time in the streets until then.

"Hehe! It's just the two of us now."

"That's right. It's been a while since we've been alone like this."

"It's been almost ten days since Rin and Lewen joined us."

"The journey's been lively, so it hasn't been boring, right?"

"That's true. But there were times when I wanted to spend time alone with you, Bern!"

Rene spoke with a slightly sulky tone, as if mildly upset.

Since Alfheim, the time we spent alone together had decreased considerably.

Naturally, the attention I paid to her decreased as well, which seemed to be her complaint.

It looks like I need to soothe this sulking half-dragon's feelings before nightfall.

"Then shall we go sightseeing together, just the two of us, for old times' sake?"

At my suggestion.

"Yes, let's!"

Rene answered with a smile and tightly hugged my arm.

Then she pulled on my body as if urging me forward. At the same time, she was vigorously wagging her tail.

This half-dragon is certainly honest about her desires.

She didn't seem to care at all that her chest was pressing against my arm.

As a man, it felt nice, but I worried that she should develop some self-awareness.

It's harmful to the hearts of men in their prime, after all.

"Let's go!"

"Alright."

I took Rene, who was already stomping her feet in excitement, into the crowd on the street.

I hope nothing happens this time...

***

At a café in the village.

After finishing a round of shopping, we settled near the window for a casual tea time.

"Eww! Milk tea is delicious, but why is black tea so bitter?"

"That's how it's supposed to taste. That's why I told you to just drink milk tea."

"I got curious because you drink it so often, Bern."

"I like this bittersweet taste and the subtle aroma of tea leaves."

Besides, black tea's flavor is enhanced when paired with sweet desserts.

The bitterness makes the tongue more sensitive to sweetness.

That's why I enjoy drinking black tea.

But it seems Rene, with her childish palate, couldn't accept it.

"If it's hard to drink, give it to me. I'll drink it."

"Ah...! W-wait!"

I took Rene's teacup and brought it to my lips.

The warm, bittersweet taste filled my mouth.

As I savored the tea, I noticed Rene's face had turned as red as the tea.

Was she upset about having her drink taken away, even though she disliked it?

"Don't be mad. I'll order you milk tea instead."

"I'm not angry!"

"No?"

"No! I-it's just that the place where your lips touched was where my lips had been..."

Rene muttered in a voice so quiet it was like a worm burrowing into the ground.

She was fidgeting with her fingers, seemingly embarrassed to speak.

How innocent to be embarrassed by something like an indirect kiss.

Though certainly, many people do consider such things important.

"The fact that my bodily fluids have seeped into your body...eep!"

Oh my, she was thinking about it in a much more vulgar way than I was.

While my thoughts stopped at the indirect kiss, Rene had progressed to the idea of saliva exchange.

I wonder how the once-pure half-dragon I first met became so corrupted...

*It was because of me.*

Reflecting on my behavior, I realized I was the culprit.

Though I hadn't directly imparted such knowledge, my actions hadn't been good for the children's emotional development.

With Lewen now joining us as a travel companion, I should be more careful about my words and actions from now on.

"You're making me embarrassed too. Stop thinking weird things."

"Ow!"

As I always did, I stretched out my arm and tapped Rene's forehead with my finger.

It was a flick meant to dispel her troubling thoughts, but she was rubbing her forehead and grinning broadly.

"Don't tell me you've started to enjoy being hit?"

"That's not it! I'm smiling because I get to spend time alone with you like this, Bern!"

"I thought you'd discovered a new fetish."

"Ugh...! You really don't understand my feelings at all, Bern."

Rene stretched forward and buried her face on the table.

Though I couldn't see her expression, it was clear she was upset.

"Don't be mad. I bought you lots of clothes instead."

Before our tea time, we had spent a full two hours shopping.

About 80% of that time was spent on Rene's fashion show, choosing clothes.

It was soul-draining to be asked for opinions as she tried on various outfits.

"You secretly enjoyed it too, Bern."

When Rene came out wearing only underwear, I broke out in a cold sweat rather than losing my soul.

The fair skin slightly visible beneath the thin fabric was stimulating to a man.

To be crude, I even had the desire to fondle her to my heart's content.

I barely held back only because I thought it was too early to cross that line with Rene.

Recalling that memory now, my lower body began to stiffen.

I need to change the subject...

"Hey, Bern. Do you find me that unattractive?"

"...Where did that come from?"

"Well, I try hard to look good for you as a woman, but you hardly react."

It's not that I don't want to react.

I just want to approach relationships cautiously.

Since the moment I decided to see Bern's happy ending, I've been suppressing my desires as much as possible.

The reason I kept my distance even when attractive women like Rene, Rin, and Marianne approached was because I feared my suppressed desires would burst forth.

If I were a man without self-control, I would have made a move long ago.

"The reason my reactions seem indifferent is because I want to maintain our current relationship. Not too close, not too distant."

"Is there really a need to keep such distance?"

"Once we cross that line, we can't go back. I want to approach carefully. And even if I vaguely sense the other person's feelings, it's not a certainty, right?"

If I thought she had feelings for me and we got physical, but it turned out she was just interested in me, it would be a disaster.

Not only for me, but she too would be unable to face me, making our relationship much more awkward than before.

I don't particularly want that outcome.

Some might call me a cowardly virgin, but I can't help it.

I want to be a husband loved by a pure and virtuous wife, not a Doormat Husband.

"...I wouldn't mind crossing that line with you, Bern."

"What?"

"When I first met you, it was just curiosity. But as we traveled together, laughed and talked, I gradually realized my feelings. I..."

"What are you two discussing so animatedly?"

The person who cut off Rene's passionate speech midway was Rin.

Having finished the inn arrangements, she approached us with a gentle smile.

But somehow, Rin's smile lacked the warmth it usually had.

Meanwhile, Rene, whose words had been interrupted, frowned and pressed her lips tightly together.

Furthermore, she was glaring at Rin with sharp dragon eyes.

The atmosphere had instantly plummeted.

In this suffocating atmosphere, even Prahk in its sheath began to tremble.

Why are you reacting like that?

Ch.34 - 034. Nothing Happened
This is uncomfortable.

The current situation was extremely uncomfortable.

Rene staring consistently at the window, Rin sipping the same tea as me, and me watching both of their reactions.

Not a single word had been exchanged since Rin joined us.

If things continued like this, what would happen if the silence persisted?

I was curious, but I might die of frustration before finding out.

So I painfully forced myself to speak.

"Did you put Lewen to bed properly?"

"Yes. As always, I got two inn rooms, tucked him into bed, and came here. He looked like an angel sleeping soundly."

"Good job..."

And that was the end of the conversation.

Unfortunately, no matter how much I racked my brain, I couldn't think of anything else to say.

As silence descended upon the situation again, unable to bear the atmosphere, I decided to leave my seat.

"I'm going to the restroom for a moment. On my way back, I'll bring more tea and snacks."

"See you soon."

"Take care."

This was the first time the overlapping voices of the two women had seemed so terrifying.

I wasn't sure if it was okay to leave them alone, but given that we'd gotten along without any issues so far, I thought there wouldn't be any major problems.

Believing that, I stood up from my seat.

[Contractor. Don't tell me you don't know?]

'Know what?'

[What feelings Rene and Rin harbor for you.]

'I know that too. That they both have goodwill toward me.'

[If you know, why did you leave those two alone?]

'I said I was going to the bathroom. I couldn't ask one of them to come with me. Besides, surely they won't fight bloodily just because I left them alone?'

[...You really don't understand women's hearts.]

'Want to make a bet? I bet nothing will happen until I return.'

[Very well. I'll bet that something will happen. What's the prize for the winner?]

'How about granting one wish of their choice?'

[Not bad. Let's see whose prediction is correct.]

Prah's meaningful words made me uneasy, but I decided not to worry too much.

Going to the bathroom would take at most 3 to 5 minutes.

I couldn't imagine any accident happening in that short time.

Right...?

***

A cold current flowed between the two women.

With the man who had been acting as a wall between them temporarily absent, the chill intensified.

With the only mediator gone, the conflict between the two was escalating in earnest.

It began with a single remark from the half-dragon who had been staring out the window until now.

"Why did you do that?"

"...What do you mean?"

"Are you asking because you don't know? I'm asking why you interrupted at such an important moment!"

"I don't understand what you're talking about, Rene."

"Don't play dumb. I sensed your presence in the nearby alley even before you entered the café."

"You seem to be under some serious misunderstanding. After leaving the inn, I was just wandering around trying to join Bern when I detected both of you here through mana and came looking."

Crack!

Rene gritted her teeth at Rin's persistent denial.

She had suspicions but no concrete evidence.

Unable to move forward or back, Rene accumulated frustration until suddenly a good idea occurred to her, and she decided to change her approach.

"Really? So you had no idea what was happening just now?"

"That's right."

"I was about to confess my feelings to Bern. It fizzled out because you interfered, but when Bern returns, I'm going to gather my courage and express my feelings again. So would you mind leaving for a while?"

Rene smiled sweetly as she asked Rin to leave the café.

It meant that if she couldn't find a way to interrogate, she would take a direct approach.

The situation had turned unfavorable for Rin. However, Rin maintained her composure as much as possible and expressed her subjective opinion.

"Wouldn't that be troublesome for our teacher?"

"How is confessing my feelings troublesome? Are you trying to belittle my feelings?"

"Of course that wasn't my intention. I just thought that confessing right now might be too early."

"Why do you think that?"

"If I'm not mistaken, you and our teacher have known each other for less than a month. Isn't it too hasty to confess your feelings already...?"

"My mother told me that some people realize love in just an hour, and some fall in love at first sight. She added that love is that kind of emotion, so accept it honestly. That's why I think time is meaningless in love."

"You might think that way, but our teacher might think differently."

"That's why I'm prepared to accept the result even if Bern rejects me. So I'm asking you, a third party, to step aside."

Rin was defeated by these reasonable arguments.

Even Rin, who had been responding calmly until now, developed a slight wrinkle between her eyebrows.

It was obvious that the half-dragon before her would act as she pleased.

Rin began speaking in a slightly aggressive tone.

"If you liked someone else, I would have let it be. But if the object of your confession is our teacher, I cannot agree with that."

"May I ask why?"

"Don't you know? Our teacher has vaguely noticed our feelings. The reason he keeps his distance is simple. He's not ready to accept us yet! If one of us suddenly confesses in the midst of this, our teacher will definitely feel burdened."

"You don't know that! He might actually overcome his hesitation and accept my feelings!"

Grind!

Finally, Rin also gritted her teeth and decided to reveal her true feelings.

"Isn't that unfair! I also want to confess my feelings for our teacher! But I'm holding back because now is not the right time."

"So you're saying you'll keep hiding your feelings without expressing them even though you like him?"

"It's too early for both of us! We should win our teacher's heart more before confessing so that we don't burden him!"

"What you're thinking isn't love, it's just worship."

"Don't make assumptions...! I'm speaking with our teacher's feelings as my priority!"

Rene believed that if you truly like someone, you should always be honest, while Rin thought that if you sincerely care about Bern, you should refrain from confessing right now.

With these opposing views, their voices gradually became more heated.

Everyone in the café was watching the two women's argument, but no one could stop them.

After all, one was a half-dragon and the other was a sword saint.

The aura they emitted carried an intimidating pressure that instinctively made people shrink back.

"I don't care if you object. I'm going to confess my feelings to Bern!"

"Do you think I'll just let you?"

"If you won't let me? Are you going to fight me?"

The two women, each at the pinnacle of their respective domains—species and swordsmanship—faced each other, sharpening their energies.

They looked ready to tear into each other at any moment.

Rene revealed her claws, and Rin placed her hand on her sword hilt.

It seemed like they would clash immediately if someone gave a signal.

Sensing this, the surrounding air trembled frantically.

This indicated that both of their skills had transcended ordinary realms.

Gulp-!

People kept swallowing nervously in anticipation, fervently praying that nothing would happen.

Though they wanted to escape, their bodies were frozen in fear and wouldn't move, yet staying put meant risking serious injury if caught in the fight.

The customers were in a predicament, unable to do anything.

Meanwhile, Rene and Rin were extending their fists and hands toward each other, just one step away from collision.

"What are you two doing?"

Bern's quiet voice was heard as he returned from the bathroom.

Simultaneously, Rene hid her claws, and Rin returned her sword to its scabbard at the speed of light and removed her hand.

Then they both pretended nothing had happened.

"N-nothing in particular!"

"Yes. I was just stretching because my body felt stiff from sitting still!"

"...Is that so?"

Though Bern found their behavior strange, he didn't question it further and gathered his things.

Then he naturally opened the café door and looked back.

"What are you doing? Aren't you coming?"

"I-I'm coming!"

"I'll be right there!"

The two hurriedly gathered their belongings.

Bern smiled slightly and went outside the café first.

[The bet is my victory.]

'But no accident has happened yet!'

[If you hadn't rushed out of the bathroom, that place would have become an empty lot. Do you still refuse to admit defeat?]

'...How about a draw?'

[Not a chance, contractor. Whoo-hoo...!]

"Haah...!"

Two women who were about to fight over him, and a demonic sword making sinister plans with the wish it had luckily won.

Bern's sigh grew heavier today, but deep down, he realized something.

That he couldn't hide his feelings forever.

Ch.35 - 035. Hoping To Get Closer
The morning after my defeat in the bet with Prahf.

An uncomfortable atmosphere still lingered at the breakfast table.

The cause was obviously Rene and Rin.

They were in a temporary truce because of me, but it was unclear when they might start fighting again.

*I should probably do something about this...*

[If you know that, then hurry up and fix it.]

*But I don't know how to make them reconcile.*

If they were younger, I would have made them hold hands and told them to make up.

But they're both proper ladies now. Trying to make them reconcile that way would only backfire.

I needed to come up with a more innovative and effective way for them to make peace.

"Brother and sisters, did something happen?"

In the midst of my headache, Lewen's unexpected question caught us all off guard.

Not just me, but Rene and Rin were startled as well.

It was the sudden intrusion of someone who had no connection to this conflict.

"N-nothing happened!"

"Then why do you all look so unhappy?"

"I had a disturbing dream last night!"

"All three of you had bad dreams...?"

Rene and Rin were fumbling with their words, desperately trying to hide their situation.

They didn't want Lewen to know about their fight.

Watching this scene, a brilliant idea flashed in my mind.

*Maybe using Lewen could solve this?*

The key to the solution was unexpectedly close at hand.

After breakfast, as everyone dispersed, I quietly called Lewen aside.

Then I explained to him why the morning atmosphere had been so tense.

Rene and Rin wouldn't have wanted this, but I had no choice. I was willing to borrow even a child's help to resolve this situation.

"It's your fault, brother!"

"Ugh!"

I never expected to be hit with such facts from a 5-year-old.

"You're playing with the feelings of Rene and our sister, aren't you?"

"P-playing with...?"

"Am I wrong?"

"..."

[Hahaha!! That's exactly right! The contractor is getting schooled!]

My mind went blank from the heavy blow of truth.

I wanted to defend myself, but since it wasn't wrong, I could only keep my mouth shut.

Meanwhile, Prahf was laughing with glee.

"Do you dislike the sisters, brother?"

"N-no..."

"Then why don't you just say you like both of them?"

"If a man says he likes two women, problems arise."

"What kind of problems?"

"Being called a player, two-timer, 'This isn't true love!' and so on. Society would view me in a negative light..."

"That's strange. Sister told me that the kingdom traditionally practices polygamy?"

"Ah...!"

Come to think of it, this world of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" recognized polygamy.

It was a setting included to justify Kang Jun-hyeok's harem system.

The current king alone had as many as 10 wives.

Though it might be because he was king, you could often see men walking with two women.

*Then why were those two fighting?*

[Contractor, you're truly dense. They were competing over whose feelings for you were stronger.]

*Is that so?*

[Aren't they both girls who received your helping hand? They take pride in their love for you. With such different notions about love, they were bound to clash.]

*Women's hearts are hard to understand.*

[Simply put, they both want to win your heart more than anyone else.]

In other words, they were fighting over who would be the primary wife.

That made sense. Even in the Holden Kingdom, there had once been bloody fights between queens over the position of the official consort.

To prevent such a situation, the man needed to step in actively.

"Is the only way to stop the fight to scold them with a confession...?"

"What do you want to do, brother?"

"Hmm... This might sound terrible, but I want to maintain our current relationship until I return home."

Despite polygamy being accepted, I hadn't firmly decided my feelings for the two of them yet.

I know it's selfish of me. But I wanted to spend a little more time with them to solidify my feelings.

"The relationship where everyone gets along?"

"Yes."

"Can't be helped! I'll step in and help you!"

Lewen cleared his throat and shrugged his shoulders.

It was complicated having to rely on a child much younger than me, but this wasn't the time to be picky.

"In return, you have to confess to the sisters later, okay?"

"Alright."

"Good!"

Lewen smiled with satisfaction as he went up the stairs.

He told me he had a good idea and that I should just wait quietly.

[Such a precocious child despite his young age.]

*I know... It's hard to believe he's only 5.*

[Better than a certain virgin who's wishy-washy about managing his love interests.]

*Do you have to keep hitting where it hurts?*

While exchanging words with Prahf, Lewen came hopping down the stairs.

With a bright smile, he handed me a note.

"Go to the fountain in the town square by 10 o'clock! Check the contents of the note when you get there!"

Without explaining further, Lewen suddenly disappeared somewhere.

I had no idea what this 5-year-old was thinking.

***

At the fountain in the town square.

Bern, who arrived 10 minutes earlier than the scheduled time, rummaged through his pocket.

He took out the note Lewen had given him and unfolded it without hesitation.

*This is...*

[A map, it seems.]

The note turned out to be a map of the town.

It was drawn from an aerial view, with descriptions of buildings scattered throughout, but Bern's eyes were drawn elsewhere.

*Did Lewen add this line?*

A red line starting from the town fountain and connecting various places around town.

It was immediately obvious that someone had deliberately drawn this line.

*Is this a treasure hunt?*

[I don't think so. To me, it looks like a date course?]

Looking at the map again, Bern finally understood.

The route on the map consisted entirely of shops that women would likely enjoy.

Just as he was questioning Lewen's sources of information, Bern suddenly remembered something important.

"Wait? If this is a date course..."

"Gracious Teacher!"

At that moment.

There was a woman waving at Bern from a distance.

Rin was wearing a tank top that clearly revealed her cleavage, a white cardigan, and a short skirt.

She, who usually wore formal attire, had come in a daring outfit that exposed her skin.

"Thank you for inviting me on a date today!"

"Huh...?"

Distracted by Rin's outfit, Bern heard something that made him doubt his ears.

He had no memory of inviting her on a date. As Bern found this strange, Rin also tilted her head in confusion.

"Didn't you ask Lewen to tell me that you wanted to go on a date?"

"Ah...!"

Realizing it was Lewen's doing, Bern hesitated.

He couldn't bring himself to tell Rin, who had dressed up for a date, that it was just Lewen's prank.

"That's right. I did, didn't I?"

"Hehe! Did you forget already? I didn't know you had such an absent-minded side, Gracious Teacher."

"Sorry. Are you disappointed?"

"Not at all. I actually find it endearing—it shows your human side!"

Bern couldn't help but be moved by Rin's smile, which curved like a crescent moon.

She was always beautiful, but Rin in casual clothes was nothing short of a heart-stealer.

To escape her charm, he had to look elsewhere.

But when Bern turned his head in the opposite direction, another shock awaited him.

"Bern!"

A one-piece dress that revealed not only her shoulders but also her collarbone, and so short that a gust of wind might expose what was underneath.

A Dragonian wearing such a daring dress was approaching him nonchalantly.

"I'm sorry! Did you wait long?"

"Uh..."

With Rene joining after Rin, Bern's gaze became unfocused.

Meanwhile, as Rene and Rin recognized each other's presence, their expressions soured, and they immediately began sizing each other up.

"What brings you here?"

"That's what I'd like to ask you. Why are you with Bern?"

"I'm here for a date with Gracious Teacher today. He invited me himself, unlike you who just happened to run into him."

"I'm sorry, but that's my situation too. Bern invited me on a date."

Realizing they were both invited, their gazes focused on Bern.

As he became the center of attention, sweat began to pour from his forehead.

As Bern's breathing quickened, he caught sight of a boy watching from behind a wall. It was Lewen.

The boy who had created this situation was mouthing words to Bern.

Bern observed Lewen carefully and began to interpret.

*A.real.man.should.satisfy.two.women...?*

Bern's pupils began to tremble, but Lewen's words continued.

*Check.the.final.destination.*

Bern quietly lowered his head to look at the map.

At the end of the line that stretched from the fountain—at the end of the date course—was an inn known to be frequented only by adults.

After confirming this, Bern looked at Lewen again, who gave him a thumbs up.

*Is this kid a returnee or something?*

It was a level of sophistication that couldn't possibly come from a 5-year-old.

Ch.36 - 036. Lewen's Secret
After understanding the situation, I asked Rene and Rin if there had been a misunderstanding and requested they come back in 30 minutes.

The two, who had been engaged in a battle of nerves, reluctantly nodded and dispersed for a while.

Meanwhile, I ran to the alley where Lewen had been and confronted him.

Lewen was standing nonchalantly with his back against the wall, as if he'd expected me to come.

"Brother, are you sure this is okay? Leaving Sister Rene and my sister alone might cause them to fight again."

"It's fine. I saw them leave in different directions before coming here. More importantly, there's something I want to ask you."

"You don't need to say it—I already know. You're wondering how a five-year-old kid like me knows so much about adult matters, right?"

I nodded.

When I first read the note, I wasn't entirely sure, but now I could be certain.

Lewen was hiding a special secret.

"Unlike the Bern brother I knew, you're quite perceptive, so I'll be direct. I repeat my life every time I die."

"...So that's how it is."

"Oh? You don't seem surprised."

"I've seen similar cases before."

In truth, I hadn't actually met a regression returner before, but it was a common setting in novels, so I could accept it easily.

"Really? I always thought I was the only one..."

Furthermore, Kang Jun-hyeok, the protagonist of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," was originally set up as a reincarnator.

He died while foolishly wiggling his waist near a truck's fuel inlet, then reincarnated in another world—a completely absurd setup.

With reincarnation and possession already established, having a regression returner wasn't strange at all.

I just hadn't thought of Lewen as one because he was barely mentioned in the original story.

"By the way, who exactly are you? You seem completely different from the Bern brother I knew."

"You don't know about me?"

"No."

It seemed Lewen hadn't regressed from the world I'd possessed into.

In other words, even Lewen didn't know how my story would end.

He only knew Bern's original ending, not mine.

"Sorry, but it would be hard to explain in a way you'd understand. All I can tell you is that only my consciousness is different from the Bern you knew. Oh! But I didn't take over Bern's body because I wanted to!"

"I know. I've been watching you while pretending to be a child. Despite occasionally acting crazy, I judged you to be fundamentally good, which is why I revealed my identity. Besides, the advantages of regression disappeared once the future completely changed. Twenty-three cycles of regression, and now they're useless."

"You've gone through that many regressions?"

"Yes, though this is the first time the future has flowed differently or Bern's personality has changed."

In simple terms, I had changed the future before Lewen could do anything, through my possession of Bern.

Lewen must have had his own plans, and I felt sorry for arbitrarily changing his life.

As I twisted my lips with uneasiness, Lewen waved his hand dismissively.

"If you feel sorry for me, don't. I'm actually grateful to you."

"Grateful? Even though I completely changed the future you knew?"

"That's exactly why I'm grateful. You see, despite countless regressions, I couldn't cure my chronic illness. I could only really start moving after Bern gave me the medicine."

"Didn't you learn about the cure during your regressions?"

"I did. But this damn illness made even breathing difficult. So even with the knowledge, I couldn't tell my sister."

A chronic illness that made communication impossible.

I wasn't sure when his regression point started, but it must have been incredibly painful.

"Throughout all my cycles, I never once had a proper conversation with my sister. By the time I was cured, she was already gone from this world."

"Ah..."

Rin had died in Bern's place and entrusted Lewen to him, and Bern had desperately found a cure for Lewen.

That future had always been fixed for Lewen, so he had no choice but to follow fate.

"Isn't it tragic? My sister suffered for me every time, but I could never do anything for her before she left. I couldn't even be by her side when she died..."

"..."

"That's why I'm grateful to Bern but also resent him. If he had chosen my sister instead of his childhood friend, fate might have changed like it has now. Yet he always chose his childhood friend who didn't even like him. Even when I tried to dissuade him."

So Bern's "Doormat Husband" ending was fixed too.

I congratulated myself for cutting Sherin off early.

Not all pink-haired people are bad, but at least cutting off the Pink-Haired Slut was the right answer.

"Anyway, that's why I'm very grateful to you. You ended my suffering quickly and even saved my sister."

"If you're really grateful, could you stop with the cunning schemes like earlier?"

"Why? Do you dislike my sister?"

"I don't dislike her! It's just that, as I said before, I'm not mentally prepared yet."

"Haah...!"

Lewen let out a heavy sigh that didn't suit a boy his age.

It was the kind of sigh you'd expect from a middle-aged man with years of experience.

"You share a common trait with the Bern I knew."

"Huh? What's that?"

"You both reek of virginity."

"Kup...!"

I couldn't help but groan as he hit the mark.

Regardless, Lewen continued.

"Don't regret it later—if you like her, say it clearly. Personally, I'd prefer if you and my sister got together this way."

Puk, puk, puk!

Lewen made a hole with one hand and rapidly thrust his index finger in and out.

It was absolutely not a gesture a five-year-old should make, and I was horrified despite myself.

"Are you sure about this? She's your only sister..."

"You're our benefactor, so I can overlook that much. Moreover, my sister likes you, so I'm just giving her a push. As someone who's gone through multiple regressions, I want my sister to be happier."

"R-really?"

"So congratulations in advance! You'll get to take my sister's first experience—something even the original Bern never had!"

Is this NTR or not NTR...?

Every word from Lewen brought tremendous confusion.

"Hmm..."

"Still hesitating? Alright, let me tell you an interesting story to help you make up your mind."

"What is it?"

"Just listen. You won't regret it."

The story Lewen told was about Sherin and Bern's married life.

It was the behind-the-scenes story after the ending that wasn't revealed in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

"First, Sherin... no, I'll call her the Pink-Haired Slut like you did. The Pink-Haired Slut's daily routine consisted of spending money and time making herself beautiful. She bought luxury clothes and cosmetics with Bern's money and received meticulous care from her maids. But do you know who all that was for?"

"...Don't tell me, Kang Jun-hyeok?"

"That's right. While Jun-hyeok's wives were devoted to their husband, the Pink-Haired Slut maintained her beauty to impress him. Meanwhile, her actual husband spent his days fighting magical beasts on the frontlines."

"Go on."

"Even when Bern returned home injured, she never once went to greet him. During those times, she was busy agonizing over what to write in her letters to Jun-hyeok."

She's crossing the line?

My blood was already boiling to the top of my head.

But Lewen was snickering as if there was much more to come.

"Is that all? Despite being newlyweds, they never had sex even once and slept in separate rooms. The Pink-Haired Slut would think about Jun-hyeok's rod that took her virginity when she was young, and pleasure herself with vegetables of the same size every night. Leaving her husband all alone."

"Next."

"Eventually, while her husband was away, she conspired with greedy men to frame Bern. They accused him of plotting a rebellion. All this while Bern was dedicating himself to protecting the country."

"So how does it end?"

Lewen drew his hand across his throat in a slicing motion.

Bern had been exploited his entire life, only to meet an unjust death due to the Pink-Haired Slut's scheme.

I had thought it was fortunate that he at least stayed alive until the end, but Bern was treated as The Balance-Breaker until his very last moment.

"Well? Do you want to meet the same end?"

"Fuck, of course not...!"

The Pink-Haired Slut, whom I already detested, became even more disgusting.

Along with that, I developed a hatred for Kang Jun-hyeok too.

Bern had taught him techniques, became a necessary evil by taking on wicked deeds, and ultimately contributed to protecting the country.

And he kills such a loyal subject based on the Pink-Haired Slut's false accusations?

Such a bastard didn't deserve to be the protagonist.

"Now let me ask you a question. Unlike the Pink-Haired Slut, there are two women over there who only look at you and want to devote themselves to you. Who should you choose?"

"...That's easy."

I stood up abruptly and turned my steps toward the fountain.

If I remained idle after hearing about Bern's terrible end, I would be an idiot.

Kang Jun-hyeok and the Pink-Haired Slut. I absolutely had to achieve a happier ending than them.

As I took my first step, Lewen offered words of encouragement.

"I've reserved the room with the widest bed, so enjoy yourselves to the fullest until tomorrow morning. Even if a niece or nephew comes along, I'll take good care of them. Don't worry about heirs."

Without a doubt, a regression returner was the best ally one could have.

Ch.37 - 037. The City Of Gladiators, Rebron
I was finally able to board the carriage bound for Rebron after the bridge was completed through various twists and turns.

Due to our extended stay in the previous village, numerous events and changes had occurred.

The biggest change among them was that Rene and Rin no longer openly fought with each other.

"Bern! What kind of place is the town we're going to?"

"It's called Rebron, one of the kingdom's three famous cities of pleasure."

"A city of pleasure?"

"Yes. Rebron uniquely has the largest arena where gladiatorial matches are held daily. The spectators go wild watching the gladiators fight, and the gladiators can gain wealth and honor through victory. Though they have to risk their lives in exchange."

"Sounds scary."

"If you don't have that kind of guts, you can't be a gladiator. Anyway, people in Rebron tend to be rough, so be careful."

"You don't need to worry about that. I'll deal with anyone who gives you trouble, Gracious Teacher."

Rin firmly embraced my left arm as she spoke confidently.

Seeing this, Rene jumped in surprise and grabbed my right arm.

There was a subtle psychological battle between the two, but they didn't fight fiercely like before.

It felt more like they were both trying hard not to lose in their competition.

While that put my mind at ease, I was bothered by the little one snickering on my other side.

"Big brother is so lucky to be popular!"

Lewen spoke like an innocent child.

However, inside him was a man who had weathered many storms.

That's why, despite his pretense of innocence, to my eyes he looked like an old man enjoying the sight of young people's romance.

I was shaken when I heard he was a returnee, but since then I'd met the Mad Dragon's daughter, connected with the Blind Sword Saint, contracted with the Balance-Breaking demonic sword, and subjugated a Demi-lich.

At this point, I felt like nothing would surprise me anymore.

*Unless the Demon King suddenly appears during our journey...*

But the Demon King's revival was scheduled for two years later.

The revival ritual required many preparations, so demons carefully infiltrated human society and stole items little by little.

A year later, they would begin full-scale activities to forcibly take the harder-to-obtain materials.

All preparations would be completed exactly two years from now.

Therefore, there was absolutely no possibility of encountering the Demon King.

[Contractor.]

*What is it this time?*

[I'm merely warning you. When you have such thoughts, they tend to manifest in reality.]

*Come on! No matter what, something so unrealistic couldn't actually happen, right?*

[It may seem unrealistic now, but such a day might come eventually.]

*Even so, we're talking about the Demon King...*

[If that's what you think, I won't press the matter further, but always be careful with your words and thoughts.]

With Prah's admonition, the carriage continued toward the next town.

I felt slightly uneasy, but fortunately, there was no sign of the Demon King appearing or launching a surprise attack.

Somehow, though, Prah's words kept echoing in my mind.

***

"This is the biggest town I've seen since Front!"

Having safely arrived in Rebron, we were experiencing firsthand the scale of this pleasure city.

Stalls, weapon shops, and taverns lined up in rows, centered around the massive colosseum in the middle.

The place was bustling with all kinds of people.

As we felt from the entrance, Rebron was an extremely lively city.

They say gambling dens and brothels open at night, so I imagine this atmosphere would continue even after sunset.

"It's been a while since I've been to Rebron."

"You've been here before, Rin?"

"Yes. Once, long ago, I entered as a gladiator to test my limits."

"And you managed to survive?"

"I defeated everyone except the champion. And in the final championship match, I immediately forfeited after assessing my opponent's skill. That's how I survived."

Even Rin, who had reached the level of a sword saint, had feared facing the colosseum champion.

I was surprised that such a powerful person existed, while also wondering who they might be.

Someone with that level of strength should have been mentioned at least once in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

"Ah! But I'm confident I could win if I faced them now! So please don't be disappointed in me!"

"Don't worry. Even if you lost, I wouldn't be disappointed in you."

"I'm happy to hear that, but somehow it feels like you don't care if I lose."

"You're imagining things. Just imagining."

I laughed off the situation with a hearty "Ahaha."

It was the first time I'd seen Rin's pouty expression, but even that was cute.

She always maintained her composure, but showed various emotions only in front of me.

Is there anything more thrilling than being the only one who can see the hidden side of your lover?

"This won't do. Since I'm back in Rebron, I'll claim the champion title and prove my skills to you, Gracious Teacher!"

"You don't need to do that, I already believe in your abilities..."

"I also want to retest my skills, so I hope you understand."

"If that's your reason, I won't stop you, but be careful, okay? If it seems dangerous, forfeit anytime."

"You don't need to worry about that. I have two people I need to protect now."

Rin took my hand naturally, her face slightly flushed.

The gesture made my face burn hot as well.

My heart started pounding at Rin's behavior, sometimes like a great warrior, other times like a mature woman.

Her sudden expressions of affection were overwhelming.

"Bern! Then I'll also—!"

"You can't."

"Why not!"

"Because the colosseum is a place for combat, not for destroying opponents."

Though she had an excellent physique befitting a Dragonian, that was all she had.

If she wanted to achieve a high rank, she'd need to go all out, which would cause many problems.

First, revealing herself as a Dragonian would be grounds for disqualification.

And if she happened to fire the destructive beam she showed at the Magical Beast Contest, it would lead to a major accident with mass casualties among the spectators.

In other words, letting Rene participate wasn't just something to avoid—it was something to actively prevent.

"For these reasons, I forbid your participation."

"Ugh...! That's discrimination!"

"It's not discrimination, it's just common sense."

Rene continued to complain afterward, saying it wasn't fair, but no means no.

I kept shaking my head at Rene's proposal.

In the end, Rene became completely sulky, and suddenly Lewen tugged at my collar.

He seemed to have something he wanted to say.

I bent down, and Lewen whispered softly in my ear.

"Brother, at times like this, you should tell big sister Rene to forget about fighting and prepare to make babies instead."

"..."

Couldn't he at least turn on his blinker before coming at me like that?

I know there's an old man inside him, but his outward appearance is that of a young boy.

When such a child charges in without hesitation, the dissonance is no joke.

His body may have shrunk, but his mind remained the same.

I was afraid to even imagine what he might have done if I had given him a tranquilizer gun.

"Anyway, Rin should go register before it's too late, and Rene, let's go sightseeing around town together."

"Understood."

"Okay..."

Her voice still sounded disappointed, but it was better than before.

Since Rene enjoyed exploring towns, my suggestion seemed to have improved her mood slightly.

Just as we were about to part ways with Rin.

Prah's voice flowed into my mind.

[Contractor!]

*W-what? What's going on?*

[Emergency situation!]

*What is it?*

[There's a demonic sword in this city!]

*...So?*

[This is not something to react so calmly to! We must retrieve that demonic sword immediately!]

Is he asking me to contract with another demonic sword?

*Sorry, but I'm already struggling with just you. I don't want any more demonic swords.*

[Contractor, I haven't taught you this before, but originally there was only one demonic sword, and that was me.]

*And?*

[My power was so strong that the three great Demon Kings, fearing it, dispersed my power! Then they distributed it to other demons. Those are the current demonic swords.]

*That's news to me.*

[Of course. No one knows about the primordial demonic sword except for me and the King of Dwarves.]

Neither Prah nor the King of Dwarves had ever appeared in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

Since he said no one except those two knew about the history of demonic swords, it made sense that even I, as a reader, wouldn't know this information.

By the way, the fact that there was originally only one demonic sword was quite interesting.

*So what do you plan to do after retrieving the demonic sword?*

[Naturally, I intend to absorb it!]

*In other words, you want to return to being the primordial demonic sword?*

[That's roughly correct.]

*...I'm not convinced. If you return to being the primordial demonic sword, won't you become strong enough to break our contract?*

[I assure you that won't happen, so you can rest easy. And to be honest, I don't necessarily need to return to my primordial state. I just want to recover one ability I used to have.]

*What ability?*

[Poly—! No, it's not a particularly dangerous ability.]

Prah suspiciously evaded the question.

I considered ignoring him, but since Prah had helped me countless times, I decided to grant his request.

*So where is this demonic sword?*

[I sense the demonic sword's energy from the large building Rin is heading toward.]

Meaning it was inside the colosseum.

For some reason, I had a feeling I would need to enter the competition as well.

Ch.38 - 038. Escape Route Blocked
Using telepathic magic, I asked Rin to register me as well.

Rin tried to dissuade me, thinking she might have to fight me, but I couldn't give up on participating.

After explaining in detail that there was a demonic sword in the Colosseum that I needed to retrieve, Rin finally understood.

Not only that, but she also offered to look into it herself.

Leaving the reliable Rin to gather information about the demonic sword, I headed to the weapon shop.

[Contractor, why have you come to such a musty place?]

'If I'm at a weapon shop, obviously I'm here to look at weapons.'

[W-why! You should only need me...!]

'I can't use you in the arena, can I? The moment they discover you're a demonic sword, I'll be disqualified and face social consequences. If you don't like it, we can just give up on retrieving the demonic sword.'

[Hmm...!]

Prahf began to seriously contemplate.

What was more important—retrieving the demonic sword or his pride?

After struggling with this internal conflict, the demonic sword finally reached a conclusion.

[Very well. I'll overlook your infidelity this once. But at least choose a sword you used before meeting me...!]

'Unfortunately, I'm saving my sword for the end. I plan to use weapons I'm not familiar with at first to lower expectations of my abilities.'

[Why go to such lengths?]

'Obviously... for money!'

The main reason Rebron is designated as a pleasure city is because of the Colosseum's long tradition of gladiatorial gambling.

Bets are placed on gladiators, and the winners take the money.

I planned to make a fortune using gladiatorial gambling.

[...Money-grubber.]

It's a common tactic used by protagonists who come to another world, so I might as well use it too.

Since it's such a standard plot development, I intend to cash in nicely.

I planned to fight poorly on purpose to lower expectations as much as possible.

My odds would naturally increase, and in the meantime, I'd give Lewen capital and a plan to go all-in on me.

Then when I leave this town, I'll be riding a golden carriage.

The situation made me smile.

Just as I picked up a shabby-looking spear to put my plan into action—

"Gracious Teacher! I've completed all the registrations!"

Rin burst through the weapon shop door after finishing the participant registration.

"I've perfectly handled your paperwork too!"

"Good job."

"And while I was at it, I built up the audience's expectations for you! I told them you might become the Colosseum's next champion!"

"...What?"

"At first no one believed me, but after my passionate speech, they all seemed to believe it somewhat! Now all the audience's cheers will be solely for you!"

I put the spear back in its original place. Then I quietly walked out of the shop.

My dream of becoming a billionaire ended just like that.

As I hung my head in disappointment, suddenly someone placed their hand on my shoulder.

Was it someone trying to comfort me?

When I turned around, the weapon shop owner was there. He insisted I had to buy the spear since I had touched it.

Damn it...

***

The Colosseum located in the center of Rebron had a structure similar to Roman architecture.

However, Rebron's Colosseum was cleaner on the outside and larger than the one in Rome.

I heard it had been renovated to accommodate more spectators, making it even more massive.

As a result, even King Holden occasionally came to watch the gladiators' matches, and Rebron prospered much more than before.

"It's more impressive seeing it from the inside than the outside. Just look at all these spectators gathered together."

"I heard it can accommodate up to 130,000 people."

It could hold twice as many spectators as the Seoul World Cup Stadium.

How must the gladiators feel, preparing to engage in bloody battles in such a magnificent space?

Even though the opening was still far away, I was already starting to feel nervous.

Sensing my slight trembling, Rin smiled brightly and held my hand firmly.

"You don't need to be nervous. Once the match starts, you'll only see your opponent."

"Really?"

"Yes. You're only conscious of the audience before the match starts and after it ends. So there's no need to worry about it now."

"That's a relief, but..."

Bern's body, with its good intuition, was sensitive to others' gazes.

I wasn't confident I could act normally during the match when tens of thousands of spectators would be staring at me all at once.

That wasn't the only drawback of this body.

Once combat began, I'd be fixated on the opponent's neck, fighting with my gaze semi-fixed.

Bern's damn neck fetish added to my anxiety.

"So even you get nervous about things like this, Gracious Teacher."

"I'm still human after all. I can't be perfect all the time."

[The contractor I've known was far from the word 'perfect'...]

'Shut up.'

[Hyeek!]

I flicked my finger and tapped Prahf's handle dozens of times.

After a brief moan, my mind finally cleared.

Prahf's problem is that he adds too many unnecessary comments.

"By the way, where did Rene and Lewen go? I haven't seen them for a while."

"Lewen said he was sleepy and went back to the inn with Rene's help."

"It's still the middle of the day?"

"Don't they say growing children need a lot of sleep? Naps are natural."

The problem is that the soul inside that body isn't a child.

However, since Lewen had told me not to reveal his regression to anyone, I quietly nodded.

I just hope he isn't up to something strange.

"Looks like it's about to start."

A man in light clothing walked to the center of the arena.

Just by his appearance, I could tell he wasn't a fighter but the arena's host.

Amid the audience's enthusiastic cheers, the man raised a staff with amplification magic and shouted loudly.

"Ladies and gentlemen! Thank you for waiting! We will now begin the 6974th Rebron Gladiatorial Tournament!"

"We've been waiting! Damn it!"

"Let's go!"

"I'm going all-in on the underdog again today!"

Along with the host's shout, the audience's reaction grew even more intense.

They were clamoring to see the gladiatorial matches so badly that my eardrums felt numb.

"Your enthusiasm is as hot as ever today! Alright, I'll introduce today's distinguished guest and then we'll start the matches right away!"

"According to royal decree, Rebron's gladiatorial tournaments must always have at least one noble in attendance. That's why the organizers take time to introduce the distinguished guest who fills that seat during the opening ceremony."

"What an interesting tradition."

"It's their way of showing that the royal family and nobles are interested in the people's entertainment."

"I see."

In modern terms, would it be like a president or congressman going to a market?

Since it was called entertainment, maybe it's more like visiting an internet cafe or karaoke room rather than a market.

That thought made me chuckle a bit.

"The distinguished guest who will grace us with their presence today is...! The Princess Knight of the Holden Kingdom, Charlotte!"

"...Huh?"

Clank-! Clank-!

The sound of heavy combat boots drew everyone's attention to the center.

A knight walking straight toward where the host stood.

Taking the staff from the host, the knight removed the helmet that had been covering their face.

Beneath the helmet, a beautiful blonde woman revealed herself.

"Since the people gathered here are eager for the matches, let's keep this brief. The gladiator who shines most in this tournament will be welcomed as a candidate to be my husband, I, Holden Charlotte, declare!"

"""Waaaaaah!!"""

The princess's generous offer was receiving tremendous support from the audience.

It was an opportunity for even a commoner, not just a noble, to rise in status instantly.

Not only the audience but also the gladiators waiting in the preparation room began to cheer wildly.

Meanwhile, I fell into the greatest dilemma of my life.

'Prahf.'

[What has you trembling so much?]

'To retrieve the demonic sword, I need to aim for victory, but if I win, I might die in the princess's bedroom.'

[While I don't quite understand why the situation becomes so extreme, it is indeed a difficult choice.]

'So I was thinking, wouldn't it be better to just forfeit cleanly here and pray for Rin to win...'

[If that's what you want, I won't stop you, but unfortunately, it seems you're too late.]

Bang!

Before I could ask Prahf why, someone opened the door to the waiting room.

A white-haired old knight with a scar over one eye. His appearance immediately brought to mind a specific person.

It was Julius Randoll, the captain of the Garden Knights led by Princess Charlotte.

"I announce to all gladiators present! As you've heard, today's tournament has been graced by Her Excellency Charlotte, who has promised a magnificent reward! So I expect all of you to give your best!"

"""Woooah!!"""

"Also, if anyone disgracefully forfeits or taints the competition, they will be beheaded on the spot, so be prepared!"

"Come on, surely no one would do that?"

"Right! A man's got his pride!"

"That's what real men do! Never forfeit!"

Sadly, even my remaining escape route of forfeiting was blocked.

Why did the princess have to show up here...!

Ch.39 - 039. Get Ready For The Next Battle
One hour before the opening of the gladiatorial tournament.

Outside the Colosseum, Rene and Lewen were walking side by side.

Since Bern and Rin were busy with the tournament, Rene had agreed to escort Lewen back to the inn.

Normally, Rene would have been chatting and laughing with Lewen. But now, she maintained a gloomy expression and silence.

Seeing that something was clearly bothering her, Lewen casually asked, "Sister Rene, is something wrong?"

"Ah, well..."

Is it okay to talk about this with a child?

Though she knew sharing her troubles wouldn't solve anything, Rene wanted to vent to someone, so her lips quivered slightly.

Finally unable to hold back, she revealed her true feelings.

"I'm starting to think I might be useless to Master Bern..."

"You, useless? Why would you think that?"

"Master Bern often relies on Rin for work-related matters, but he hardly ever depends on me. Even now, they're participating in the tournament together..."

"It's about using the right person for the right job. I'm sure there will be times when Bern relies on you too, so don't be so disheartened."

Though his consolation was logical and excellent, Rene's expression remained utterly gloomy.

It meant there was still a knot in her heart.

"Even if such a moment comes, I'm not confident I can produce results that would satisfy Master Bern."

"Why not?"

"Rin takes initiative and achieves additional results beyond what Master Bern asks for. I don't have that kind of flexibility..."

"Couldn't you find and utilize your own unique strengths, Sister Rene?"

"Do I even have such strengths?"

"I'm sure you do!"

At that, the corners of Rene's lips finally curled upward slightly.

It meant the sincere consolation had worked, at least a little. Seeing this, Lewen smiled mischievously.

"Sister Rene!"

"What is it?"

"I have a brilliant idea. Can I borrow your ear for a moment?"

"Mmm, sure."

Rene bent her knees to match the child's eye level and turned her head.

Lewen brought his mouth close to her offered ear and whispered quietly. As she listened, Rene's eyes widened in surprise.

"H-how did you know about my identity?!"

"I heard it from Bern."

"Oh, I see."

"Anyway, so here's what I'm thinking...!"

As Lewen continued whispering, Rene's tail began to wag.

Her tail swung back and forth energetically, as if she found the content fascinating just from hearing it.

Because of this, a passerby behind Rene tripped and fell, but her tail didn't stop moving.

Fortunately, thanks to Bern's magic, Rene's tail was concealed, so it didn't escalate into a bigger issue.

"Is it really okay to do that?"

"Just try it once! What's there to lose?"

"When you put it that way, I guess you're right..."

A boy with an innocent face plotting something wicked.

Unlike him, a regressor, Rene was pure-hearted and was gradually falling for his persuasion.

***

With all gladiators showing such enthusiasm, I couldn't just forfeit.

Moreover, if I showed a pathetic performance, my head would roll.

I had reason to give it my all, but I couldn't aim for victory either.

Only hell awaited at the end of that future.

*How is today's guest Princess Charlotte of all people?!*

[Is she really such a dangerous person?]

*Remember when I mentioned the Demon King in the carriage earlier? She's scarier than that Demon King by my standards.*

Holden Charlotte.

The second daughter of the current king, Holden Gilbert, she was a prodigy who showed exceptional talent in martial arts from a young age.

Blessed with talent and overflowing with competitive spirit, Charlotte joined the ranks of the strong by slaying a B-rank magical beast at the mere age of eight.

The king, who doted on Charlotte, spared no support for her, and the combination of supreme talent and national-level backing gave birth to a Princess Knight no less formidable than a Great General.

I had accepted this setting without much thought.

After all, in a fictional world, it would be disappointing not to have some overpowered characters.

The problem lay in the changes the Princess Knight would undergo later.

In the latter part of the story, when the Holden Kingdom fell to the Demon King, Charlotte was no longer a princess.

To make matters worse, she fell victim to a demon executive's scheme and lost one of her arms to fire.

Having lost both her position and power, Charlotte fell into despair, and that's when Kang Jun-hyeok extended a helping hand to her.

But ironically, the original Kang Jun-hyeok deeply regretted that choice.

Because the Princess Knight he had made his heroine had a hidden talent.

I'd rather not elaborate on it, but to put it simply, it was a talent that could turn even Kang Jun-hyeok into a high-protein dispenser.

"Rin."

"Yes, sir?"

"Make sure you reach the finals."

"Ah... yes!"

Judging from the skills of the gladiators, apart from Rin, there was no one who could fight me on equal terms.

There might be hidden strong contenders concealing their power, but it was more comfortable to assume there weren't any for now.

Therefore, the best way to lose without anyone noticing was to fight Rin and then deliberately lose.

[So you've given up on forfeiting after all.]

*I don't have a choice...*

If I were determined to run away, I could, but I didn't want to make an enemy of the Holden Kingdom.

Not only would Bern's family suffer, but so would everyone around me.

"Gladiator Bern, step forward."

The waiting room door swung open, and a tournament staff member called my name.

It seems my turn had come while I was lost in thought.

[Though I doubt you'll lose, good luck.]

*Thanks for the encouragement.*

[It feels strange to cheer for a contractor who's gotten intimate with other weapons.]

*Don't you think your expression itself is strange?*

Prah, who had remained silent when I was connected with Rene and Rin, only showed jealousy when I used other weapons.

Perhaps weapons have a different perspective than humans?

I chuckled as I drew the sword I had frequently used before.

"This first match will be an easy win!"

"..."

"Haha! Already scared?"

I swung the sword through the air a few times to get reacquainted with it after so long.

Confirming that there was no problem, I nodded with satisfaction.

The gladiator opposite me seemed to want to engage in trash talk.

But I refused, not confident in matching the rough banter of battle-hardened gladiators.

"Begin the match!"

It was as good as saying "prove it with your skills."

My opponent charged at me from the start, raising his halberd.

I easily blocked the axe aimed at my shoulder with my sword.

My opponent seemed confident in his strength, but he was visibly shaken when I effortlessly blocked his first attack.

"Then how about this!"

He pulled the halberd towards himself and then thrust it forward.

This time, the sharp spear tip rushed towards my neck.

Just before it reached my neck, I grabbed the shaft of the spear with my empty hand.

Then, using my opponent's momentum against him, I redirected the spear's path over my shoulder.

I quickly brought my sword blade to the neck of my opponent, who had been pulled along with the halberd.

Just 1 cm away. I could have left a sword mark on his neck if I had extended my arm a little more.

"I... surrender...!"

Recognizing the difference in our skills, my opponent squeezed out the words in terror.

Since I had proven my superiority in both strength and speed, my opponent was spared from execution.

All that remained in the arena were the cheers of the spectators.

"A-amazing!"

"He dominated his opponent in an instant without killing him!"

"So this is the skill that the Sword Saint praised endlessly... I can certainly understand why!"

The audience's enthusiastic response was short-lived.

I glanced sideways at the VIP box where the Princess Knight was seated.

Fortunately, she didn't show much interest.

For someone who had been following a heroic path for a long time, this match was probably child's play.

The Princess Knight's high standards actually worked in my favor.

*If I keep ending matches quickly and then lose to Rin in the final, it should work out.*

[Thankfully, we might get through this without trouble.]

*Let's keep this momentum going. Just keep this momentum...!*

For the match with Rin, I'd exchange a few sword strikes and then subtly expose a weakness. That would be it.

After that, I'd hand over the champion position to Rin and tell her to bring the demonic sword.

It was the only plan that would allow me to avoid catching the princess's eye while still securing the demonic sword.

This was my only option.

"That concludes the first round. Now, we'll proceed immediately to the second round!"

"""Woooah!!"""

The announcer was moving on to the next stage even though I hadn't left yet.

However, judging by the fact that no spectator objected, this seemed to be the normal procedure.

"The second round is a battle between gladiators and magical beasts! Can the gladiators survive the fangs of untamed magical beasts?"

It seems they planned it like the ancient Roman Bestiary, allowing contestants to fight against fierce beasts.

Except, befitting a fantasy world, magical beasts replaced ordinary beasts.

"Gladiator Bern, who ended his match in an instant, leaving the audience wanting more, will now face a pack of Dire Wolves! Each is C-rank, but together they're equivalent to a B-rank threat! The battle will begin shortly!"

In line with the announcer's guidance, the audience grew even more excited.

It was evident how much Rin had hyped up the crowd.

All these expectations were just adding pressure.

[Are you okay to fight consecutively?]

*I'm fine. I'm not injured, and my condition remains optimal.*

[Then I look forward to seeing another impressive performance.]

*When you say 'impressive performance,' it makes me a bit embarrassed.*

While a single C-rank magical beast would be easy, a pack requires some caution.

A moment of carelessness could allow an attack, so I immediately gripped my sword.

Then, the gate from which the magical beasts were expected to emerge slowly opened.

"Thank you for your patience! The long-awaited pack of Dire Wolves is now entering... huh?"

"Uh...?"

The magical beast that appeared from beyond the gate was not a Dire Wolf.

It was over 5 meters in size, with lizard scales covering its entire body.

It had sharp claws and teeth that looked like they could crush a sword like tofu, and bat-like wings on its back that reached the spectator stands.

One peculiar feature was that one of its sturdy horns, similar to someone I knew, was worn down.

If there was any similarity to a Dire Wolf, it was only that its appearance was white.

Apart from that common point, it was a being that couldn't possibly be called a wolf from any angle.

"Gr-graaaaah!!"

"..."

"I am a mutant wyvern!"

The dragon, fluently speaking human language and introducing itself as a wyvern, seemed to expect its sophistry to be believed.

Unfortunately for it, the spectators started screaming and fleeing.

*Um, wait? Didn't this work before...?*

The dragon's telepathy flowed into my mind.

Recognizing the all-too-familiar voice of the Dragon-puppy, I slapped my forehead.

Ch.40 - 040. I Need To Get Out Of Here
Suddenly appearing in the Colosseum and spouting nonsense, Rene.

Whether it was a mutant wyvern or a dragon, it was extremely threatening to humans.

People in the stands began screaming and rushing toward the exits in droves.

Meanwhile, I pretended to be as flustered as possible while communicating with Rene via telepathy.

"First, let me hear your reason. What's your purpose for coming here, going so far as to use Dragon Transformation?"

"W-well! I received a suggestion that I should secretly enter as a magical beast to help raise Lord Bern's reputation..."

"Who made such an impudent suggestion?"

"That's..."

"You don't need to hide it. I think I know who said it. It was Lewen, right?"

"...Yes."

What was that damned kid—no, that man thinking when he sent Rene here?

Since he wasn't someone who acted without thinking, it was difficult to understand his intentions.

No choice now. The water's already been spilled, so I decided to use the current situation to my advantage.

Crisis equals opportunity.

My original plan had fallen apart, but I could turn things around in a different way.

"Since it's come to this, let's make a big scene."

"What? Is that okay?"

"Of course, just be careful not to cause any casualties."

As a first step, Rene would cause more chaos to create a sense of crisis.

Just then, Rin, who had rushed here from the waiting room, came into view.

I hurriedly instructed her to find the demonic sword.

With the place having turned into a scene of chaos, this was the optimal time to raid the Colosseum's treasure vault.

Quick to grasp the situation, she nodded and dashed off in the opposite direction from where she had come.

With that, only one problem remained to be solved.

"Stand back."

"I and the princess will handle this, so hurry and evacuate the citizens safely!"

"Yes, sir!"

Knights jumped down into the arena.

One was Princess Charlotte, and the other was Knight Commander Julius.

The two most powerful forces in this Colosseum had gathered in one place.

"What to do about these people..."

Even for Rene in her Dragon Transformation state, they would be difficult opponents.

One would be tough enough, but facing both simultaneously would surely result in serious injury.

I couldn't let them hurt Rene.

Since I couldn't fight against the Holden royal family either, I decided to try talking my way out.

"Princess, please wait a moment!"

"You're still here? If you don't want to get caught up in this fight, evacuate quickly."

"I want to fight this magical beast too!"

"Stop talking nonsense and stand back! There's no place for someone like you to—!"

Commander Julius's shout echoed throughout the arena.

However, his words were cut off by Princess Charlotte's raised hand.

It was a silent permission to hear what I had to say.

"Though an unexpected opponent has appeared, this magical beast is still my match. I would be grateful if you would allow me to fight."

"...You might die, you know?"

"I believe that when testing one's limits, one's life is a necessary stake."

Princess Charlotte stared at me intently, trying to gauge my intentions.

Even if it might be considered disrespectful, I didn't avoid her gaze.

It might be a test of my resolve.

Whether my guess was correct or not, Princess Charlotte removed her hand from her sword.

"Let's step back."

"Princess!"

"He possesses the fighting spirit that no warrior should lack. Besides, we were the ones who interrupted his fight in the first place. Out of respect, let's leave the selection to him."

"This is an emergency! If this magical beast rampages into the city..."

"Lord Julius, aren't we here to prevent such things from happening? Or are you doubting my abilities?"

"A-ahem! I apologize for my rudeness."

She was a princess knight with flexibility, strength, and charisma.

It was hard to believe that such a princess would later become a depraved being indulging in pleasure.

Thinking about it again, Adokchoi's settings were truly insane.

"Rene, listen carefully."

"Yes!"

After much trouble, I had secured an opportunity.

But I had only overcome the first hurdle; what came next was crucial.

A high-difficulty con game to deceive the princess and the knight commander.

I had to pull it off in the real situation without any rehearsal.

"From now on, I'm going to fight you with all my strength."

"What?! With all your strength?"

The princess and the knight commander were no longer watching from afar but observing the fight up close.

This meant there was a high chance of being discovered if the act was half-hearted.

So even though I didn't want to reveal my abilities, I had to show a high level of skill.

That way, they wouldn't be suspicious.

"So respond according to my instructions. If you deviate even slightly, you might get hurt."

"T-that's scary!"

"Please. I don't want to hurt you."

"...Alright, I'll try my best!"

The conspiracy with Rene was complete, and next, I needed Prah's power for the highlight.

"Prah."

[Contractor, even though you're cheating on me with another sword, asking for my help is...]

"I was going to ask if you could break the sword on my signal."

[I can do that! Leave it to me. For something like that, I'll do it a hundred or even a thousand times!]

She was more enthusiastic than usual.

It's fortunate that she can use her abilities even while in the scabbard.

I was worried about whether I should reveal that I possessed a demonic sword.

"Phew...!"

Acting with Rene, retrieving the demonic sword with Rin, and the grand finale with Prah.

Having quickly formulated a plan, I gripped my sword and charged at Rene.

"Right waist."

"Yes!"

Clang!

Rene's claws and my sword collided, creating sparks.

Though I swung the sword with all my might, dragon-like durability held firm.

As long as I didn't aim for vital spots, it seemed Rene wouldn't get hurt.

"Left shoulder blade, right thigh, left shin, the right attack is a feint, and the real target is the left scapula."

"Uaaah...!"

Rene twisted her body in rhythm with my instructions.

She was blocking attacks diversely using her claws, wings, and tail.

Just the timing was slightly off, causing scratches on her scales. Can't be helped since it's her first time.

"...Hmm."

"Hmm, not bad..."

Meanwhile, the two behind me were evaluating me with praise.

The princess's reaction was ambiguous, but the knight commander at least didn't seem to think it was an act.

It was time to end this show fight and wrap up the plan.

"Prah, are you ready?"

[Of course! But how should I break the sword? Split it in half? Or cut it into pieces? Or should I turn it into powder?]

"Powder is too extreme; just break it moderately."

[That's disappointing. I wanted to completely eliminate it before my eyes so it could never recover.]

She was truly a demonic sword, not allowing any weapon other than herself.

I suddenly wondered how she would react if I tried to abandon her.

She was already showing signs of obsession, so would she become depraved?

Imagining a depraved demonic sword made me laugh.

[Contractor, your sword-swinging speed has significantly decreased. You're not having impure thoughts, are you?]

"...Of course not."

Your intuition is disgustingly good.

"Rene, on my signal, scream loudly and fly high into the sky."

"Are we escaping to the sky?"

"Yes, and then leave the city immediately."

Since Rene had used Dragon Transformation, we couldn't stay in the city any longer.

I planned to hide in a nearby forest or mountain, then return to Rebron the next day to meet up with Rin.

A perfect plan to secure the demonic sword and reasonably escape from Princess Charlotte.

Even if I had shown my skills, once I was taken away by a dragon, no one would know if I was alive or dead, so no one would look for me.

"I'm about to start, so get ready!"

"Yes! Come at me anytime!"

I ducked to avoid Rene's tail that was aiming for my head by a hair's breadth.

From that position, I lunged forward and got behind her.

I kicked off from Rene's back and climbed up to her wing joint in one go.

Holding the sword in reverse grip, I raised it high.

"Now!"

Sending signals to both simultaneously, I drove the sword hard toward the back of Rene's neck.

"Kraaaaa!!"

Crack!

As I thrust it down, the sword began to crack, and the tip shattered upon touching her scales.

At the same time, Rene roared loudly and spread her wings wide.

I quickly grabbed onto the scales on her back and braced myself.

"I'm going!"

"Huk?!"

With just one flap of her wings, Rene soared to a height of about 50 meters from the ground.

Nearly thrown off her body by the impact, I struggled to catch my breath.

I thought I was saying goodbye to life.

My pounding heart was mercilessly beating against my chest as if saying I was crazy.

Bad for the heart. It was a terrible experience I never wanted to go through again.

"Did we succeed?"

"Yeah, somehow we managed to escape."

We had risen to a height where people on the ground looked like ants.

Humans cannot fly without the aid of magic.

Even flight magic was only possible for magicians who had reached the 7th rank or higher, so there was no way for anyone to catch up to us.

"...So you were acquainted with the dragon after all."

"Kieeeek!"

"Kyaa!"

I was startled by a hand suddenly placed on my shoulder and a whisper.

Rene was also startled and almost fell to the ground.

However, someone grabbed my arm and pulled me up—none other than Princess Charlotte.

"H-how are you here, Princess?"

"When you were pleading with me, I tied a rope made of holy power to this dragon's ankle. To prevent it from escaping, you see."

The yellow rope tied to the princess's wrist.

At the end of the extended rope was Rene's ankle.

It was my mistake to forget that Princess Charlotte also had exceptional talent in applying holy power.

Holy power is a force that cannot be detected unless one is a priest or a saint.

I never imagined she would use holy power on Rene.

"I'm surprised, though. I didn't expect the gladiator to actually be in cahoots with a dragon."

"You knew?"

"Lord Julius doesn't seem to have noticed, but I felt something off about the fight between you and the dragon. I sensed there must be some kind of connection between you two."

It was truly a formidable power of observation.

So much so that it would be difficult to pull any tricks in front of her.

"But I didn't think you'd be on such friendly terms with a dragon that you could even converse with it."

"W-well, you see..."

"You're exactly like a dragon knight straight out of a heroic epic!"

I wanted to say 'Listen to me!' but since I was addressing a princess of the kingdom, I had to swallow my words.

I had no choice but to let her say what she wanted.

"Your name was Lord Bern, right? I've been hearing about your exploits. The elimination of demons at the Academy, the suppression of the A-rank bandit group. And just recently, you saved people from a terrible plague, didn't you?"

"H-how do you know about that?"

"Fufu! The priests of the Bardel Temple have spread the word throughout the kingdom. They say their savior is Lord Bern."

I was confused.

I was sure I had perfectly concealed my identity.

[Do you remember the handkerchief you gave to a nun before leaving the village?]

"Handkerchief? N-no way!"

[Now you recall. Yes, there was embroidery with the contractor's name on it.]

Shit.

Why didn't I think of that?

Since it was a handkerchief mainly used by Bern, not me, I hadn't checked it carefully.

"A wanderer who miraculously appears in these gradually approaching troubled times. To think his identity is a dragon knight—how romantic!"

"N-no...!"

Princess Charlotte firmly grasped both my hands.

With sparkling eyes, she uttered the words I least wanted to hear.

"Would you consider becoming my husband?"

NOOOOOOOOOOOOO!

Ch.41 - 041. The Side Character, Trapped With The Princess Knight
How many humans in the world could refuse a royal invitation?

Personally, I think they could be counted on the fingers of one hand.

That's how powerful the Holden royal family's authority is, and the status of the royal family reaches the heavens.

They would walk the path of downfall after the Demon King's revival in the future, but for now, bowing my head was the right choice.

"I gratefully accept the princess's glorious offer."

"I appreciate your prompt response."

My efforts to avoid catching Princess Charlotte's eye had been in vain.

But my life wasn't over yet. The princess's invitation was to be a candidate for her groom, not the groom himself.

In other words, if I were to suffer an embarrassing defeat at the Martial Arts Festival in the capital, I would be removed from the candidate list.

I might receive contemptuous looks from Princess Charlotte, but that didn't matter.

Compared to a future where I'd die according to the script, that much was practically a reward.

*I still have a chance.*

With that thought, I concluded the situation.

Now that everything was exposed, there was no need to run away anymore.

"Rene, let's head back down to the ground."

"..."

"Rene?"

No matter how many times I called her name, Rene continued flying without even acknowledging my words.

Was she upset because I readily accepted Princess Charlotte's proposal?

It was a force majeure situation that I couldn't help.

Considering the possibility that she couldn't hear me over the wind, I moved closer to her ear.

"Huh?"

Dull, lifeless eyes with their vitality drained.

This was a symptom typically seen when someone was under a mind-control curse.

"Damn it...!"

While I was talking with Princess Charlotte, someone had been controlling Rene.

I didn't know how they had broken through a Dragonian's high resistance, but right now, restoring Rene's mind was the urgent priority.

Just as I was about to cast a "Dispel" spell—

"Ugh?!"

Suddenly, Rene lowered her head and began a rapid descent.

The speed of descent was no less than that of a jet, so I abandoned the "Dispel" and cast another spell.

I needed to minimize the impact from the fall.

"Princess! Hold on tight to something!"

"Yes."

I cast an anti-gravity spell at the expected landing spot.

Additionally, I created cushions of wind around the perimeter as a precaution.

With one second until impact, the spells were activated just in time, allowing us to survive unharmed.

"Urgh...!"

"We're lucky we fell in one of the few clearings in this forest."

Unlike me, who was thrown off by the wind cushion, Princess Charlotte performed a perfect superhero landing.

Her composed appearance was exemplary for a knight.

She would be truly perfect if only her hidden lustful nature remained dormant.

"Oww...!"

Meanwhile, Rene, covered in dust, was shaking her head.

It seemed the impact had restored her consciousness.

The mind control must have been powerful enough to affect a Dragonian, but with a short duration.

"Huh? Why am I on the ground? I thought I was flying just a moment ago..."

"Seems you don't remember."

"Why is Bern stuck upside down in the bushes?"

"And whose fault do you think that is..."

Rene tilted her head in confusion, claiming she didn't know.

Well, how could it be her fault? The blame lies with whoever cast the mind control.

I sighed briefly and regained my proper posture.

I decided to explain the situation on our way back to the city.

"Let's head back to the city, get ready..."

"Wait a moment, please."

Princess Charlotte suddenly stopped me as I was about to climb onto Rene's back.

"What is it?"

"Look over there."

I turned my head in the direction Princess Charlotte was pointing.

A black mansion was faintly visible, partially hidden by dense trees.

"A mansion...?"

"I suspect the culprit who lured the dragon might be there."

"That seems highly plausible, Your Highness."

I didn't want to approach an unknown place, but it would be troublesome if Rene fell under mind control again.

It would be better for our safety to deal with the culprit first, so we had no choice but to check it out.

Seeing how one annoying situation followed another, I wondered if Bern's bad luck had rubbed off on me.

"Rene, we're going to check inside the mansion. Wait quietly outside."

"But I want to come too..."

"You'd have to shrink yourself to enter, right? Just wait a little. The mansion isn't that big, so the princess and I will look around quickly and come back."

"Alright."

Not knowing what tactics the enemy might employ, we needed to resolve this situation swiftly.

The princess and I climbed over the mansion's wall and infiltrated the interior.

We made this decision because we didn't know what traps might be waiting at the main entrance.

"I can't believe there are no defenses against intruders. I don't know who the owner is, but they're quite careless."

"It's still too early to let our guard down..."

"Don't worry, I won't."

After entering a room through a window, we quickly surveyed our surroundings.

The room was completely empty except for a painting of a demon hanging on the wall.

Literally, the room was bare.

"How strange."

"What is?"

"The painting is covered in dust, but the floor is relatively clean."

She had a keen eye.

Judging from the exterior of the mansion, this place appeared to be abandoned.

It was strange that the floor was so clean in an abandoned mansion with no one to maintain it.

If someone lived in this building, then the dust-covered painting would be the anomaly.

It meant they only cleaned the floor.

"Let's look around elsewhere."

"Yes."

We opened the door and entered the mansion's corridor.

Like the previous room, the corridor was clean without any common furniture. Just paintings and lighting.

And the same characteristics persisted: dust-covered paintings and a clean floor.

"Princess, I have a bad feeling about this. Perhaps we should exit the mansion first and then re-enter?"

"I was just thinking the same—"

At that moment.

"Ah...?"

Clank!

The floor beneath us split open, leaving us with nowhere to stand.

I thought the corridor might be a trap, but everywhere I looked, the floor had disappeared.

The entire mansion was a trap.

"Aaaahh!"

Gravity pulled our bodies downward.

Already experiencing my second fall of the day, I instinctively tried to use an anti-gravity spell despite my panic.

However, for some reason, the magic circle wouldn't form.

"Stab your sword into the wall!"

"Ah...! Yes!"

Following Princess Charlotte's insightful advice, I drew out Prah and thrust it deep into the wall.

[Grrrrrgh!!]

Ka-ga-ga-ga-gak!

With Prah's characteristically irritating reaction, our falling speed decreased significantly.

Relying on Prah's durability, we slowly descended, scraping against the wall.

Eventually, we reached the ground.

"Phew! Thank you for your advice. We're safe thanks to you, Princess."

"It was just a random thought, so no need for thanks."

[I did all the hard work, yet she gets the thanks!]

I heard Prah's resentful voice, but I deliberately ignored it and bowed to Princess Charlotte.

If she hadn't provided the idea, I wouldn't have thought to use Prah.

[Prah will remember this.]

What a grudge-holding demonic sword.

I wiped the dirt off the blade and returned Prah to its scabbard.

I'd thank Prah later. Right now, I needed to quickly analyze where we were and what situation we were in.

*A space entirely made of limestone with torches placed around...*

Searching through my memories, I recalled Kang Jun-hyeok entering a similar space in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

It was when Kang Jun-hyeok's party went to a volcanic area to find the Salamander's jewel.

Kang Jun-hyeok accidentally discovered a cave in the volcanic area and entered it.

Going deep underground, he reached a place made of limestone, and its identity was...

"Princess, it seems we've entered an ancient demon dungeon."

"Ancient demon dungeon? What's that?"

"Before the current Demon Realm was established, the ancestors of demons generally created dungeons where they lived in clusters. There are exactly seven such dungeons hidden throughout the world."

"And this is one of them?"

"Yes."

"You're quite knowledgeable."

"It's just information I happened to read in a book recommended by a well-informed friend."

Technically, "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" was recommended by a friend, so it wasn't a lie.

I should have beaten that friend up before coming here.

If I ever return to my original world, I vow to kill that friend first.

"Do you know anything else about this place?"

"Well... I read that each dungeon has its own unique characteristics."

The Catholic seven deadly sins.

The dungeons were divided into Pride, Greed, Envy, Wrath, Lust, Sloth, and Gluttony.

The dungeon Kang Jun-hyeok's party entered was Wrath, where all the magical beasts were in a berserk state with only the instinct to destroy.

Even with fatal wounds, they would charge until their last breath, terrifying everyone.

"Do you know what kind of dungeon we're in?"

"I'm not sure yet. We'll need to proceed further to find out, but..."

"I just picked up this strange rod from the floor. Can we deduce anything from this?"

"Oh, shit...?"

What Princess Charlotte held in her hand was a thick rod.

Its shape disgustingly resembled a male organ—a tool typically used by women for self-pleasure.

Just seeing that object was enough to reach a conclusion.

Asmodeus, the ancient demon in charge of Lust.

This was the ancient dungeon she had established.

And according to the official setting book of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," the ancient dungeon of Lust was jokingly described as an "erotic trap dungeon."

"This is quite an interesting object. It looks just like my father's..."

I quickly snatched the rod from Princess Charlotte's hand and broke it in half.

Then I stomped on it repeatedly until it was unrecognizable.

"Th-there might be a curse on it, so it's better not to touch it carelessly!"

"Ah, I suppose that's possible."

This is the worst.

Of all places to be trapped alone with Princess Charlotte, it had to be the dungeon of Lust!

If she were to discover sexual pleasure here, even by the slightest chance?

*I would definitely die...!*

The greatest battle of my life had begun.

Ch.42 - 042. Dungeon Of Lust
The hidden dungeon of lust beneath the abandoned mansion.

Now I'm trapped alone with Princess Charlotte, who becomes a male-exclusive killer when she feels lust.

I found myself deep in thought, contemplating my options.

I wanted to search for an exit on my own and come back later.

But Princess Charlotte wasn't the type to sit still and wait.

She would definitely follow me, insisting that she couldn't let me shoulder the burden alone.

"We need to proceed deeper to figure out what kind of ancient dungeon this is."

"Yes, I believe we should."

I couldn't bring myself to tell Princess Charlotte that this was a dungeon of lust.

If I told her and it sparked any sexual curiosity, I'd be the one in danger.

Of course, the truth might come out eventually.

Still, I firmly resolved to avoid anything related to sexual desire as much as possible.

"I'll take the lead."

"Are you sure?"

"Though my knowledge is limited, I do know something about ancient dungeons. I should be able to adapt if anything happens."

"Alright. I'll trust you, Sir Bern."

Princess Charlotte's eyes were filled with trust.

Fortunately, she let me take the lead. Being at the front meant I would naturally become the target of any traps.

While that wasn't pleasant, at least it wouldn't put my life in serious danger.

That was enough for me.

*If only I could use magic, this wouldn't be an issue.*

I tried to cast a simple spell, but no magic circle formed.

Just like when we fell, magic couldn't be used inside the dungeon of lust.

Some trick within the dungeon seemed to completely block magical energy.

[How unfortunate~! If you can't use magic, you'll have no choice but to rely on me!]

That statement didn't sound remotely sympathetic.

Prah was even wiggling inside the scabbard, not bothering to hide his true feelings.

I understand his desire to be used, but I wish he'd show some concern during my moments of crisis.

"It's quiet so far."

"The entrance itself was a trap, so this is likely a dungeon that primarily uses traps. We should remain vigilant at all times."

"I wish Sir Julius were here with us. If he were, we wouldn't need to worry about traps."

If I recall correctly, Knight Commander Julius had abilities like immunity to all poisons and a robust physique.

If he were here, I could have used him quite effectively as a meat shield.

I could only lament his absence.

"I sense a magical beast around the corner ahead. Be careful."

"I will."

This would be our first encounter with a magical beast since entering the dungeon.

Being on the first floor, it was unlikely to be particularly threatening.

But I couldn't let my guard down. A magical beast from a lust dungeon wouldn't be ordinary.

[It's coming!]

Splish! Splash!

I heard sounds like rain boots stepping in puddles.

Then, a blue jelly-like magical beast with a bright red stone at its center appeared from around the corner.

Based on that red core, I concluded it was definitely a slime.

*This can't be an ordinary slime...*

Except in certain fictional worlds, slimes were bottom-tier magical beasts.

An F-rank creature that even a child could defeat.

Such a pathetic being wouldn't be casually roaming around an infamous ancient dungeon.

"Glorp?"

The slime finally noticed our presence.

How would a slime from a lust dungeon react?

As I swallowed nervously, the slime began to tremble.

"Princess, please step back."

"Why? It's just a simple slime."

"Even so, it's a slime inhabiting an ancient dungeon. It likely possesses special abilities."

Like sprouting tentacles or dissolving clothes—truly outrageous abilities.

"Hmm, that makes sense."

"Thank you for understanding."

Heeding my words, Princess Charlotte took a step back.

The slime would be out of her range no matter what it tried.

Just as I was feeling relieved, the slime slowly began to transform.

From a wobbling jelly into a glamorous female form...

"Aaaah! Shit!"

Slash!

Before it could complete its transformation, I sliced through the slime's core.

With its core cut in half, the slime lost its form and splattered across the floor.

*That was dangerous! I never expected a visual attack.*

[From what I saw, it was merely transforming?]

*You don't understand. If Princess Charlotte had seen it transform into a female form to seduce me, what do you think would happen?*

I felt like a father desperately trying to shield his daughter from adult content.

That's how desperate I was.

If I had been with Rene or Rin, we could have just done it right there, but Princess Charlotte was different.

That one time could have become our final memory together.

"For all that caution, there wasn't anything special about it."

"I apologize. It seems I was mistaken."

"It's fine. There's no harm in being careful."

She smiled and patted my shoulder before taking the lead.

There was something incongruous about her kindly comforting a subordinate.

I found it hard to believe that someone like her could become succubus-like.

Perhaps she had been cursed with something like demonization during the demon kingdom's invasion?

As I pondered this...

Click-!

The floor beneath Princess Charlotte, who was walking ahead, sank in with a mechanical sound.

"Princess!"

Instinctively realizing she had triggered a trap, I hurriedly pushed her away.

Then, a long cylinder protruded from the wall and began spraying pink gas.

Poison gas in a confined space could be lethal, so I cut through the cylinder.

I stuffed the gas-emitting hole at the cut end with a nearby stone.

"Are you alright?"

"Don't come this way!"

I held out my palm to stop Princess Charlotte from approaching me.

Though I had acted quickly, residual gas remained.

If she came closer, she would be affected too.

I had already inhaled a bit, but I covered my nose and mouth as I moved away.

"Phew...!"

"Wait a moment. I'll use my holy power to detoxify you!"

"No, that's not necessary. From what I've inhaled, it's not the kind of poison that's life-threatening."

"Still, wouldn't it be better to detoxify as a precaution?"

"When I treated the plague before, I learned something. While ordinary poisons can be neutralized with holy power, using it on mixed poisons containing magical energy can actually make things worse. So I must respectfully decline."

"If that's the case, I won't force it, but... are you really okay? You've been hunched over for a while now."

"Ha, haha! My legs feel a bit numb, so it seems to be some kind of paralytic poison."

Paralytic poison my ass—the gas was an aphrodisiac.

Damn, they really stayed on theme with the dungeon of lust. Even the traps were perfectly aligned with the theme.

Thanks to that, my groin was throbbing, and I couldn't straighten my back.

That's how potent the aphrodisiac was.

I shudder to think what might have happened if Princess Charlotte had inhaled it.

"Princess, let me take the lead from now on."

"Are you sure you're okay with your condition?"

"I'm feeling a bit better now. Just remember which tiles I step on and follow exactly."

If she were behind me, I'd be anxious about her seeing my condition.

But if I were in front, at least I wouldn't need to hunch over.

The only downside was the shame of walking proudly with an erection.

"Huff...! Huff...!"

To make matters worse, it seemed to be nighttime as my "Nocturnal Intuition" activated.

My body, already sensitized by the aphrodisiac, became even more responsive.

Moreover, because I was in a poisoned state, "Nocturnal Intuition" wouldn't deactivate, leaving me in a daze.

I never knew "Nocturnal Intuition" had such a vulnerability.

"Sir Bern, are you really okay?"

"Ah! Princess, don't move carelessly...!"

Click-!

I told her to follow exactly in my footsteps!

Unfortunately, Princess Charlotte made a sudden move near another trap.

I resolved to sacrifice myself again, but before I could, my body was pushed forward.

This time, Princess Charlotte had pushed me away.

"P-Princess?!"

"I don't like being in debt. It's my turn to repay your kindness!"

"No!"

Princess Charlotte smiled gallantly, her lips curled upward.

Did she have any idea that if she inhaled the aphrodisiac, I would be screwed?

I cried out loudly as I watched the gas spray toward Princess Charlotte.

"Ugh!"

"Ah...."

This gas was quite different from what I had inhaled.

It was gray rather than pink.

As I worried about what effect it might have...

"Princess!"

Thud-!

Princess Charlotte collapsed to the floor after inhaling the gas.

I crawled forward vigorously and checked her pulse.

Her breathing and pulse were very stable—she was simply asleep.

I sighed in relief, realizing this trap contained sleeping gas.

*Now what do I do with her...*

[You'll have to pause dungeon exploration until she wakes up. In that sense, an open space like this isn't ideal.]

*That's true.*

It's a position where we could easily encounter magical beasts.

I picked up Princess Charlotte and carried her to a nearby isolation room.

Her sweet scent tickled my nose as I carried her, making the situation even more difficult.

Somehow enduring, I carefully laid the princess down on the floor of the isolation room.

Then my eyes were drawn to her prominently rising chest.

*This is driving me crazy.*

Because of the aphrodisiac, Princess Charlotte's body kept appearing alluring to me.

Even though I knew I shouldn't touch her, my desires were surging uncontrollably.

Realizing this was dangerous, I went outside.

"Haah...! Haah...!"

[Contractor, you seem to be in considerable distress.]

*I'm reaching my limit. I feel like I'll unzip my pants at the sight of any suitable hole.*

[Can't be helped. I'll solve this for you.]

*How do you plan to do that? You're not thinking of something strange again, are you?*

[Oh! Put aside your doubts and draw me out!]

Did Prah have any purification abilities among his powers?

Deciding to trust him for now, I drew the demonic sword.

Using the sword's power would be opportune while Princess Charlotte was asleep.

*I've drawn you as you asked. What now?*

[Now use my empty scabbard. It might be tight, but it should work.]

*...What?*

[While I'm uncomfortable with my home being used for sexual relief, the situation is urgent, and I don't mind being in-laws with my contractor. So I'm specially permitting this. Be grateful for my generosity!]

*Are you insane?*

Impossible.

Ch.43 - Side Story: The Dragon, The Sword Saint, And The Side Character (1)
With the enthusiasm Lewen had kindled in me, I took Rene and Rin on a satisfying date.

Finally, we arrived at our date's final destination.

Unlike other establishments, this inn had bright red lighting inside.

Though we'd come here with determination, now that we were about to enter, hesitation crept in.

"What should we do?"

"W-well? I'll follow whatever you decide, Bern...!"

"...I'll leave it to your judgment, Gracious Teacher."

Not just me, but Rene and Rin were also blushing, seemingly unfamiliar with this kind of inn.

Considering their upbringing and acquaintances' comments, both were undoubtedly virgins.

So their reaction was natural.

All three of us were inexperienced, standing in front of the inn, unable to step inside.

Meanwhile, a couple passed by us, snickering.

"First-timers, huh? How cute!"

"At times like this, the man should take the lead!"

Is that the difference with sexually experienced people?

Even while entering this questionable inn, they maintained a completely relaxed demeanor.

The man, in particular, left me with a bitter remark.

Right, I brought these two here to do it with them, so I should take the lead.

"Let's go in."

"Y-yes!"

"......"

With faces as red as the lighting, we awkwardly approached the counter.

The couple who had entered before us finished their check-in and headed up the stairs.

After taking a short deep breath, I approached the counter.

A key was tossed from behind the curtained interior.

"Here's the key for the room reserved under the name Bern. Go to the room with the number carved on the wooden tag."

Apparently, the innkeeper possessed some emotion-sensing ability.

Without questioning how they knew who I was without introduction, I took the key.

I entered the inn room with Rene and Rin.

"Oh?"

"This room is prettier than typical inn rooms!"

"I like the fragrance filling the room."

Rene and Rin, who had been almost wooden until just now, were suddenly absorbed in exploring the room.

It seemed Lewen had found us a good place, which improved my mood considerably.

With the fragrant air freshener relaxing my tension, I sat on the bed to catch my breath.

Just as I was about to enjoy the leisurely atmosphere, Rene and Rin gently sat on either side of me, pressing close.

"So... are we going to do it here now?"

"I-it's my first time, but please take care of me!"

I hadn't planned to do it right away, but my actions must have seemed like I was rushing things.

Feeling apologetic, I stood up.

"I'll wash up first. Look around the room until then."

I strode to the bathroom.

I wanted to lick, suck, and thrust right away.

But for this momentous first experience, it seemed better to approach with a clean body.

"Calm down. Just a little longer...!"

I stripped off my clothes while trying to calm my slightly swollen member.

A bathtub with flower petals floating in it.

I gasped at the sight that seemed straight out of a historical drama or romance fantasy novel.

The petals weren't just for show—they smelled wonderful too.

Eager to get in, I started running water from the faucet when—

"Huh?"

The bathroom door swung open, and two women entered.

It was Rene and Rin, without a stitch of clothing.

"W-what? Why are you both coming in!"

"I thought it would be faster and better if we bathed together!"

"Forgive my boldness, but I really wanted to scrub your back, Gracious Teacher!"

The two approached with their excuses before I could tell them to leave.

Unlike before, their skin directly touched mine, sending waves of excitement through me.

Soft, fragrant female bodies.

The sight of their perky breasts and the flower petals hidden between their trembling thighs caused me to become erect.

All my efforts to calm down had been in vain.

Seemingly oblivious to my predicament, they separated and took their positions.

Rene in front of me, Rin behind me.

"T-this is Bern's...!"

"You got excited seeing our bodies."

"Ugh...!"

Rene's hand carefully wrapped around my member.

Simultaneously, Rin's breasts pressed against my back.

The stimulation from both sides made me furrow my brow and tremble.

"Hehe, you seem to be feeling good?"

"Let me do more for you...!"

Rene's hand began slowly stroking my member up and down.

Not to be outdone, Rin reached around and gently grasped the tip, moving her hand.

She didn't seem to mind that her breasts were pressing against my back.

"J-just wait a moment...!"

"Bern's cock twitches every time I move."

"It's cute. Makes me want to touch it more."

The two ignored my plea to wait and continued stimulating me.

At this rate, I'd just be pathetically serviced.

"Eek?!"

Not wanting that, I grabbed Rin's arm and pulled her forward.

Rin's breasts were now right before my eyes.

Whether she was already feeling it or not, her nipples were standing firm.

"Ahh...!"

I took her nipple into my mouth and sucked.

Rin's nipple was soft yet textured.

The more I sucked, the harder it became, with subtle vibrations.

"Aahn! G-Gracious Teacher! That place...! Kuh!"

When I gently bit with my molars, Rin's whimpering moans spurred my excitement further.

I couldn't hold back anymore.

Instinctively realizing this wasn't the time for a leisurely bath, I grabbed Rene and Rin's arms and left the bathroom.

Then I pulled them to the bed.

"Huff...!"

"Bern?"

"Gracious Teacher...?"

"Initially, I planned to set the mood slowly and take you one by one."

Here were three people in their primal state.

I couldn't remain still seeing their perfectly ripened bodies without any clothing.

"But you couldn't wait and started first. Be prepared to be pounded mercilessly until tomorrow morning!"

"Ah...♡"

The females blushed at the sight of my erect member.

Without being told, they seemed to know what to do, bending over the bed.

They held hands amicably while spreading their holes, which were dripping with juices.

It was a lewd invitation from females desperately wanting me to enter their holes.

"What a spectacle."

I clapped and slowly approached them.

I wanted to take both at once, but I only had one member.

I decided to start with Rene, who had boldly spread her pussy despite her embarrassment.

"Ugh!"

"Ah......"

Rene trembled while Rin sighed with disappointment.

I gestured for Rin to come closer while simultaneously thrusting my member into Rene's tight passage in one go.

"Kyaah!"

Rene arched her back and let out an intense moan as my member penetrated deep inside her.

Warm blood flowed from my member. I had successfully completed the virgin initiation ceremony.

Feeling proud, I began moving my hips while taking Rin's breast into my mouth again.

"Huh...! Mmm...! Ah!"

"Ugh...! I-if you suck so intensely like that...ahng!"

Distinct cries of pleasure came from both women connected to me.

My left hand on Rene's plump buttocks, my right on Rin's soaking wet pussy.

I moved my fingers, enjoying their reactions.

The soft buttock flesh and wet pussy flesh both felt good to touch, exciting me further.

"Aahn! Ugh! Ugh! B-Bern's cock...! It's too b-big!"

"Do you dislike it?"

"I didn't say...! Hnng! Haa! Haa! I dislike it...!"

"If it's not good, I'll pull out now."

"N-no!"

When I gently tried to pull back, Rene's inner walls suddenly tightened.

Her flesh gripping my member tightly to express her feelings was both cute and somewhat impudent.

I pulled my hips back like a bow and then snapped forward, pounding deep inside Rene.

"Kuhng!"

"If you want me to continue, what should you do?"

I paused my hips for a moment.

Even so, Rene's cervix was wrapping around my glans, sucking it in.

Her desire was evident—she wouldn't let go of what she considered hers.

"P-please. Give me your cock...♡"

"Good girl."

Squelch! Squelch! Squelch!

Each time I moved my hips in rhythm, her juices leaked out.

Feeling it wasn't enough, I grabbed Rene's waist with both hands and pounded her fiercely.

"Aahn...! Ah! Good...! Your cock feels so gooood...!"

"Doesn't it hurt since it's your first time?"

"Huh...! A-at first it hurt a little, but...! Hnng! N-now it feels so good...!"

"Then it's okay if I go harder?"

"Yesss...♡"

Thud! Thud! Thud!

Flesh slapped against flesh, expelling bodily fluids wildly.

"Haek...! Aahn! Ugh! Uhehe...!"

Rene's panting had transformed into something almost bestial.

With the mindset of becoming true beasts, I lay down, pressing as close to Rene as possible.

In that position, I thrust my member with all my might.

Rene's grip on the bed sheets tightened even more.

"Aahn...! Huk! Ugh! Ugh!"

"I'm about to cum. Where should I do it?"

When I whispered in Rene's reddened ear, her inner walls squeezed my member tightly.

Though she didn't answer, I understood her intention and pushed my glans into Rene's womb.

"Hnnngh!!"

Gulp! Gulp!

I filled her heated womb with white fluid.

Her inner flesh squeezed tightly until the end, as if not wanting to leave a single drop.

After ejaculating inside for about a minute, my strength finally gave out, and my member slipped out of her pussy.

"Whew...!"

It was only the first round, but the room was already heated with human warmth and breath.

But there was no time to rest.

I'd finished with Rene, so it was Rin's turn next.

Watching Rene and me, Rin had been fingering her pussy for a while.

Seeing her perfectly prepared before we even started, I smiled.

"After watching Rene, you know what to do, right?"

Seeing my member suddenly presented before her, Rin's cheeks turned red.

Then, without hesitation, she took it into her mouth.

"Rin knows what to do without being told."

"Yeshh...♡"

I merely patted her head to praise her, but Rin reached climax.

Seeing her soil the bed sheets with her juices, the corners of my mouth twitched.

She was another hopeless female who needed to be taken care of with my cock.

Ch.44 - 043. Facts I Don't Want To Know
Even though I was in heat due to the aphrodisiac gas, I couldn't bring myself to use the scabbard for relief.

I knew I'd be overcome with self-loathing afterward if I satisfied myself with a scabbard.

So I found a separate room and went inside.

[§※▲＠◎★◐▩◈!!]

An incomprehensible message came from Prah, whom I'd left standing alone at the entrance, but I ignored it.

Even though it was just a sword, it had its own consciousness, and I didn't want to show it me satisfying my sexual urges alone.

Anyway, I managed to calm my burning desire by recalling the first night I spent with Rene and Rin.

"Whew! I finally feel like I can breathe again."

[Contractor, explain why you left me behind!]

"Would you rather I shamelessly did that sort of thing right in front of you?"

[Hmph...! Have you never heard that you should treat your weapon as preciously as a lover?]

Prah sighed deeply at my actions.

It felt strange hearing the same kind of scolding from a sword that I used to get from senior soldiers during my military service.

But Prah wasn't just a simple weapon—it was an Ego Sword with its own consciousness.

I couldn't just expose my private life to a demonic sword.

"Maybe when our relationship gets closer. Not now."

[How cruel. I thought our relationship was closer than anyone else's.]

"We haven't even known each other for a month..."

Prah and I had been through many eventful things together.

But if someone asked if we were extremely close, well, I'm not sure?

At least I don't think we're close enough for me to give a definite answer.

[I'm hurt! So hurt!]

"If you're that hurt, why don't you try turning into a human? If you could transform into a beautiful woman, I might even bow my head to you."

[...Contractor, I will definitely make you regret those words.]

"I'm sure you will."

I shrugged, telling it to go ahead and try.

In the original story, Kang Jun-hyeok's holy sword had consciousness too, but it couldn't transform into a woman.

Besides, no weapon that could transform into a human appeared until the end of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

The idea that Prah could turn into a human woman? Ridiculous.

[I will...! Without fail...!]

Ignoring the demonic sword burning with vengeance, I returned to where Princess Charlotte was.

About 10 minutes had passed, but my "Nocturnal Intuition" remained quiet.

This meant Princess Charlotte was still safe, so I leisurely made my way back to where I had left her.

Just as I was approaching my destination, I encountered a situation that completely shattered my expectations.

"Oink hee!"

A frivolous pig's cry coming from nearby.

I still couldn't sense any presence. Yet my ears clearly detected the sound.

It could be an auditory hallucination.

But with an uneasy feeling, I rushed to where Princess Charlotte was.

"Princess!"

When I arrived, calling out anxiously for her, there was an orc with green skin.

My ears hadn't deceived me.

But why couldn't I sense its presence, and why hadn't my "Nocturnal Intuition" activated?

While all sorts of questions swirled in my head, the orc lifted Princess Charlotte's skirt.

This is bad.

This orc bastard is trying to satisfy his filthy desires on the sleeping princess.

Shouting inwardly that I couldn't allow that, I sprinted with all my might.

"Oink! The lady's panties are white."

"What the hell are you doing, you lunatic!"

"Oink?!"

WHAM-!

I instinctively reacted to the orc's words and delivered a flying kick to his face.

With a heavy impact, the orc flew into the wall.

His massive back collided with the wall, creating a grand crashing sound.

"The princess?"

[You can relax. Judging by her condition, nothing happened to her yet.]

"Dodged the worst-case scenario."

I glared at the orc while sighing in relief.

You dare try to poke the sleeping lion's nose hair while I was away?

If the orc had fully indulged his desires right there, I would have been in danger too.

"Oink... Oink hee..."

The orc was painfully catching his breath.

I tried to seize the opportunity to cut his throat.

But before my sword reached his neck, the orc raised both arms—a gesture of surrender.

Come to think of it, didn't he speak human language just now?

I thought he might be a magical beast with personhood, like the Queen Ant I'd met before.

So, keeping my sword close to his neck ready to cut at any moment, I attempted conversation.

"Can you understand what I'm saying?"

"Oink...! O-of course!"

"How can you speak human language?"

"I-I learned it from the Queen...!"

"Queen?"

That's strange.

The Demon King shouldn't have been resurrected yet.

But who could be a "Queen" that magical beasts would refer to...?

"By Queen, do you mean the Dungeon Master?"

"That's..."

"You don't have to tell me. I'll find out eventually as I conquer the dungeon."

"O-oink...! I'll tell you everything! Just please put away your sword?"

"Why should I trust you? If I put my sword away, who knows what you might do?"

The orc hesitated for a moment but then nodded.

Somehow, he seemed to accept my reasoning.

Surprisingly, he was a magical beast I could communicate with.

"Alright. Then I'll speak in this position. But please spare my life after I tell you everything...!"

"I'll decide that after I hear what you have to say."

"Oink..."

When I emitted killing intent along with the threat to kill him if necessary, the orc became frightened.

Nevertheless, not giving up hope of survival, he began to speak.

"The Q-Queen you mentioned earlier is indeed the Dungeon Master! And I am her attendant, sent to the upper levels on her orders!"

"...For a close aide, you're quite loose-lipped, aren't you?"

"Oink! The Queen instructed me to sell her information to humans if I felt endangered!"

It was too fluent to dismiss as a lie.

Only now did I notice that the orc was wearing a tuxedo, the kind butlers typically wear.

An orc in a tuxedo with a monocle was a first for me, which lent credibility to his words.

"Well, alright. Then you can tell me the Queen's identity too, right?"

"Of course!"

"Go ahead and tell me. Just so you know, if it differs from what I already know, I'll cut you down right here."

"Oink! The Dungeon Master, my Queen, is the great ancient demon and the world's only Succubus Queen, Asmodeus...!"

The information the orc provided wasn't false.

I just hadn't heard before that there was only one Succubus Queen.

Then again, the succubi belonging to the Demon King's army were all portrayed as lustful magical beasts driven only by instinct.

A succubus with intelligence, let alone an ancient demon, could certainly be called a queen without issue.

"So what do you mean you came up here on the Queen's orders?"

"When the trap at the dungeon entrance was triggered, the Queen ordered me to check it out...!"

"I see."

Given that the orc had the ability to completely conceal his presence, he was a trustworthy choice.

If only he could have controlled his desires, he wouldn't have ended up in this situation.

"Next question, what were you trying to do to the princess?"

"Oink? That lady lying there is a human princess?"

"...Yes."

I'd inadvertently given the orc unnecessary information.

I should have been more careful with my words...

Though I regretted it too late, what's done was done, so I acknowledged the truth.

"Oink hooo! I thoroughly enjoyed seeing the princess's panties!"

"...Disgusting."

[Even with intelligence, an orc is still an orc after all.]

I frowned as I watched the orc happily blurt out the word "panties" without any shame.

Suddenly, the orc who had been trembling until just now began to get angry at me.

"Oink! What's with that expression? A woman's panties are a serious matter! Don't you know that panties are the ultimate side dish?"

"But it's revolting how casually you talk about panties."

"Oink hee! You lack gentlemanly qualities. To think you don't understand the beauty of panties...!"

This wasn't something I particularly wanted to know about.

Nevertheless, the orc, forgetting the sword at his throat, was elaborately explaining his panty philosophy.

"From pure white panties to ribbons! Stripes! Teddy bears! T-back panties! Pantyhose! String panties! C-strings! Not only are there various types, but there's also the aesthetics of panties in different situations—when soaked with sweat, when the buttocks have eaten the panties, when freshly laundered and fluffy, and so on! Can you really not understand the diverse appeal of panties?"

"I hate to say this, but you really seem like a crazy bastard."

[I agree.]

He called himself a gentleman, but from any angle, he was just a perverted orc.

It was as if he grew up only looking at panties since childhood.

Come to think of it, succubi dress in almost underwear-like attire, right?

Maybe living near the Succubus Queen made him this way.

"If you like panties so much, why not just look at your Queen's all you want?"

A casually thrown question.

Suddenly, the light in the orc's eyes died.

"Oink, I'm sorry to say this, but our Queen's are a bit..."

"Why? Have you seen them so much that you're bored?"

"No, that's not it. It's just that our Queen is holed up in that dungeon doing nothing but lazing around, and seeing her like that kills any excitement I might have had."

What a surprisingly realistic queen.

"Oink hee, above all, she's never pounced on a man even once. She's a queen who doesn't use her feminine charm and just stays cooped up in a corner of the dungeon, so no matter how hard I try to see her as the opposite sex, it doesn't work, so I gave up."

"I see..."

The true identity of the Queen of Succubi, the Pinnacle of Lust, was a Hikikomori Maiden.

What a terrible hybrid this was.

The world of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" became more bizarre the deeper I delved into it.

Ch.45 - 044. Asmodeus
The truth about the Lust Dungeon that I really didn't want to know was revealed, and shortly after, Princess Charlotte regained consciousness.

As soon as she opened her eyes and saw the Orc's face, she was shocked and tried to cut him down.

I quickly stopped her and calmed Princess Charlotte down.

It was quite impressive how she instinctively rejected the Orc, perhaps because of her title as Princess Knight.

Though if you look beneath the surface, he's just a perverted Orc with a panty fetish.

"So this Orc is an intelligent being who can speak human language and serves as the butler to this dungeon's master?"

"That's correct."

"And you're planning to have this Orc guide us to where the dungeon master is."

"Yes. From what I've heard, most of the traps and structures in this dungeon were designed by this Orc butler, so I think he's suitable as a guide."

"If he's the designer of the dungeon, that makes sense."

After much persuasion, Princess Charlotte also judged that the Orc had value to us.

So it was decided that we would keep the Orc alive and use him.

"To think you accomplished so much while I was unconscious. As expected, Lord Bern, your abilities are exceptional."

"I was just lucky."

"Luck is also a skill. If we succeed in escaping, I'll make sure you receive a reward."

"I am deeply grateful for your kindness."

I couldn't possibly tell her that I had caught this big fish using the princess's panties as bait.

If I said such a thing, the Orc would be killed, and I might be reprimanded as well.

Anyway, just as we were about to head to where Asmodeus was, hiding the truth, the Orc butler who had been behind me walked up to Princess Charlotte and knelt before her.

"Oink...! Excuse my rudeness at our first meeting, but would you allow me to serve you as my lord?"

"What?"

"Unlike the queen I serve, you are an extremely diligent person, and I am truly moved by that...!"

"Th-thank you for the compliment, but an Orc servant..."

"Oink! Please! I beg you! Whatever you command, I will accomplish it with utmost dedication!"

"Ah..."

An Orc willing to stand on his head and bow just to change employers.

Is Asmodeus that hopeless?

Since I haven't met her directly, it's difficult to make a hasty judgment.

Nevertheless, I was already getting a pitiful impression of what to expect.

Meanwhile, Princess Charlotte was bewildered by the Orc's excessive loyalty.

Her hesitant demeanor as she didn't know what to do was quite adorable.

I was watching contentedly from a slight distance when it happened.

The Orc, having finished his deep bow, was breathing heavily.

"Oink...! Oink-oink...! My loyalty comes at a very cheap price. If you would just give me one pair of the panties you're wearing, I would give you the world!"

"Eek!"

"Th-that bastard?"

[He finally showed his true colors.]

Thinking I needed to stop the Orc quickly, I grabbed his body and pulled him back.

However, the Orc didn't stop his excitement and continued saying what he wanted to say.

"I'm not saying this without reason! You possess qualities that I never saw in my queen! The lust that can subjugate all men in the world! So if you would just give me one pair of your panties...mmph!"

"Hey, you crazy fool! What are you saying to the princess!"

I covered his mouth that was inviting destruction.

How does he know about the monster inside Princess Charlotte?

Even though that nature of hers hasn't been unleashed upon the world yet, the Orc somehow recognized it.

The lust monster that was described in the story as being more powerful than even a succubus.

"Lord Bern, keep holding that Orc tightly."

"P-Princess?"

Princess Charlotte had drawn her sword and was pointing its tip at the Orc.

Honestly, he deserved execution, but right now I was embracing the Orc's body.

If she pierced the Orc's heart, there was a possibility I'd be stabbed too.

"W-wouldn't it be better to calm down first? I'll make sure this guy watches his mouth..."

"For the crime of insulting me, Princess of the Holden Royal Family! I hereby sentence you to death and will execute it on the spot!"

The Princess Knight charged with crazed eyes.

It was at a level where I had to be prepared to be stabbed too, so I ran like mad with the Orc.

[Haha, what a mess.]

***

After desperately pleading, I barely managed to calm Princess Charlotte's excitement.

She still wanted to kill the Orc, but that couldn't happen.

We needed the Orc's help to safely escape this damn dungeon.

Anyway, I picked up one of the gags lying around in the dungeon and made the Orc wear it.

Additionally, I put a leash around his neck and used him like a guide dog.

Without being told to do so, the Orc was guiding the way on all fours.

It was a dizzying sight every time I looked at it.

*I feel self-loathing and misery having to do this in a dungeon...*

[What can you do? If escape is the priority, you must endure this level of humiliation.]

*I wonder what Rene and Rin would say if they saw this scene.*

They would probably despise me, wouldn't they?

That's what I thought, but I heard an unexpected answer from Prah.

[...According to my prediction, they might have begged to join in.]

*Seriously...?*

[In Rene's case, it would be purely out of curiosity, but for Rin, it's entirely possible since she enjoys being subjugated or dominated by you.]

There were too many things that came to mind to deny it.

Recalling their behaviors, my sense of shame subsided a little.

But that only lasted for a moment.

"Keurk? Kiheek!!"

"...Ah."

A goblin that would normally have attacked us ran away as soon as it saw me and the Orc.

It felt like my spirit would die before we reached Asmodeus.

Having the Orc with me was painful to my heart, but abandoning the Orc would be physically exhausting.

In this situation where I couldn't do either, I laughed dejectedly.

Thinking, let whatever happens happen.

"Mmph...!"

As I continued through the dungeon in a state of enlightenment, we eventually arrived at a door engraved with a heart pattern.

A door that easily exceeded 5 meters in height.

The Orc was barking like a dog toward the door, as if to say "here."

It seems that beyond this door is the dungeon master and Succubus Queen, Asmodeus.

"Princess, this seems to be our final destination."

"Is that so? Then the Orc has no more value to us, so it's okay to kill him now, right?"

"Let's keep him alive until we confirm what's inside."

"Tsk...!"

Princess Charlotte was looking down at the Orc with disgust, even clicking her tongue.

The Orc, in response, was panting happily.

He wasn't just a pervert who liked panties. I should have realized it when he started walking on all fours.

"Depending on the situation, we might have to fight an ancient demon. Are you ready?"

"Don't worry. No matter what opponent comes, I'm willing to fight with all my strength."

"Good."

After hearing the princess's determination, I pushed the door with all my might.

Grrrk-!

The ground shook slightly as the massive door opened.

Creating just enough space for a person to pass through, we entered.

Starting with the Orc in the lead and ending with Princess Charlotte, we all went inside. That's when it happened.

Bang-!

The opened door closed again.

At the same time, embers began to rise one by one from braziers in the darkness.

Just as my heart was about to swell with the grandeur of a boss appearance event like in a game, the Orc who had been crawling until now stood up and removed his gag by himself.

"My Queen! Haven't I told you so many times to keep the lights on all the time because my eyesight is getting worse!"

"Ugh...! Shut up, I've turned them on now."

With a voice conveying drowsiness, a woman was coming toward us from the opposite side, scratching her belly.

Messy hair, heavy dark circles under her eyes, and bangs long enough to almost cover her eyes.

Her attire consisted of a shabby t-shirt and comfortable dolphin pants.

She was the epitome of a shut-in woman.

If there was anything fortunate, unlike real women, her nutrients didn't go to her abdomen but elsewhere.

The "Delicious Milk" text on her t-shirt near the chest area was stretched to the point of barely being recognizable.

The English words were stretched by her breasts, making them difficult to read.

This person had a universe in her chest!

It wouldn't be an exaggeration to express it that way, they were that big.

Even Princess Charlotte, who wasn't small herself, was touching her own chest to compare.

*That's impressive.*

[The body of a Succubus Queen is certainly different. Though her personality is ruined.]

If a succubus with such a figure sincerely appealed to a man...

Honestly, among men who like breasts, there probably wouldn't be anyone who wouldn't fall for her.

Yet the fact that men weren't attracted to her meant there must be a problem with her personality.

"At least wash yourself before going around! When you bring guests like this, I feel embarrassed!"

"Why should I care whether guests come or not?"

"Then why did you send me to check on the intruders?"

"That was to confirm if they came to destroy this dungeon. Sometimes flies get caught in the hypnosis device I installed a while ago."

"That happens because you're lazy and won't clean up when I tell you to!"

"But it's such a hassle to go outside my room!"

So Rene had been caught in a device imbued with the Succubus Queen's power.

Now I understood why it worked even on Rene, who had high resistance.

"Anyway, if they just flowed in by bad luck, you can nicely send them back to the surface."

"How long do you plan to live like this in your room?"

"I'll think about it if there's a man who can satisfy me! Well, the man you brought this time is quite decent, but his face is a bit disappointing."

Asmodeus was evaluating me with a lecherous gaze.

I know myself that my appearance is somewhat lacking compared to Kang Jun-hyeok, but...

Hearing it from her, a basement-dwelling shut-in, made me feel a bit upset.

"Sorry, but I'm not really into women who smell like chicken coops..."

With that one comment, shadows formed around Asmodeus's eyes.

Along with that, the vitality in her pupils disappeared.

[Poor thing, she died standing.]

Ch.46 - 45. Even Better
"Lord Bern, no matter how you look at it, isn't it a bit harsh to say a woman smells like a chicken coop?"

"Princess."

"What is it?"

"I can see you covering your nose."

"......"

Did she really think she could hide it while speaking with such a nasal voice?

She was breathing, but her nose wasn't functioning properly.

I had insulted her in the heat of the moment by saying she smelled like a chicken coop, but truthfully, there was a similarly musty odor coming from her.

While Princess Charlotte might be accustomed to the smell of blood, the stench of a shut-in recluse was probably too much for her to handle.

"Buheeet! Both of you are too harsh! Even if our Queen is a thousands-year-old spinster, she's at least a virgin who hasn't hit menopause yet! Instead of chicken coop, at least call it the scent of a rafflesia flower!"

"Orc, you piece of shit! You're the worst of all!"

Asmodeus kicked Orc's head.

I'd only just learned his name, and now he was flying through the air before crashing into the wall.

It was a kick that would have killed a human instantly.

She certainly demonstrated the extraordinary power of an ancient demon.

"Buhiii......"

Despite taking a blow that should have been fatal, Orc was perfectly fine.

A thought suddenly occurred to me—was there any point in threatening him with a sword earlier?

He'd probably survive being stabbed too.

"How dare you mock me...! None of you will get away with this!"

Asmodeus expressed her anger toward us with heavy breathing.

Suddenly, a large obsidian scythe appeared in the air, and she grasped it in her hand.

Along with this, her shabby attire began to transform.

A thin, revealing pitch-black dress.

With impressive breasts underneath, she finally looked the part of a queen.

Now she finally had an appearance befitting a Succubus Queen.

"Your Majesty, no matter how much you transform, the rafflesia smell remains!"

"Sh-shut up!"

"Buhit!"

Asmodeus blushed and struck Orc's head with the back of her scythe.

His head was dented into a concave shape, but he was still alive.

His tenacious vitality was almost cockroach-like.

Meanwhile, Asmodeus brought the back of her hand to her nose to smell herself.

She wrinkled her face, apparently finding the smell repulsive even to herself.

Then she pointed at me and shouted furiously.

"I'm going to wash up! Wait here quietly!"

"Our Queen may be embarrassing to look at, but please understand her with a generous heart."

"Do you really want me to kill you?"

Leaving behind instructions to wait, Asmodeus departed somewhere.

It seemed she really was going to wash up.

[You've thoroughly provoked her, so a fight seems inevitable. What do you plan to do now?]

'What else? Run away as fast as possible before she comes back.'

[How?]

'From the conversation, it seems that Orc over there knows the exit. I plan to make him guide us there.'

[My contractor's personality remains consistent, I see.]

'Who told her not to bathe while threatening me with a sword? If she had bathed regularly, this wouldn't have happened.'

Prah remained silent.

Even he must have thought that the shut-in Asmodeus was in the wrong.

"Orc."

"Buhi? Did you call me?"

"Guide us to the exit that leads out of the dungeon."

"What? You're planning to leave without seeing the Queen after she cleans herself up?"

"How long do you think it'll take for all that grime to wash off? I don't have time to wait that long."

"Well, it's true that you didn't come here to spend the night with the Queen, so you have no obligation to wait."

I thought he would grab my pants leg and beg me not to go, but surprisingly, Orc readily accepted it.

He was clearly showing his rock-bottom loyalty to the Queen.

Well, I had already proven my own position by criticizing Asmodeus just as harshly.

"Then I'll guide both of you to the exit..."

"You damn Orc! You're supposed to hold them here!"

Asmodeus came running out naked, having only splashed some water on herself.

Somehow she had figured out my plan to escape and rushed out in a hurry.

Doesn't she feel any shame?

"And you two! How dare you try to sneak away after insulting me like that! Are you even human?"

Her anger seemed to have consumed even her sense of shame.

Since I'd been caught anyway, I gave her a sardonic smile, deciding to be brazen about it.

"Why would I waste time waiting when there's absolutely no benefit for me?"

"T-that's true, but...!"

"If you want me to wait, shouldn't there be some compensation?"

"Ngh...!"

Give me something in return.

At those words, Asmodeus twisted her lips.

She didn't seem to have anything suitable to offer.

"You could spend the first night with me..."

"Your Majesty, to be frank, your virginity is something you should pay someone to take, not the other way around."

"Fuck."

Every time Orc opened his mouth, he verbally destroyed Asmodeus.

How much resentment had he built up over time?

I was starting to feel sorry for Asmodeus now.

"Fine! I swear on the name of Asmodeus that I'll grant you one wish, whatever it may be!"

For a demon to swear on their own name was equivalent to a life contract.

Just as demons are associated with contracts, for them, contracts were clearly serious matters.

That's why Prah, a demonic sword, had also tried to form a contract with me.

Though not a demon, he had tendencies similar to one, being an ego sword.

"Can you handle it? Do you know what wish I might make?"

"I may not look it, but I am the Succubus Queen. If I set my mind to it, I could enchant and control even a king of a nation."

Based on what I'd seen so far, that was hard to believe.

But remembering the power of the hypnosis that affected Rene, it wasn't entirely implausible.

If she were serious, she might even be able to manipulate King Holden.

Though she might be a failure as a romantic partner, she was still the Succubus Queen with exceptional abilities.

"Lord Bern, she's a demon. Don't be tempted by the condition of a wish!"

"Don't worry. Despite appearances, I pride myself on being skilled at negotiations."

"No, you shouldn't be negotiating with demons in the first place!"

Princess Charlotte's words were reasonable.

Throughout history, not a single human who made a contract with demons had a good ending.

But who am I?

Prah's owner.

A master negotiator who secured favorable terms in a contract with a demonic sword.

'I made a contract with Prah, so there's no reason I can't handle Asmodeus.'

[When you contracted with me, you threatened to break me with your sword!]

'Threats are just one of many excellent negotiation tactics.'

[I've never met a human more demonic than actual demons...]

Ignoring Prah's complaints, I accepted Asmodeus's proposal.

Princess Charlotte strongly opposed, but I convinced her that I had a plan.

If necessary, I could use the wish to ask her to let us leave safely.

I was confident that once we escaped the dungeon, the shut-in succubus would never follow us.

"I can't understand what Lord Bern is thinking. It seems obvious to me that we should leave immediately."

"I apologize. But I promise not to put the Princess in danger."

I drew Prah in his scabbard and held him close to my heart.

A sword oath after a long time.

Though it wasn't an oath made directly to the Princess, she was a knight who had trained with the sword, so she would understand its meaning.

Indeed, Princess Charlotte quietly nodded.

"Then is it alright if I guide you to the exit later?"

"Yes. If she's offering to grant a wish, I should take that opportunity."

"True, our Queen may have a terrible personality, but her abilities are exceptional."

"I can hear everything!"

Bang!

A sound of someone hitting the wall came from far away.

Asmodeus's hearing seemed extraordinarily good.

Despite being far enough away that we couldn't hear the water, she was still listening to our conversation.

Her other senses were likely just as sharp.

If a fight was inevitable, I'd need to keep that in mind.

"Phew!"

Asmodeus dried her wet, glistening hair with a towel.

She seemed in a much better mood after her long-awaited bath.

"So, what's your wish?"

"You said anything is possible?"

"Yes. But I can't grant wishes like 'Make me a billionaire instantly.' Only that greedy guy could do something like that."

"Don't worry. What I'm asking for is in your area of expertise."

"Oh? My area of expertise... What's your wish?"

Without hesitation, I pointed to the area between my legs in response to Asmodeus's question.

"Enhance my size and stamina."

"L-Lord Bern?!"

It can't be helped.

I have two women I'm responsible for.

After experiencing the first night with both of them, I realized something.

They both had exceptional stamina, and if I hadn't stubbornly persisted, I would have been exhausted first.

Since I'll have to maintain relationships with both of them in the future, I might as well enhance myself if possible.

"...Are you really sure about that wish?"

Asmodeus seemed slightly taken aback, as if my wish was unexpected.

"Are you saying the demon of lust can't handle something like this?"

"I can! I can, but..."

She spoke in a tone of disbelief.

Then she shook her head and shouted loudly.

"I don't even care anymore! Don't regret it later!"

She manifested a purple magic circle in the air.

Black lightning shot from the center of the magic circle and pierced through my groin.

"Urk!"

"Lord Bern!"

"I-I'm fine...!"

My body reflexively jerked from the tingling sensation of the lightning.

But it didn't hurt or sting.

Rather, my chest swelled with pride at the heaviness I felt in my lower abdomen.

With this, I had surpassed the original Bern from the novel.

Just as I was about to smile with excitement—

"Ahahahaha!"

Asmodeus started laughing out loud before I could.

Had she finally gone mad?

"You foolishly made a wish to me? Without even knowing what side effects there might be!"

"What are you talking about? I already paid the price by waiting for you, didn't I?"

"That was just our deal, but the causality broken by your wish will be adjusted by the world."

"Meaning...?"

"For as much happiness as you gain, your dear friend will become equally unhappy!"

"......"

I already knew this fact.

In the original story, Kang Jun-hyeok also made a deal with the demon of wrath and made a wish.

It was to gain power to fight against the Demon King, but Kang Jun-hyeok regretted his choice.

His hometown friend was seized by madness and rampaged until he became weak and died.

Despite knowing this, I made the wish for a simple reason.

The method of choosing who becomes unfortunate is determined by looking at all past relationships, not just current ones.

"I can see it! Your friend with attractive pink hair becoming miserable! Ahahahaha!"

"N-no way...!"

I clasped my hands together and covered my mouth.

It was a dramatic reaction, as if I couldn't believe it.

However, beneath my palms, my lips were curved into a long smile...

"Sweet."

Oops.

My true feelings accidentally slipped out.

Ch.47 - 046. Bond With The Sword
I gave up on hiding it cleanly since I'd accidentally revealed my true feelings.

With a bright smile, I showed how much I was enjoying the current situation.

Asmodeus froze as if buffering, while Princess Charlotte grabbed me by the collar.

"Wh-what?"

"Lord Bern, are you in your right mind? How can you smile when your dear friend is facing misfortune!"

"Princess, to be precise, she was a dear friend. Not anymore."

"Even so, considering your past relationship...!"

"You mean my childhood friend who promised to marry me but then fell in love with another man at the Academy?"

"Then she deserves to die."

Princess Charlotte released my collar, completely convinced.

It seemed even the princess couldn't accept NTR.

The Pink-Haired Slut was rejected even by the princess. Her actions were an all-time legend.

And this was just the tip of the iceberg.

I felt somewhat regretful that I couldn't tell her what I'd heard from Lewen—she might grind her teeth and demand execution.

It was frustrating that I couldn't easily speak about future events.

"I understand why that friend's misfortune must be your happiness. But what was that wish just now? Using such a precious wish for such an indecent purpose!"

"Princess, it wasn't indecent at all. I haven't mentioned this before, but I have women I intend to marry in the future, and this wish was absolutely essential for building happy families with them. One of my dreams is to create a large family, and as citizens of the Holden Kingdom, we will contribute to the kingdom's development."

"When you put it that way, I have nothing to say...!"

Princess Charlotte couldn't argue against my declaration of fulfilling my duties as a citizen.

My dream was to be a citizen who diligently pays taxes, has plenty of children, and lives happily.

How could a princess argue against that?

My debate with Princess Charlotte ended, and Orc had been nodding in support of my choice from the beginning.

Now only one person remained with lingering resentment.

"What...? So I've only been helping that guy?"

"That's right. Your assistance was so helpful I almost want to bow to you in gratitude."

"What kind of messed-up situation is this..."

Asmodeus pressed her palm against her forehead and sighed deeply.

She must have wanted to see me in despair, suffering from guilt.

But things didn't go as planned, and instead I was happy—that must be what bothered her.

"Thank you, it was an extremely satisfying deal. I'd love to do it about twenty more times."

"...I'll admit, this was a flow I never expected. But you haven't forgotten that you'll pay for mocking me without knowing your place, right?"

Asmodeus kicked the base of her scythe.

Using the rebound, she spun the scythe once and took a stance.

As expected, a fight was unavoidable.

Even Orc, who had been acting frivolously until now, was keeping his distance, indicating this wasn't a situation to take lightly.

"Princess. I apologize, but could you please step back?"

"Are you planning to face a demon alone? You know that's reckless, right?"

"I know. This time I don't have any excuses, so I won't try to persuade you."

"If you know that, why are you telling me this?"

"This opponent requires me to fight with all my might. I need to reveal all the power I've been hiding until now. I'm embarrassed to admit this, but I've dabbled in forbidden arts."

"...So you're saying I could be in danger, so I should step back?"

"I'll leave the interpretation to your imagination, Princess."

What I said wasn't wrong.

To use Prah's power perfectly, it was better to have no one around.

Saying that directly would wound Princess Charlotte's pride.

So I didn't say much. I simply drew out the pitch-black demonic sword with blood-red runes engraved on it.

"Ah..."

A gasp escaped the princess as she recognized the demonic sword.

She must have realized what forbidden art I was referring to.

With my lips tightly sealed, I gave Princess Charlotte a slight bow and turned my back.

From now on, I needed to focus all my attention on the opponent before me.

"A demonic sword... I thought I sensed a bit of demonic energy unusual for a human. So you've contracted with a demonic sword."

Asmodeus started laughing for a different reason.

The essence of demons lies in enjoying watching human corruption.

In that sense, I was essentially advertising that I had already fallen by contracting with a demonic sword, which she found amusing.

*I'll make her shudder with fear instead of laughing.*

[Be careful. Ancient demon techniques may generally be simple, but their skill far surpasses that of modern demons.]

*I'll keep that in mind.*

This was an opponent I could never defeat in a simple battle of strength.

With that mindset already established, I remained wary of Asmodeus.

Just as I focused my eyes to see how she would approach—

Asmodeus had already closed the distance and was raising her scythe.

"Huh...?"

I hurriedly bent at the waist.

Whoosh-!

The scythe that aimed for my neck cut through the air.

Not stopping there, I instinctively threw myself forward and rolled.

One second later, dozens of pitch-black spears appeared where I had been and pierced the ground.

I would have been skewered if I'd been even a little slower.

"Yes. That's the expression I wanted to see!"

"...Ugh!"

Asmodeus swung her scythe again, laughing with excitement.

Clang-!

I struck the body of the scythe with Prah's blade, but it didn't cut through at all.

I had merely blocked the scythe for a moment.

Even that wasn't reassuring. Asmodeus used the snap of her wrist to drive the curved blade part of the scythe inward.

"Kuh...!"

The tip of the scythe tore the skin of my face, drawing blood.

Though she had been holed up in her room, I could tell Asmodeus's combat sense hadn't dulled at all.

While she was speaking leisurely, I couldn't utter a single word as I was busy blocking and dodging.

[Contractor, the abilities you desired are ready.]

"Good. That's enough warming up, let's fight in earnest...!"

[Let us show them our bond.]

In the world of an instant, as the master of one second of time, I dove into Asmodeus's embrace.

I swung Prah, glowing red, aiming for her neck.

"What?!"

After one second passed and time returned to normal.

Asmodeus hurriedly grabbed Prah with her empty left hand.

Since her strength surpassed mine, the blade couldn't reach her neck.

But as they say, if you can't get a pheasant, a chicken will do—I could take something else.

"You shouldn't carelessly grab someone else's precious sword."

"Sword ki! Kugh...!"

Rip-!

The black energy surrounding the sword was released, cutting off half of Asmodeus's left hand.

I pulled my arm back and thrust the tip of the sword at her neck again.

Asmodeus kicked off the ground and retreated far back.

Having finally seized a chance to counterattack, I pursued her with the determination not to let this opportunity slip.

A scythe is versatile with long reach but disadvantageous in close combat.

I absolutely couldn't give her distance.

"So persistent...! You're so persistent!"

"Think of it as receiving all at once the love you've never experienced before."

Like fans saying "Wow! I'm your fan! Please give me your autograph!" I tenaciously followed her, aiming for her neck.

Nevertheless, apart from the initial surprise attack, there were no effective hits.

She skillfully blocked my blade with her scythe and neutralized my sword ki with pitch-black spears generated from magic circles.

"Haa...! Haa...!"

It felt like fighting Marianne who had awakened with the Great Earth Mother's power.

The difference from that time was that this opponent maintained her rationality, so tricks wouldn't work.

Above all, the fact that I couldn't use magic was a significant disadvantage.

If I could use magic, I might have been able to turn the battle around.

But it was overwhelming to fight with just pure swordsmanship and Prah's power.

"Fine! Let's have the mud fight you want! Will I tire first? Or will you?"

"Tsk...!"

Clang-clang-clang-clang-clang!

The scythe and sword collided repeatedly, creating sparks.

In this fierce exchange, I was solely focused on Asmodeus's neck.

*Ah, this damn neck fetish.*

If only my gaze were free, it would have been easier.

In this infuriating situation, I strangely felt my lower abdomen swelling too.

*Th-this is bad...*

[What's wrong?]

It seemed some effects of the aphrodisiac gas remained in my body.

On top of that, I had awakened my virility to the next level, and the battle was causing adrenaline to pump through me.

My body couldn't help but react intensely.

*My body's burning up!*

My heart was beating excessively.

At this rate, I might suffer shock-induced cardiac arrest.

I needed to stop fighting, but if I showed even the slightest opening...

"Die!"

"Oh, damn it!"

Asmodeus swung her scythe, aiming for my waist.

Abandoning the momentum I had gained, I retreated far back.

In the process, I slightly exposed my waist, but that was fine. It was just a shallow cut.

"Hmm?"

Just as I was dismissing it as a minor injury and trying to regain my posture.

Thud-!

Something fell from my waist to the floor. It was my leather belt.

Simultaneously, my pants slid down.

"F-fuck...?"

It was a completely unexpected disaster.

If I were attacked in this state, I would surely die.

I needed to quickly remedy the situation...!

"Eek!"

But contrary to my expectations, Asmodeus screamed and her face turned bright red.

Her gaze was directed at my lower body, so I naturally lowered my head too.

"T-two swords...!"

"Oh."

As Asmodeus said, there was a sword between my thighs.

What had been just a wooden stick until now had somehow developed to the level of a holy sword.

It was time to become a sword master.

Ch.48 - 047. Just Light
The lingering effects of the aphrodisiac gas, Asmodeus's vision magic, and my heated blood—all these elements combined to create something rather vulgar.

My second sword stood proudly erect, looking ready to burst through my underwear at any moment.

Even I could tell its size was abnormal, so how would it appear to a virgin Succubus Queen?

This must have been uncharted territory for Asmodeus as well, as she gasped in horror and backed away.

She was keeping an even greater distance than when I had threatened her neck with my sword.

"Are you afraid of me?"

"D-don't come any closer!"

Ignoring Asmodeus's warning, I strode forward confidently.

With each step I took, my holy sword bobbed slightly up and down.

The Succubus Queen seemed genuinely terrified by the sight.

It truly embodied the majesty of a holy sword meant to vanquish evil.

"Can't you put that monstrous thing away?"

"You're the one who made it like this."

"I... I didn't mean to make it that big!"

"It's too late for that now."

Though unintentional, a gap in her defense had appeared, and I had initially planned to behead Asmodeus.

But seeing her so frightened stirred some inexplicable sadistic urge within me.

I wanted to torment her a bit more.

Like a mischievous child, I continued flaunting my holy sword as I approached Asmodeus.

Until she raised her scythe.

"Huh...?"

"I told you to put it away!"

The scythe swung toward my holy sword.

At that sight, it was my turn to be gripped by terror.

I had become too cocky and was about to lose something precious.

The thought of never being able to have children again made me squeeze my eyes shut.

Clang-!

But what I heard wasn't the sound of flesh being cut—it was more like a pickaxe striking stone.

When I cautiously opened my eyes, I saw the blade stopped in front of my abdomen.

Incredibly, the blade had failed to cut through my holy sword and was caught against it.

It had blocked Asmodeus's scythe—a weapon that even demonic swords couldn't withstand.

"W-what? Why won't it cut?!"

"It appears to be indestructible, sir."

As both Asmodeus and I stared at the current situation in bewilderment, Orc's voice came from beside us.

"Indestructible... like the external martial art that makes one's body as hard as diamond?"

"That's correct."

"But I've never learned such martial arts?"

"It seems you naturally acquired it as that part evolved. Just that specific area, to be precise."

Hearing this, I immediately pinched my cheek. It felt soft, and I could feel normal pain.

As Orc suggested, only a specific part of my body had hardened.

*Only my groin is indestructible... what the hell...*

[How magnificent...♡ For my contractor to possess hardness rivaling my own—truly, we are a match made in heaven!]

*This is driving me crazy.*

I've read many web novels, but this kind of nonsensical awakening was a first even for me.

At this point, I was starting to wonder if someone was just playing pranks with Bern's body.

Bern probably wouldn't have wanted to become stronger in this manner either.

"This is absurd! That filthy part being indestructible? Are you insane?!"

"No, this is your creation, remember?"

"While you speak words of contempt, deep down you must have been yearning for a large member, creating something like this! To think that even as a virgin, you secretly enjoyed such adventures...! I was truly foolish—Your Majesty, you are indeed the true Queen of Succubi!"

"Stop spouting nonsense!"

Enraged by Orc's commentary, Asmodeus gnashed her teeth in fury.

Afterward, she swung her scythe vigorously, but couldn't even scratch my holy sword.

I felt no pain—just a slight warming sensation.

With this level of durability, it might not be made of diamond but orichalcum instead.

After being on the receiving end of her attacks, I couldn't help but laugh hollowly.

Strange... this wasn't the fantasy world I had been hoping for...

"Ugh...! I don't care anymore! All of you, get out of here!"

Realizing her attacks were futile, Asmodeus raised her scythe properly and struck the floor.

A massive magic circle appeared across the entire room and began to flash brightly.

Recognizing it as large-scale magic, I hurriedly tried to behead her to stop it.

But a hand grabbed my arm. It was Orc, who had been observing all along.

"It's alright. This is merely a large-scale teleportation spell, so there's no need for concern."

"Teleportation magic?"

"Yes. Her Majesty simply wishes to send you all outside."

"Can I really trust what you're saying?"

"Yes. While I may have concealed my abilities, I never tell lies."

"...!"

No sooner had he finished speaking than Orc winked with one eye.

Simultaneously, a pressure hit me so intense that my body shrank back.

Without using paralytic poison—just pure intimidation—he rendered me unable to move a finger.

He was undoubtedly a master who had reached the highest level of skill. Was he more than just a perverted orc?

"I'll provide a detailed explanation once we're above ground. Please wait like this for now."

Even if I wanted to do something, I couldn't—not after being restrained by him.

As time passed, the light emanating from the magic circle filled the room completely and engulfed my vision.

Eventually, when I closed my eyes and opened them again, I found myself in a forest.

"Where is...?"

"Master Bern!"

"Huh? Whoa!"

Turning my head toward that all-too-familiar voice, a dragon pounced on me.

Snow-white scales and a horn worn down on one side—I knew without a doubt it was Rene.

"Where have you been all this time?!"

Rene's voice was choked with tears.

It seemed she had been searching the forest for me ever since we parted.

The leaves and twigs caught between her scales were evidence of that.

"Do you know how worried I was?! After you entered the mansion, hours passed without you returning...!"

"I'm sorry..."

Tears welled up in Rene's eyes, and she was on the verge of crying.

I embraced her head tightly with my whole body.

Having been kidnapped when left alone in her nest, Rene feared being abandoned.

In that context, my prolonged absence must have made her extremely anxious.

I gently patted the bridge of her nose until her trembling subsided.

After about five minutes of comforting her, Rene finally stopped shaking.

"So where were you really? I looked everywhere but couldn't find you."

"Well, umm..."

"Is it somewhere you can't tell me about?"

"It's not that—it's just a place that's difficult to explain."

Princess Holden Charlotte emerged from the bushes, dusting off her clothes.

For a moment I'd worried she hadn't made it out, but it seemed we had just been teleported to different locations.

Anyway, she explained to Rene what had happened in my place, concisely summarizing the key points.

Her ability to explain situations was far superior to mine. Perhaps the difference between someone who had been on many battlefields and someone who hadn't?

"I had no idea such a thing happened to Master Bern. And I was..."

"It's okay. None of us knew there was such a trap in the mansion."

"I'm glad you escaped safely."

If it had been a sin other than lust, we might not have escaped without serious injury.

We survived thanks to Asmodeus's unexpectedly bumbling personality.

If she had been sharp-witted or arrogant, we would have been in much greater danger.

Her skills were strong enough that even I had struggled against her.

"Buheehee! You both went through quite an ordeal!"

Thump, thump.

The Orc butler was leisurely walking toward us from the mansion.

Now that I knew he had been hiding his true abilities, I could no longer view him as a harmless entity.

Princess Charlotte and I each drew our swords and pointed them at him.

"Buhi! Didn't we have a good time together, my lord?"

"You'll need to explain why you hid your abilities in a way I can understand."

"There's no elaborate reason. I simply dislike fighting. Rather than bloodying myself in battle, I find it far more efficient to gush nosebleeds while looking at women's underwear."

"Even that perverted behavior could be an act."

Still maintaining our guard, Orc scratched his cheek as if troubled.

Then, as if struck by a good idea, he began rummaging through his pocket.

"Very well. Since I broke your trust first, I'll offer my most treasured possession to restore it!"

"Treasure?"

"Yes! An incredibly rare treasure—only 100 exist in the entire world!"

Only 100? Is that really rare? I wondered.

However, Orc confidently smiled, guaranteeing that once I saw it, I would definitely want it.

Shortly after, he pulled out a snow-white skull necklace from his pocket.

"Buheehee! You must have heard of this! The rising star and globally popular celebrity! The bone necklace that Hades only gives to her 100 highest-paying supporters!"

"...You've got to be kidding me."

[The world has finally broken...]

He's a genuine nutcase.

Any suspicion I had toward Orc instantly vanished.

***

"Argh! This is so frustrating!"

At the Academy's outdoor terrace.

While numerous students gathered there to enjoy lunch, a woman's resentful anger spread in all directions.

It was Sherin, the owner of rare pink hair and Bern's former childhood friend.

"What's so great about that woman in the crystal ball anyway?!"

Sherin stabbed a sausage in her lunchbox with her fork, venting her anger.

Seeing her like this, other students gradually distanced themselves from her.

The reason for her hysteria, which even made other students avoid her, was simple.

A woman who had appeared like a comet and monopolized everyone's affection.

It was because Kang Jun-hyeok had become neglectful of her since Hades's appearance.

"Recently he brought some unidentifiable skull necklace and just sat there bragging about it...! It's just hideous—what's so good about it?!"

Sherin liked Kang Jun-hyeok enough to give him her virginity, which she hadn't given even to her childhood friend.

Not long after their intimate encounter, when she should have been receiving plenty of love, Kang Jun-hyeok was instead infatuated with another woman.

Naturally, she couldn't contain her feelings of betrayal.

She wanted to smash the crystal ball to pieces, but feared that would anger Kang Jun-hyeok.

So Sherin spent her days venting her anger in places where her lover wasn't present.

"What's so attractive about Hades anyway? Besides having skin whiter than mine, there's nothing! Even my chest is bigger...!"

Swish.

That's when it happened.

"Huh...?"

Sherin's expression suddenly contorted.

She continued to feel her chest area, as if searching for something lost.

Her hands moved frantically, but no matter how much she touched, what should have been there was gone.

"W-what...?"

What had once been curvy and soft was now flat and hard.

A complete cliff. If someone bumped into her, they wouldn't bounce off but would face-plant right into it.

"My breasts...? Where did my breasts go?!"

Following her anger came a scream as Sherin wailed loudly.

After previously showing immature behavior, she now began acting like a complete madwoman.

This made other students avoid her even more.

Going from complaining to suddenly shouting about where her breasts went—they couldn't help but see her as strange.

But the true reason students were avoiding her was different.

Sherin was currently so dazzlingly bright that it hurt to look at her up close.

At the center of her pink hair, one of her charms—

Her crown was reflecting sunlight, a fact she herself was unaware of.

Ch.49 - 048. Bern Kuram-1
In the midst of a raging blizzard.

In a world completely covered in white, black shadows moved relentlessly.

The shadows of one human and dozens of wolves struggled fiercely together.

After some time passed, the terrible blizzard subsided, revealing what lay beyond.

"Haaah..."

In the center of scattered blood and corpses of horned wolves stood a lone dark-haired man.

His name was Bern Coolam.

Ten years ago, he was one of the heroes who defeated the Demon King alongside the Hero, and now he was a Margrave who voluntarily guarded the northern frontier.

By the king's decree, he had been granted the title of Count rather than Viscount.

"Count, we've completed the monster extermination operation in Section 2."

"What about the casualties?"

"Eight with minor injuries. Three severely wounded. And... one death."

"Who was the fatality?"

"Roman, sir."

"...We've lost a valuable person. Give him a state funeral. Deliver his remains to his family with generous compensation, and ensure all proper respects are paid."

"I'll see to it."

Bern exhaled a hot breath as he stood with his sword planted in the snow.

His back radiated sorrow and lamentation.

Some said that to nobles, personal soldiers were merely expendable resources.

But to Bern, each soldier was a precious life and a comrade he wanted to protect.

Yet unless one was omnipotent, it was impossible to handle thousands of magical beasts alone.

'How many more precious lives must I watch perish...'

Drip. Drip.

Blood flowing from Bern's hand ran down his sword, staining the snow red.

These weren't wounds from fighting magical beasts.

His trembling fingernails had dug into his own skin, drawing blood.

Despite having fought hundreds of life-or-death battles, Bern could never grow accustomed to the death of his people.

But as a commander, he couldn't show weakness, so he closed his eyes and swallowed his grief.

"Count, the blizzard will worsen soon. We should head back now."

"Yes, let's do that. I'm sorry for causing worry."

"Haha! Not at all! You're Bliston's pride and treasure. If anything were to happen to you, I'd be thrown out of my home."

"That's an amusing joke. What family would cast out their breadwinner?"

"No, my family adores you so fanatically that I truly would be thrown out."

"I... see."

Bern scratched his cheek at his aide's serious expression.

"So please return to the fortress so I won't be evicted."

"Very well."

As Bern turned away with a bitter smile, his aide watched his retreating figure with mixed emotions.

'Such a stubbornly righteous man. Deep sorrow radiates from your back. Why do you suffer alone?'

As an aide, he couldn't know what path Bern had walked.

Yet one thing was certain—everyone in Bliston knew that he carried unspoken wounds in his heart.

The aide followed behind him today as always, waiting for the day when Bern would finally share his pain with others.

***

The Coolam Mansion in Bliston.

Built by the residents of Bliston for Bern, who dedicated himself to the safety of the people and country, it was impressively grand.

Initially, Bern had declined, finding it burdensome.

But due to the stubborn insistence of his wife Sherin, he reluctantly accepted.

Since then, Bern had devoted himself even more to serving the people on the frontlines.

And the residents of Bliston voluntarily took care of the mansion's maintenance.

"Welcome back, Count. You must be tired from the expedition."

"You must have worked hard managing this mansion while I was away."

"Thanks to the maids and other staff, it was easy to manage. If you wish to express gratitude, it would be better directed at them rather than an old man like me."

"I'll visit them separately, so don't worry."

"I'm humbled by your grace, Count."

Bern gestured for the old butler to rise as he bowed in gratitude.

Even after years as a count, Bern couldn't abandon his habit of treating his subordinates with respect.

"Also, Count, there's something I need to report regarding Young Master Lewen and the Madam."

"Was there a problem between them?"

"Yes, Young Master Lewen quarreled with the Madam again."

"Again..."

"Young Master took issue with the Madam's excessive spending. They argued for about thirty minutes before finally calming down."

The butler's tone conveyed his exhaustion.

It was easy to imagine him sweating through those thirty minutes.

Bern patted his shoulder in appreciation.

"Leave the rest to me. I'll handle those two."

"I apologize for burdening you with this, esteemed Count."

"Don't worry about it. Their issues are beyond your jurisdiction."

Bern smiled good-naturedly as he removed his coat and handed it to the butler.

True to his word, he only intended to give the butler appropriate tasks, and the old man respectfully accepted the coat with a bow.

Just as the situation seemed to calm down.

Footsteps rapidly approached Bern from the distance.

"Brother—I mean, Count!"

"Lewen..."

"I request a private audience with you, Count!"

"Very well."

Bern took Lewen to his office.

After dismissing all the staff, saying he had urgent matters to discuss, the two began their conversation in earnest.

"So what did you want to talk about?"

"How long do you intend to keep that woman by your side?"

"If this is about Sherin's spending habits, just leave it be..."

"You think I'm just concerned about money waste? I'm asking why you keep a woman who doesn't even love you!"

"..."

BANG!

Lewen slammed his palm on the desk.

He began pouring out his words imploringly.

"You know it too, don't you? That your wife's heart belongs to someone else! Knowing this, why do you keep such a woman around?"

"Sherin sacrificed herself for me, giving up her own love."

"Sacrifice? How nice! It wasn't sacrifice—she chose you as a second option because the king dumped her like trash!"

"Watch your tongue. If it weren't for me, you would have been arrested for treason long ago."

Despite Bern's quiet warning, Lewen merely snorted.

"Go ahead and have me killed. Without any blood relation anyway, I don't care when I die—"

"Lewen!"

Bern shouted, cutting off Lewen's words.

His voice was tinged with grief.

"Please don't say such things in front of me...! If you were to leave before me, I couldn't face Rin in the afterlife."

"...If our sister was so precious to you, why didn't you treat her well when she was alive?"

"Back then, I..."

"Stop with that tiresome excuse! How are you any different now than you were then? You're still afraid of losing people, just like before! You always carry your wounds alone and suffer alone. Don't you know that's a stupid way to think?"

"Lewen."

"If you had opened your heart to others more, maybe our sister wouldn't have died...!"

Crunch—

Lewen ground his teeth.

The regret of not doing anything for Rin while she was alive, not even being able to be with her at her deathbed.

It was frustrating that despite his efforts for his sister's beloved person, it wasn't being acknowledged.

"...If you want to blame me for failing to protect Rin, you're welcome to do so."

"I know blaming you for the past won't change anything. But why haven't you changed even after experiencing our sister's death? Why do you still refuse to open your heart to others?"

"..."

"Our sister was sacrificed because of your mistake! You should realize what went wrong and fix it! But what is this? You're still pushing yourself too hard and refusing help!"

Cast out the wife who doesn't love you.

Find true happiness.

Stop punishing yourself.

No matter how sincere the advice, Bern wouldn't listen.

Even though he knew what was wrong, he stubbornly kept his heart closed.

And that had led to Rin's death in the past.

The fact that his sister's sacrifice seemed worthless made Lewen furious.

"It's all my burden. I can't let anyone else shoulder it."

"Stop that bullshit!"

CRASH!

Unable to contain his anger, Lewen threw a teacup.

The broken pieces grazed Bern's cheek, drawing blood.

"You've endured all kinds of abuse while steadfastly contributing to humanity's peace. Why is it always you who suffers, always you who carries everything?"

"Because I have an unforgivable sin."

"Even that sin was something that had to be done by someone! If it hadn't been done, a greater calamity would have come! It was the right thing to do, so why do you insist on bearing it alone?"

"That... I cannot tell you."

"...Fuck this!"

Fed up with Bern's stubborn attitude, Lewen stormed out of the room.

Only silence remained in Bern's office.

In that space, Bern took out a handkerchief he had received from Rin before her death.

A handkerchief as white as the northern snow, but stained with blood in places.

Looking at it, Bern recalled Rin's last words.

'I'm sorry...'

Ch.50 - 049. Bern Kuram-2
"That stubborn, wooden-headed bastard...!"

In a tavern in Bliston.

Inside, Lewen was clutching a bottle of alcohol with a bright red face.

Though he wasn't particularly good with alcohol and hated hangovers, today he couldn't bear to remain sober, so he gulped down his drink.

"Hey Lewen, stop drinking and go home. Don't regret it tomorrow when you're complaining about a headache."

"Shut up. I'm doing this because I don't want to go back to that bastard's house."

"Good grief, what's the issue this time?"

"...I only ever give good advice for Bern's sake, but he never appreciates it."

"I've told you many times, haven't I? If you wait, the Count will eventually tell you everything."

"How long am I supposed to wait? I've already been patient for over ten years! He clearly has his reasons, but he won't tell me anything..."

Ugh, Lewen groaned as he planted his face on the table.

The alcohol made his head spin, making it difficult to control his body.

However, he held onto his consciousness, knowing that if he blacked out, Bern would come find him and take care of him.

He'd already had a terrible fight with the man and didn't want the indignity of being carried home on his back.

"You're quite consistent."

"What do you mean?"

"Whenever something upsets you, you always come to the tavern to complain about the Count."

"Am I not allowed to have complaints?"

"That's not what I meant. I'm just impressed by how persistent you are. Usually people give up after a day, or at most a month, when someone doesn't listen to them. But you've been cursing and worrying about the Count for years."

"..."

"You care about the Count even more than your own blood relatives, saying he's the last connection your sister left behind. I wonder why you care about him so much."

Ting-!

Lewen began flicking the empty bottle with his finger.

It was a habit he showed occasionally when revealing his true feelings.

"...Bern may be garbage who couldn't protect my sister, and a fool who tries to sacrifice himself for others without thinking, but he's someone who deserves respect."

"The people of Bliston do respect the Count."

"That's not enough. Despite his past actions being somewhat extreme, he's accomplished as much as the current king, yet people praise the king while pointing fingers and cursing at him. I don't understand it."

"Well, he did act excessively at times."

"That's what irritates me. If you don't kill a serial killer, they'll eventually kill again. Someone had to get blood on their hands, and Bern volunteered for that role. The current king is celebrated as a clean hero thanks to Bern, but people don't recognize that fact."

"That's just how the world is—it only favors the successful. What can we do about it?"

"Fuck, this shitty world..."

Lewen spat out a crude curse as he stared at the ceiling.

How could he improve the current situation?

No matter how hard he racked his brain, nothing came to mind due to his intoxication.

"Sigh, I'm leaving."

"Good idea. But are you sure you can get back on your own when you're that drunk?"

"Come on, I'm not a child. I can find my way home."

"Alright. Get home safely."

After complaining to his heart's content, Lewen left the tavern.

He barely managed to control his staggering body as he slowly moved forward.

As the cold northern wind hit his body, he silently observed the streets.

The smoke rising from chimneys and the sound of children's laughter from inside homes.

The warmth Lewen longed for existed in ordinary households.

But he had lost his only blood relative, and the person he wanted to accept as family had built walls around himself.

By the time he could walk on his own two legs like now, the warmth of family no longer existed.

"Huff...! Haah...!"

Am I asking for too much?

With such doubts in mind, Lewen walked aimlessly.

Until he spotted an unexpected figure.

"...Who's that?"

A woman entered his field of vision.

Though her face was tightly wrapped in cloth, Lewen's eyes couldn't be deceived.

He could immediately recognize her by the pink hair peeking out from the cloth and her body shape.

It was Sherin, Count Bern Coolam's wife.

*What is she doing at this late hour?*

Sherin looked around cautiously before entering an alley.

Suspicious of her behavior, doubts grew in Lewen's mind, and his feet automatically followed her.

Keeping his presence hidden, he followed the alley until he came upon an abandoned cathedral.

*She can't be here for worship at this hour... especially not in an abandoned cathedral.*

Lewen knew that Sherin was a former priestess.

But he couldn't imagine that she, who usually spent her time shopping and primping, would now come to pray devoutly.

His suspicions deepened as he quietly entered the abandoned cathedral.

All the lights were broken, and the place was filled with cobwebs, debris, and dust.

Just entering made it hard to breathe.

Afraid he might cough if he inhaled deeply, Lewen covered his mouth and nose with his hand, minimizing his breathing.

"Is the evidence fabrication complete?"

"Of course."

As he was carefully exploring the interior of the cathedral, Lewen heard Sherin's voice coming from the chapel.

He quickly hid behind a door, pressing his back against it.

He opened his ears wide, focusing all his attention on the conversation.

"The Count doesn't know, right?"

"Of course not. How could he know when he's not even at the mansion due to his expedition? Don't worry and just prepare the plan."

"Preparations are already complete. We can begin anytime you give the order."

"Good. Then proceed with the plan without delay."

"As you command."

Plan? Preparations? Execution?

The incomprehensible conversation was making Lewen's head spin.

However, from these fragments, he could guess that they were plotting something sinister.

He needed to inform Bern immediately.

But the stubborn man would never act against Sherin without evidence.

Even at the risk of danger, he needed to dig deeper into the truth of the matter.

Lewen followed the two people as they left the abandoned cathedral after their secret meeting.

However, midway, the man cast an invisibility spell on himself, and Lewen, unable to manipulate mana, had no way to track him.

With only his suspicions, Lewen had no choice but to return to the mansion and fling open the door to Bern's office.

"Bern! Are you still awake?"

Entering the Count's office without knocking was disrespectful, but he skipped the formality due to the urgency of the situation.

Prepared for a scolding, he entered the office but encountered a completely unexpected situation.

"Cough! Cough!"

"Bern!"

Bern was sitting on the office floor, coughing up blood.

Lewen rushed to approach him, but Bern raised his hand to stop him.

"You mustn't come near me."

"What kind of bullshit is that when you're coughing up blood!"

"I'm not saying this out of selfishness. There's a possibility you could get involved if you're not careful."

"What do you mean...ah!"

The blood Bern had coughed up on the floor began turning black.

Seeing this, Lewen's expression twisted with anger toward Sherin, assuming it was poison.

However, Bern's words broke his assumption.

"This is a curse placed upon me."

"A curse? Not poison?"

"Yes. A curse that has tormented me my entire life."

"Then quickly, let's call a priest to remove the curse...!"

"Unfortunately, this curse is placed on my soul, not my body, so it cannot be lifted."

"A curse on the soul? What exactly is that?"

"I don't know the details myself, so I can't tell you. More importantly, why did you come looking for me so urgently at this late hour?"

"Ah, right!"

Remembering his original purpose, Lewen reported everything that had happened without omission.

Though he had no physical evidence, he advised confronting her directly, believing the truth would come out.

Bern nodded calmly.

"So she's finally ready to begin."

"You sound like you already knew."

"I recently asked the head butler to investigate Sherin due to her suspicious movements. It seems she plans to frame me for treason."

"What? I worried for nothing! Then shouldn't we capture her and her accomplices and punish them?"

"No. I intend to go along with Sherin's plan."

"Are you crazy? If you know about the plot, you should retaliate! Why are you letting yourself be victimized?"

"Because I don't have much time left to live."

With a bitter smile, Bern wiped the blood splattered on the floor.

The cloth he used to wipe the blood began to corrode.

Seeing this, Lewen tried to maintain his composure despite his agitation.

"I understand that you don't have much time left. But are you going to let them do as they please?"

"You don't need to worry about that. I've found all their evidence, so even if I die, everyone except Sherin will meet the same fate as me. And the Bliston territory is scheduled to be governed by someone with a better reputation than me."

"Wait! Why are you excluding her?"

"Long ago, I was defeated in a duel with His Majesty the King and agreed to entrust Sherin to him. But due to the King's circumstances, I ended up taking Sherin as my wife. Sherin became unhappy because of me, forced into a marriage she didn't want, so I'd like to give her a chance to find happiness."

"How is she unhappy when she looks down on you, spends your money freely, and only knows how to throw hysterical fits? If anything, you're the one who's been unhappy having to live with her!"

Lewen couldn't understand.

He couldn't accept that someone who deserved happiness more than anyone else was willingly throwing himself into hell.

His body trembled with anger, so Bern carefully embraced him.

"Don't hate Sherin too much. Thanks to her, I had happy times too."

"But that's all in the past! What do you gain from sacrificing yourself like this?"

"It was an unavoidable choice. I'm sorry, please forgive me for leaving you behind."

"If you're sorry, then live longer! Forget about that woman and live the rest of your life happily!"

"...I cannot do that."

"Why not?"

Bern gently pulled away from Lewen and took something out from inside his clothes.

A bloodstained handkerchief. On it was embroidered the name of Lewen's precious sister.

"Sister's handkerchief?"

"Rin gave me this keepsake and wished for my happiness. But I was destined to never be happy."

"..."

"After the final battle with the Demon King, I happened to encounter the First Witch. Looking at me, she said this:"

You are cursed by fate, and all who come close to you will become unhappy.

It was the moment when Bern's hidden circumstances were revealed.

"At first, I couldn't believe it. But considering that all my comrades and friends who had been with me died while I alone survived, I had no choice but to believe it. Rin's death was probably because of me too."

"So the reason you've kept your distance from others all this time was..."

"Yes, it was to prevent those dear to me from becoming unhappy because of me. But despite that, people continued to become unhappy because of me. I couldn't bear to see it anymore."

The reason Bern isolated himself.

It was because of a curse that could neither be purified nor escaped.

"You're willing to be sacrificed for that reason? Without telling anyone the truth?"

"Originally, I planned to take my secret to the grave. Someone might approach me out of pity if they knew my circumstances. I endured it firmly. But seeing you with the same expression as Rin back then, I just couldn't do it."

"Ah..."

"So I ask you this. Lewen, please live happily enough for my share too."

Bern smiled brightly as he firmly placed the handkerchief in Lewen's hand.

Seeing Bern's smile, something he had never seen before, Lewen burst into tears.

However, he didn't have much time to be immersed in sadness...

Bern had used magic to put Lewen to sleep.

"Sebastian."

"You called, sir?"

"Take the sleeping Lewen to his room. I need to head to the capital soon."

"Understood."

"Thank you."

Bern put on a simple coat and left the room.

As he was leaving, the old butler's words flowed from behind him.

"Count, you have been the greatest master to me."

"...If you were eavesdropping, then you know? It's dangerous to be close to me."

"Ho ho ho! I'm just an old pine tree with not much time left. Isn't a little rebellion like this acceptable at the end?"

"...Indeed. You have been an irreplaceable person to me as well."

"I'm at a loss for words at your high praise. I pray for peace on your departing journey."

"Thank you."

The next day.

News of Bern's treason spread quickly throughout the kingdom, and Bern, who had voluntarily gone to the capital, gradually disappeared from history.

***

"Lewen."

"..."

"Lewen!"

"Mmm? Sister...?"

"I'm sorry for waking you suddenly. But you were crying."

"Ah..."

Lewen had recalled past events in his dream.

His eyes were moist with tears.

"Did you have a scary dream?"

"Yeah..."

"It must be because you're sleeping in a different place. I'm sorry."

Clop-clop! Clop-clop!

On the swaying horse.

The siblings were currently riding on horseback through a forest path.

Lewen had fallen asleep in Rin's arms.

"It's okay! It's because I want to see Bern!"

"Y-yes, but if you had a nightmare because of my selfish desire..."

"Sometimes we have nightmares! Don't worry about it! Besides, I've already forgotten what the dream was about!"

"R-really?"

"Yes! So let's hurry and go see Bern!"

Though he said that, Lewen still couldn't forget the memory of that day.

No, he couldn't forget it.

The past before his regression. Since that incident, Lewen had repeatedly gone through regressions.

He didn't know why he had become a regressor.

Perhaps he became a regressor due to Bern's curse.

If that was the case, there was only one thing he needed to do.

*You said you wanted me to be happy? I'm sorry, but I want the same for you.*

The two people precious to Lewen.

Rin and Bern.

Lewen had always hoped for their happiness above anyone else's.

But his sister always died before him, and Bern was destined to die young due to the curse of fate.

*But now it's different.*

His only sister was alive, and although Bern had a different self, his essential goodness was similar.

In dozens of regressions, he had never encountered a situation like the current one.

This regression was his golden opportunity.

*This time, I will definitely...*

Make both of them happy.

Reaffirming his resolve once more, Lewen clenched his fist.

"Ah! Gracious Teacher!"

"Oh? It's Rin! How did you find your way here?"

"I've been sensing your energy from the village and followed it!"

"That's a bit scary."

Upon spotting Bern, Rin stopped the horse and jumped off.

Without looking back, she embraced him.

Watching this scene, Lewen felt slightly disappointed but also pleased.

Although it wasn't yet the complete picture, they were gradually getting closer to the future he desired.

Ch.51 - 36.5. The Dragon, The Sword Saint, And The Side Character - 2
"Mmm...♡ Slurp, suck...!"

The room was hot with sweat and body heat.

There, I was receiving a devoted fellatio from Rin.

"Smooch, mmm, haah...♡"

"Ugh!"

Lick, lick.

Rin stuck out her tongue slightly, stimulating the glans and urethra.

A thrilling current of pleasure flowed through my body, stimulating my brain.

Her technique made me doubt this was her first time.

"Does it hurt at all?"

"Not at all. I'm actually surprised at how good you are. Have you done this somewhere before?"

"I can assure you this is my first time! Please don't say such things!"

"S-sorry. I just meant you're really good at it."

"I appreciate the compliment, but I'd prefer you never doubt me like that again. My body belongs only to you, my benefactor!"

It was an embarrassing thing to say, but I was happy nonetheless.

A body reserved only for me.

What man wouldn't be happy knowing a beautiful woman like Rin only has eyes for him?

At least I can't think of any.

"I'm sorry for doubting you. I guess I said that because I can't believe someone like me could be with you."

"I feel the same way. You underestimate yourself, but to me, you're an amazing person. You cured my brother's illness when all other doctors had given up, and you didn't back down from fighting that vicious Demi-lich. That's why I fell for you."

Rin's face turned slightly red as she smiled brightly.

Soon, she pressed my cock against her cheek, cradling it preciously with both hands.

"And forgive my crudeness, but regarding technique—I found your cock so lovable that I unconsciously lost myself in sucking it. From the front..."

"Ugh!"

Rin extended her tongue to touch the glans.

She ran her tongue down, gently licking the base of my cock.

"Everything from the tip to the root tastes so good I couldn't help myself."

"...Whew, now I can't hold back either!"

"Eek!"

I pushed Rin down onto the bed.

The soft mattress prevented any injury, but her body immediately became disheveled.

Her hair spread widely, her two breasts stood perky, and the moisture from her slit trickled down her legs.

"Now I perfectly understand how you felt earlier."

I realized what it meant for a body to look delicious.

I wanted to explore those plump lips.

I wanted to knead her breasts roughly and bite her nipples.

I wanted to lick and savor the crevice where her juices were flowing.

My eyes trembled violently, not wanting to miss a single spot to explore.

My cock throbbed eagerly, wanting to wedge itself into Rin's gap.

"Master."

"Yes?"

"Before we begin intercourse, could you give me a moment?"

"Time? What for?"

At my question, Rin smiled gently and brought up another topic.

"Do you remember when we first met?"

"You were a pickpocket playing innocent, and you ended up cutting my wallet too."

"Ugh...! Y-yes. It was an unfortunate incident that revealed my lack of skill."

Rin's lips twisted slightly.

Though she maintained her smile, it seemed like a memory she didn't want to recall.

She's completely red up to her ears.

"So you came forward offering to compensate me, but at that time, you didn't trust me easily."

"Were you resentful of me for that?"

Rin shook her head.

"What I wanted to talk about was what I did afterward to earn your trust."

"You showed me the sword oath, right?"

"That's right."

The act of bringing a sword close to one's heart.

It was swordsmen's way of expressing that if they broke their promise, they would pierce their own heart with their sword.

Though some outsiders abused this practice, swordsmen still cherished and respected this form of expression.

"So why bring up the sword oath now?"

"Though it wasn't your intention, you doubted my purity. So I want to show you my determination, just like back then."

"Ah... Then wait a moment. I'll get you a sword."

"No. That won't be necessary."

Rin grabbed my arm as I was about to leave to fetch a sword.

"But without a sword, you can't make a sword oath."

"It's alright. The oath I want to show you is different."

What could she possibly want to show me?

As I was wondering this, Rin blushed and smiled shyly.

Then she brought both hands to her left chest.

With her fingers pressed together, she pressed down on her chest and formed a heart shape with her hands.

"I-it's a love oath. I promise on my heart to give you my purity and love you forever...!"

Damn, that broke me.

The moment I saw what's commonly called a "chest heart," my excitement reached its limit.

It was a different kind of seduction than Rene spreading her pussy wide open.

Among thousands of expressions of love, this was both cute and provocative.

Though she asked for time, I could no longer hold back and pounced on Rin.

"Ah...!"

"You said you'd give me your purity? I'm sorry, but I can't give you mine."

Because I gave my first experience to Rene.

Unless time could be turned back, Rin would inevitably be my second.

"That's fine. I'm satisfied just having you take my purity."

"...I see. I can't give you my purity, but I'll make another oath instead."

That I'll love you no less than your oath to me.

Whispering that into Rin's ear, I inserted my cock into her slit.

"Ahh...!"

Squelch-!

I slowly widened her inner flesh, breaking through the narrow gap.

Savoring the purity she had kept for me, I embraced her tightly.

To help her forget the pain of defloration.

"Ugh!"

Unlike Rene, Rin seemed to be in pain, trembling and flinching.

I quickly pressed my lips against hers.

Our kiss became a means to confirm our love, and our saliva served as a painkiller.

As her trembling began to subside, Rin exhaled deeply and whispered to me.

"I-I'm fine now. Please move as you wish."

"Alright."

She was clearly forcing herself.

Still in pain, she was concerned about my pleasure and wanted me to push her body to its limits.

While her devotion was admirable, sex is only meaningful when both parties feel good.

I moved my hips carefully.

"Mmm...! Aah..."

I tried to ensure her moans weren't tinged with pain.

I pulled my hips back slightly before pushing deep inside again.

Fast-paced sex is good, but it wasn't bad to leisurely feel the sensation of her vaginal walls while striking her womb.

"Hnngh! Haah...! Haah...! Aahn♡"

As time passed, Rin's moans began to sound more like cries of pleasure.

As she grew accustomed to my cock, pleasure overwhelmed pain.

As Rin adapted, I gradually increased my pace.

"M-master. Haahn...! Y-you can go faster...mmm!"

"It's okay. This is satisfying enough. Besides, I want your first experience to be a good memory."

"Ah... Th-thank you♡"

Pleased by my words, Rin embraced me.

Her legs wrapped around my waist like a snake.

Seeing her determination to never let go, I grinned and intensified my thrusts.

"Aahn...! Haahn, ngh, hnngh, huaahn...! M-master! Kiss...! Please kiss me! Mmm...♡"

Instead of her usual formal speech, she was acting like a spoiled child, and I explored her lips.

Our tongues intertwined in our mouths, creating sticky threads.

At the same time, pre-cum and love juices flowed endlessly below, soaking the sheets.

Squelch squelch squelch squelch-!

My hip movements no longer showed any trace of gentleness.

Nevertheless, Rin displayed a disheveled appearance and continuously moaned.

Her cries of pleasure reached my ears, making my lower half even harder.

Stronger.

Until she, who was always perfect, became completely disheveled and a slave to pleasure.

I pulled my hips back far before thrusting deep inside.

"Hnnngh!"

The voice of a bitch in heat.

With my free hand, I firmly grasped Rin's breast.

I kneaded the soft, squishy sensation before strongly pinching and pulling her hardened nipple.

"M-my breasts...! Hnngh! Ngh...! Haahn! Huaaahn!!"

Splash-!

Rin jerked her hips once before climaxing, squirting her love juices.

But it was still too early to finish.

"Hnngh-cha!"

"Kyahh...!"

I embraced her lying body and lifted her with all my strength.

Still connected, I sat on the bed facing her.

Rin's face, scent, and breath were all intensely felt at close range.

Meanwhile, perhaps embarrassed by my gaze, Rin gently lowered her head.

But when I grabbed her buttocks and lifted her up before slamming her down, she raised her face with a grand moan.

"Kuhnngh!"

Squelch-! Squelch-!

As lewd sounds came from where we were joined, I gradually began to feel the urge to ejaculate.

Rin's tight pussy wrapped around my cock, deliciously sucking it.

In that state, the soft vaginal walls continuously stroked my cock, making it hard to hold back.

"Rin...! I'm about to...!"

"C-cum for me! Hnngh...! Please, inside me...! Hnngh, ungh, kuhnnngh...! Haaahn!"

"I'm coming...!"

"Hnnnnnnngh-----!!"

Gulp gulp!

Sperm began to surge and fill Rin's insides.

At the same time, my vision turned white, and I momentarily lost sensation in my arms.

As my supporting arms gave way, my cock popped out of Rin's pussy with a plop.

Rin collapsed onto the bed.

It was similar to her seductive pose before we started, but there were differences.

Sweat glistened all over her body, and the amount of love juice flowing from her lower lips was different.

The density of her panting breath was also different, making it look like she was breathing out steam.

Seeing the lewd appearance of a bitch who had climaxed, my cock, which had just finished ejaculating, began to stand tall again.

I'm sorry for Rin, but one more time...

"That's unfair!"

"Whoa!"

Arms suddenly appeared from behind me.

They wrapped around my waist and embraced me with all their might.

"At first, I wanted to be gently embraced by Bern too...!"

"Ah..."

"Please fuck me again too! This time, gently!"

Rene's innocent complaint made me chuckle.

She no longer fights with Rin, but she's still jealous.

Meanwhile, Rin, having composed herself, also got up and pleaded with me.

"M-me too...! Hnngh...! I'd like it rough like Rene had earlier!"

It was the same on this side too.

As much as they were burning with jealousy, they were full of desire.

It seems tonight is going to be a long one.

Ch.52 - 050. Time For Rewards
After realizing that the Orc had no ulterior motives, I relaxed my guard and sheathed my sword.

Claiming to be a devoted fan of Hades when he'd been active for less than a week meant the Orc clearly wasn't in his right mind.

He had been consistent from the beginning.

There was no need to worry about him being some mastermind or hidden powerhouse.

If he'd had grand ambitions to manipulate the world, he would have left this place long ago.

Besides, it didn't seem like Asmodeus was particularly restraining him either.

"Can you trust me now?"

"I might not trust you completely, but I can at least believe you don't have any malicious intentions."

"That's enough for me."

"So why did you come out too? Did you just tag along?"

In response to my question, the Orc bowed deeply at a 90-degree angle.

"No. I came to formally apologize to all of you."

"Why are you apologizing? If it's about Asmodeus's aggressive behavior, I provoked her too. You don't need to apologize on her behalf."

"I didn't mention this before, but the dungeon exit was actually on the floor directly above where the Queen was."

"Hmm?"

"I sensed you were looking for a way out, but I deliberately guided you to the Queen's chamber."

"Why?"

"For some reason, I thought it might be interesting to bring you two together with the Queen."

I didn't particularly mind.

I had nearly lost my life, but I gained something worth risking death for.

Happiness exchanged for the Pink-Haired Slut's misfortune.

That alone made my encounter with Asmodeus worthwhile.

"I forgive you."

"Really?"

"Yes, but will the princess forgive you?"

"Buheek!"

Before I could finish speaking, Princess Charlotte grabbed the Orc by the collar and knocked him down.

She immediately began stomping on his body.

"Die! You damn pig!"

"Buhit! Buhihit...!"

Even while being trampled by Princess Charlotte, the Orc seemed delighted.

When he tried to peek under the princess's skirt, he received a powerful kick to the face.

*That broke his neck.*

Despite receiving an attack that would have killed a human instantly, he was still alive.

His tenacity made me wonder if he was actually an undead rather than an Orc.

Realizing that beating him to death would be pointless, I grabbed Princess Charlotte to stop her.

"Princess, let's stop now."

"Let go of me. Bern, you're not actually sympathizing with this pig, are you?"

"Of course not. I just think we should give him a chance to make amends."

"Make amends... you say?"

"Yes. Seeing his apologetic attitude, he seems willing to reform. Shouldn't we acknowledge his sincerity?"

In other words, don't just talk—provide proper compensation.

I gave the Orc a meaningful look, and he nodded.

He seemed to understand what I meant.

"I understand. Since I've caused you both trouble, I'll provide appropriate compensation."

"That's an excellent attitude."

"First, for the gentleman here, the skeleton necklace I mentioned earlier..."

"I don't need it."

I could get it anytime, and knowing exactly what Hades contained, I had no intention of going around bragging about being her devoted fan.

I gestured for him to offer something more practical or valuable, and the Orc pulled something else from his pocket.

"I understand. How about this?"

The item the Orc handed over was a leather arm guard.

I took it and examined it from various angles.

I had expected features like a hidden blade launcher, but there was nothing like that.

However, the Orc explained its special function.

"There's a magic inscription on the inside of the arm guard. If you store mana in it beforehand, you can deploy a protective spell when needed."

"Oh, that would be useful in dangerous situations. What's the grade of the protection spell?"

"It can easily block up to 5th-grade magic. Moreover, it has an expansion-contraction magic inscription, so it can adjust to fit the wearer's body."

"This is good. Thanks, I'll put it to good use."

Until now, I had plenty of offensive means but few defensive ones.

I only wore leather armor under my clothes for mobility. I had no other protective gear.

But the guard the Orc gave me not only protected my arm but also formed a shield around my entire body.

And it was an artifact that would infinitely replenish the shield as long as I stored magic power in the inscription.

I could make a fortune selling it, but I decided to keep it for myself.

"Next, for the princess, our Queen's highly-rated and frequently used dildo..."

"If you don't want it shoved up your ass, you'd better stop right there."

I quickly stopped the Orc's action.

The item itself was so impure that he would deserve death for offering it, and it was the last thing Princess Charlotte should have.

It was like a key that would unlock something sealed—if placed between her thighs, some man's life would end.

"I understand. For the princess, I'll present a necklace that's comfortable to wear."

"It's not that skeleton necklace again, is it?"

"No, don't worry."

What the Orc produced was an ordinary gold-plated necklace.

Its only distinctive feature was the dark red bloodstone attached to it.

"So what's special about this necklace?"

"I don't know the details, but I heard the bloodstone contains some of the first hero's blood."

"The first hero..."

"The previous king. My ancestor. Where did you get this?"

"It was given to me by a human alchemist who was once friends with the Queen. However, the Queen, who had been utterly defeated by the first hero in the past, found it detestable, so I've been keeping it."

Chronologically, Asmodeus had lived longer than the first hero.

If he had overwhelmingly defeated her despite her tremendous strength from years of experience, how powerful must the first hero have been?

Kang Jun-hyeok might have had comparable talent and power.

In that sense, the bloodstone necklace containing the first hero's blood was priceless.

Even if it had no special effect, its symbolic value couldn't be ignored.

"...Thank you for this precious gift."

"Buhihit! If you're truly grateful, perhaps one pair of the princess's panties... I'm joking."

The princess of a nation had expressed her gratitude using formal speech.

The Orc began to gloat but quickly became serious when he saw the murderous glint in her eyes.

As always, he seemed to be the type who invited beatings.

"Anyway, I'll overlook your offense just this once."

"Buhit! Thank you!"

Having received forgiveness from everyone, the Orc turned to head back to the mansion, saying he would return to the Queen's side.

Despite his complaints, Asmodeus seemed to be someone important to him.

"Princess!"

Shortly after the Orc left, the Garden Knights and their captain Julius arrived.

Since Rene and I had hidden ourselves beforehand, we could watch the princess leave without any conflict.

Even as she was departing, Princess Charlotte suddenly looked back at the bushes where I was hiding and mouthed something.

*See you again later.*

But I don't want to be involved anymore...

With such grumbling thoughts, I watched Princess Charlotte leave.

"Is it finally over now...?"

[Not yet. We still have the big event we've been waiting for!]

*What are you talking about? We safely escaped the ancient dungeon and parted ways with Princess Charlotte.*

[Contractor, have you already forgotten what we were doing before coming here?]

*Um... we were participating in a gladiatorial tournament in Rebron.*

[And what was our purpose for participating?]

*To obtain the Demonic Sword.*

[Exactly! I can sense it—that Demonic Sword is approaching us...!]

The sword couldn't have grown legs.

If it was coming to us, that meant Rin had successfully stolen the Demonic Sword.

But how did she know where to find us?

"Ah! Gracious Teacher!"

Speak of the devil.

Rin came running toward me and threw herself into my arms.

Though we'd been apart for only half a day, she was as excited as if she hadn't seen me for a month.

"Oh? It's Rin! How did you manage to find us here?"

"I kept sensing your energy and followed it!"

"That's a bit creepy."

It sounded like she could find me anywhere in the world.

Surely that couldn't be the case?

I wanted to believe that, but I couldn't be certain.

[Contractor! Quickly...! Ask her to show you the sword!]

*Alright, stop nagging.*

I didn't want to ruin this reunion moment.

But due to Prah's unusual excitement, I carefully asked Rin:

"Rin, did you bring the Demonic Sword?"

"Of course!"

Rin pulled out a cloth-wrapped sword from her waist.

Like a knight presenting a sword to a king, she knelt on one knee and handed me the Demonic Sword.

Thinking it was excessive, I scratched my cheek awkwardly as I accepted the sword.

[Hurry! Hurry...! Unwrap it!]

*I got it.*

I could feel Prah's urgent emotions.

I couldn't understand why he was so worked up over this.

The sensibilities of a Demonic Sword were beyond my comprehension.

[Did I pull a Polymorph?!]

With an exclamation like someone pulling a gacha, Prah's body trembled.

But after the cloth-wrapped Demonic Sword was revealed...

Prah remained silent for a long while before finally uttering a short, emphatic word:

[Motherfucker.]

Don't you only have a father?

Ch.53 - 051. Homeward
Prahf grew stronger after absorbing the demonic sword.

In addition to his existing abilities, he could now use Blood Magic.

Blood Magic was, as the name suggests, the power to freely manipulate blood.

It was the unique magic of Lavandre del Brunde, the Vampire Lord who was once known as the Crimson Lord and spread terror throughout the land.

This meant that the power of the Vampire Lord could be replicated through a demonic sword.

As Prahf grew stronger, I too was naturally entering the realm of the non-human.

"This gives me a lot more options."

[.......]

"Why are you so quiet? Aren't you happy about becoming stronger as a weapon?"

[I am happy. I am, but this isn't the power I wanted!]

"Did you want to get Polymorph? Do you really want to become human that badly?"

[Yes. The scabbard isn't uncomfortable, but I want to see the world from the same perspective as my contractor!]

I could just carry Prahf unsheathed, of course.

But I couldn't just walk around holding a pitch-black sword with blood-red runes engraved on its ominous surface.

Moreover, in town, there was a good chance I'd be grabbed by the shoulder by a guard and dragged away.

To grant Prahf's wish without causing problems, I'd need the Polymorph ability.

"This is our first wild demonic sword, so we can't expect to get everything at once. I'm sure we'll encounter another demonic sword someday if we wait."

[Ugh! Making me wait that long is too cruel!]

"I'm sorry, but to reassure the Benevolent Mad Dragon, we need to escort Rene back to her nest."

The purpose of our journey isn't to find demonic swords. It's to return home.

Making a huge concession, I wouldn't mind setting out to find demonic swords instead of going home.

But Rene's situation is different. The Benevolent Mad Dragon might be worried sick right now, so I need to take her back to her nest.

Therefore, no matter how much Prahf complained, the adventure to find demonic swords would have to wait.

"Let's be content with Blood Magic for now, okay?"

[Fine......]

I couldn't help but smile wryly at Prahf's reluctant agreement.

Did he really want to become human that badly?

As a consolation, I'd have to get him a new scabbard when we reached the next town.

"So what are you planning to do now?" Rene asked.

"Well, it would be fine to spend time in the forest until you return to your original form, but..."

It wouldn't be a bad idea to fly to my hometown while Rene was in dragon form.

We were getting close to the Mad Dragon's territory, so people wouldn't be too surprised if a dragon appeared in the airspace.

Now that Lin and Lewen had joined us, there seemed to be no reason to delay any further.

"Let's fly straight to Briant. Is everyone okay with that?"

"I'm fine with it!" Rene said.

"I will follow your decision, Gracious Teacher," Lin replied.

"Rene, you'll have to fly again. Will you be alright?"

"No problem! I got plenty of rest while you were gone, Bern!"

"Great, then let's go."

Rene lowered her body close to the ground.

I jumped up and landed on her back in one swift motion.

Lin followed, carrying Lewen, and everyone was on board.

"Lewen's with us, so we need to fly safely, okay?"

"Don't worry!" Rene replied cheerfully.

She began to flap her wings, moving them slowly and carefully as she rose into the sky, unlike before.

Eventually, she started flying toward the snowy mountains of the north, beyond the horizon.

Briant, Bern's hometown.

I was curious about what the village where my favorite character was born would be like.

***

Briant was located at the foot of the largest mountain range.

Unlike Front or Rebron with their distinctive characteristics, it was an extremely ordinary farming village.

Ironically, though, its main product being coconuts made it not entirely ordinary.

How could palm trees grow when cold winds blew down from the snowy mountains?

Seeing the novel's setting in reality made me feel a bit dumbfounded.

"Thanks for the long flight. You did well."

"This much is nothing for me!" Rene replied.

The distance from Rebron to Briant was quite long.

It would normally take 2-3 days of camping to reach the village in between.

And from that middle village to Briant would consume another 3-4 days.

But thanks to Rene, we could skip all that.

"Let's spend some time here until Rene's dragon transformation wears off."

If a dragon suddenly appeared in the middle of the village, it would cause confusion.

Until the transformation wore off, we decided to land at ruins somewhat far from Briant and spend time there.

We sat on nearby piles of stones and began to talk.

"By the way, Rene, there's something I've been curious about for a while. Would you tell me about it now?"

"What are you referring to?"

"I'm talking about when you were kidnapped. When we first met, I didn't ask in detail because it was sensitive, but now you can tell me, right?"

I knew that demons had manipulated humans to do it.

However, judging from Rene's power that I'd seen so far, she was certainly not someone who could be kidnapped by humans.

Yet Rene had been helplessly captured, and her horn had even been broken.

That meant they had used some special method to capture her.

I wanted to gather some information in preparation for future battles with demons. That way, I could make plans in advance.

"I can't explain in detail either. It happened in an instant. But I can tell you what I saw and felt."

In a serious atmosphere, Rene closed her eyes.

Then she opened her mouth and began her story.

"It happened about three days after my mother left. As usual, I was hunting in the forest and returned to my nest."

While lighting a fire to roast wild boar, Rene sensed an unfamiliar presence.

"Since people occasionally came to pay respects to my mother, I didn't take immediate action, just maintained a defensive posture. So I told them my mother wasn't there and they should come back later."

"But their target was you, right?"

"Yes. Despite my telling them to leave, they just grinned suspiciously. That's when I thought I should force them to leave."

She said that behind the gathered crowd, someone wearing a robe manifested a purple magic circle.

Extremely anxious, Rene immediately rushed toward the magician, but others thoroughly blocked her way.

Eventually, when the spell was completed, Rene felt dizziness and powerlessness enough to make her stagger.

On top of that, black chains wrapped around her, and then her own shadow swallowed her.

"It felt like being trapped in a monster's stomach. I struggled with all my might to resist, but when I opened my eyes again, my wings were cursed, and chains with nullification inscriptions were around my neck."

"I see."

After hearing Rene's story, one person immediately came to mind.

Nameless (Mu-myeong), who betrayed humanity and joined the Demon King's forces.

As his name suggested, he was a magician who had erased his own name and identity.

Stories about him weren't often covered in detail even in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

It was only known that he fell into darkness after being betrayed by someone he loved and expelled from the Magic Tower.

"He was the only magician in the world who could handle shadow attributes, right?"

Because of this rare ability, Nameless immediately came to mind after hearing Rene's story.

An executive of the Demon King's army who would eventually meet his death at Bern's hands.

Since I had destroyed the original story, I wasn't sure what would happen between Nameless and me in the future.

We might never meet.

However, as an enemy connected to Bern, I had a feeling we would inevitably fight.

"I understand your situation now. And I'm sorry for bringing up memories that aren't pleasant."

"It's okay. Although it was a terrible experience, it led to meeting you like this, Bern, so I'm satisfied with that!"

Rene, who had now returned to human form.

She walked over like a rabbit and gently leaned against my left shoulder.

"Hehe...!"

Her sweet laughter and bright smile were a bonus.

Not to be outdone, Lin clung to my right arm, which had been empty.

With a slightly protruding lower lip as if displeased, Lin quietly whispered.

"Gracious Teacher, this is sudden, but I demand a reward for bringing the demonic sword."

"Is there something specific you want?"

"I would like permission to cling to you like this for the rest of the day."

"Um... Is that really all you want?"

"Of course."

A situation with flowers on both arms.

Watching this, Lewen smiled meaningfully and kept raising his eyebrows.

He looked like he was about to leave to give us some private time.

But thinking that outdoor play was still premature, I stood up.

"Now that Rene has returned to her original form, let's head to Briant."

Above all, I would inevitably have to introduce Lin and Rene to my parents.

And I couldn't bring them looking disheveled and smelling of night flowers, could I?

I needed to bring them in a neat and clean state, which would look better and make it easier for my parents to accept them.

With that in mind, as soon as we arrived in Briant, I boldly opened the door to the Coolam family home and announced:

"Father, Mother. Your son, Bern Coolam, has returned!"

Crash! Boom!

What greeted my return home wasn't my parents' welcome but noise from upstairs.

There were sounds of things falling over and bumping into each other.

After a round of noise, there was silence, followed by hurried footsteps coming down from upstairs.

"Ahem...!"

"W-welcome home!"

Disheveled clothes, flushed faces, heavy breathing, and the scent of sweat passing my nose.

Decisively, seeing the kiss mark on my father's neck, I understood the whole situation.

I carefully backed away and returned the way I came.

"I'll come back in two hours."

"B-Bern?!" they both exclaimed.

I couldn't interrupt the sibling creation ritual.

I decided to wait for my parents to finish their character customization time.

Ch.54 - 052. On-Site Arrest
After a long two hours had passed.

My companions and my parents sat around the dining table, engaged in conversation.

I briefly explained how I came to return home and the connections I made during my journey.

I cut out anything that might cause problems and only shared stories that were safe to mention.

"So you've completely withdrawn from the Academy?"

"Yes, on the third day I submitted my withdrawal letter to the chairman and walked out on my own. I'm sorry."

"If that's your decision, I don't have anything particular to say about it."

"You've always been a child who made your own judgments and acted on them. I'm sure you had your reasons for withdrawing."

Though I can't say it out loud, the Bern they know no longer exists.

I'm a person from another world who possessed Bern's body.

It felt bitter having to pretend to be Bern in front of his biological parents without being able to tell them the truth.

Especially when they care for Bern so much that they would understand even the most extreme choices.

"Come to think of it, what happened to Sherin? Did she come back with you?"

"The reason you went to the Academy was to follow Sherin, whom you've liked since you were young."

"Ah..."

I cursed out the Pink-Haired Slut and cut ties with her.

My mouth itched with the desire to tell them exactly what happened.

But how could I explain that the Pink-Haired Slut was planning to make me into a Doormat Husband?

Instead of revealing the truth, I put on a sorrowful expression and bowed my head solemnly.

"Sherin's heart turned toward someone else. Sad as it was, I wished for her happiness and cleanly let her go."

Crunch-!

I heard the sound of grinding molars from my right.

Glancing sideways, I saw Rin smiling gently.

However, the muscles in her lower jaw were subtly contracting.

She had earnestly believed the lie I made up to deceive my parents and was now furious.

"To think such a thing happened..."

"You must have gone through a lot."

Fortunately, my parents seemed to believe it too.

Well, the Academy is filled with children of noble families and individuals with world-class talents.

As parents who thought of Bern as merely a somewhat strong child, it would be natural for them to think I might be lacking in ability compared to other men.

Given the circumstances, it wouldn't be strange if the Pink-Haired Slut spread her legs for other men.

As disgusting as it was, it wasn't an incorrect assumption since she had fallen head over heels for Kang Jun-hyeok.

"Still, our son has good abilities. To think you'd bring such proper and pretty young ladies, no less impressive than Sherin."

"And two of them at that."

"Hehehe...!"

"Thank you for your kind words, Mother, Father."

Rene smiled brightly and Rin shyly responded to my parents' unexpected compliments.

My parents smiled warmly at the fresh reactions each of them showed.

I enjoyed the pleasant atmosphere, sipping my tea leisurely.

These moments are truly nice.

"By the way, have you decided where you'll all be staying?"

"My room should still be available, one person can use the guest room, and another can use my brother Freric's empty room, right?"

"Ah, about that. Your brother who left for the Capital recently..."

"I'm home!"

"Speak of the devil."

The door burst open, and a blonde man entered the house.

With eyes slanted to the sides, corners of his mouth turned up impudently, and tanned skin.

In vulgar terms, he looked like the very definition of sleazy.

"Well, who do we have here? It's my one and only brother Bern!"

"It's been a while, Brother Freric."

The man was Freric, Bern's only sibling.

His appearance was so different from mine that I questioned whether they were really born from the same parents.

However, according to the "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" setting guide, they were definitely blood brothers.

"Freric, say hello. These ladies are Bern's lovers."

"Whoa! Each one is quite a beauty! I'm so jealous I could die!"

"Thank you!"

"Brother-in-law is quite handsome too."

"Hehe! To receive compliments from such beauties, I'm moved to tears!"

The atmosphere remained cheerful even with my brother's arrival.

But amidst all this, I alone couldn't bring myself to smile easily.

Freric, with his blonde, tanned, delinquent appearance, was exactly the type of guy who lived up to his looks.

In Part 6 of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," while the protagonist's group was having their grand adventure, Bern took on a female disciple named Kate.

Kate was a naive magician rejected by the Magic Tower who, like Jun-hyeok in the beginning, admired Bern's strength and followed him around.

At first, Bern refused her pleas to accept her as his disciple.

But as her persistent requests continued day after day, the innocent sub-male lead finally raised the white flag.

So Bern went on adventures with Kate, teaching her his magical knowledge, techniques, and many other things.

During that process, sweet episodes between the two occurred in abundance, gradually building romantic feelings.

At that time, I was really excited, thinking, "What's this? What's this?"

I was filled with anticipation at the signs that Bern would start a romance with a proper woman instead of the Pink-Haired Slut.

However, I had momentarily forgotten something.

That the author was suffering from a severe addiction to Bern-hatred that required treatment.

*I still get pissed when I think about that time.*

In the midst of continuing his sweet adventures with Kate, Bern returned to his hometown.

Just like now, he introduced his female disciple to his parents, quickly completing what wasn't quite a formal meeting but close enough.

I thought they were about to walk the flower path, but who would have known?

That the meeting would become Freric's, not Bern's.

Bern had planned to stay in Briant for about two weeks to teach Kate.

Meanwhile, Freric, who had spectacularly failed in his business in the Capital, returned to the village to take up farming.

Freric, who exuded a dissolute aura, stayed at the family home and kept eyeing Kate.

As time passed, Kate began to have more contact with Freric than with Bern.

From this point on, I read the novel with a sinking heart, noticing the strange signs.

But Bern and Kate's story was no longer covered in detail, and the narrative shifted to Kang Jun-hyeok.

*Each day was hell.*

I read the novel as soon as each chapter was updated, wanting to see Bern and Kate's story.

But even after more than 50 chapters were uploaded, their story wasn't mentioned at all.

Then, only at the end of Part 6 was the aftermath revealed, and the conclusion was absurd.

After two weeks, Kate rejected Bern's invitation to go on an adventure together right to his face.

She declared that she would give up the path of a magician and stay in Briant to farm with Freric.

Poor Bern respected Kate's choice once again and left alone.

A month later, a wedding invitation arrived for Bern, and their story ended completely.

*F-f-f-fuck!*

[W-why are you suddenly like this?!]

*Ah, sorry. Just remembered something unpleasant.*

The second NTR after Sherin.

What made it even worse was that Bern's story was completely omitted.

While Kang Jun-hyeok was having his great achievements, Bern was having his woman stolen by his own brother.

What on earth was Bern doing that he couldn't keep his woman?

I wanted to know at least that much, but nothing was revealed.

There was only Freric's line at the end: "She's not the right woman for you."

That bastard author who wanted to make Bern miserable but didn't want to be cursed by readers, so he cut out the NTR descriptions.

At this point, I felt emptiness beyond anger and reached a state of enlightenment.

I seriously considered dropping the novel.

But I continued, believing that after all the hardship, the author would make Bern happy in the end.

Then, when I saw the author give Bern a Doormat Husband ending as the grand finale, my thread of reason snapped.

"It's great to see you after so long. Don't you think so too?"

"Yes."

Freric grinned and put his arm around my shoulder.

His flippant attitude was extremely unpleasant.

But since Bern and Freric's brotherly affection was said to be good, I pretended to be happy.

I'll let it slide now out of consideration for family bonds.

However, if he shows any vile desires toward Rene and Rin, I'll kill him no matter what.

***

On a night in Briant where crickets chirped loudly.

After everyone exchanged good night greetings and went to their respective rooms.

There were ominous footsteps heading toward the guest bedroom.

The blonde man licked his lips and gave an unpleasant smile.

In his hands, he held some mysterious books.

"Keheheh! I'm already getting excited!"

Having some impure thoughts, Freric made a bizarre laughing sound as he stood in front of the door.

He carefully knocked on the door.

"Sisters-in-law, are you asleep?"

But there was no answer from beyond the door.

At this, Freric raised the corners of his mouth even higher and turned the doorknob.

"That won't do. Our passionate night is just beginning...!"

Creeeeak-!

Freric entered the room without permission.

As he closed the door again to prevent their conversation from leaking out—

"Huk!"

"Good evening, Brother Freric."

Behind the door stood Bern, smiling brightly.

In his hand was a coconut.

"Bern?! Why are you here?!"

"The guest bed is narrow, so I told Rin and Rene to use my room, and I planned to sleep in the guest room. But why are you here, Brother?"

"I-I came to talk with my sisters-in-law."

"Were you really just going to talk? Or did you have some ulterior motives..."

"Ulterior motives! They're your future wives, how could you say such nonsense...!"

"Then may I check those books in your hands?"

When Bern reached out his arm asking for the books, Freric flinched and trembled.

Seeing him swallow nervously, Bern's gaze grew even sharper.

It must be a magic book related to hypnosis or aphrodisiacs.

Thinking this, Bern urged Freric to hand over the books quickly.

"Th-this is nothing!"

"If it's nothing, you can show it to me, can't you?"

"Kugh...!"

Realizing this wasn't going to work, Freric tried to escape.

He turned his body sharply to dash out the door, but Bern caught his arm.

Freric was then helplessly subdued and had his books taken away.

"N-no...!"

"Let me see what kind of books these are. If there's anything problematic, you'd better be prepared."

Humming the famous background music from a gambling movie, Bern opened the book.

All while ready to smash his head with the coconut at any moment.

Eventually, Bern's eyes widened in shock as he confirmed the contents of the book.

"This is...?"

"Damn, I've been caught..."

Bern looked back and forth between the book and Freric's face in disbelief.

The identity of the book that surprised him was, surprisingly, a picture book.

But its contents were not ordinary—it was an album-like book filled with pictures of Bern from his childhood.

"Tch! I was embarrassed and didn't want you of all people to find out."

Freric rubbed his nose awkwardly, his face turning red.

Seeing this, Bern's pupils began to shake rapidly.

"Th-then the reason you came to meet Rene and Rin was...?"

"I wanted to show my picture book to my sisters-in-law and spend some hot gossip time with them. Just imagining how happy they'd be seeing your childhood images gives me thrills. Kekek!"

Freric, who had stolen Kate from Bern in the original work.

Surprisingly, he was a pure-love Blonde-haired Hunk.

Ch.55 - 053. The Family I Thought Was Shit
It felt like I'd been hit hard on the head with a book.

What in the world was going on?

Not only had Freric drawn pictures of Bern, but he was such a brother-complex that he even kept them in a book?

I could only shake my head at this unacceptable reality, but only for a moment.

"Gracious Teacher, what's happening?!"

The brief commotion brought Rene and Rin from my room to the guest room.

They found a bizarre scene: me restraining Freric while holding a coconut in one hand and staring at a picture book.

As they both tilted their heads in confusion, Freric started to snicker.

"Whoo-hoo! Sisters-in-law, come over here and look at these drawings of little Bern!"

What kind of person is he, seriously?

***

After sorting out the situation and exchanging a few words, the misunderstanding was cleared up.

Freric had only brought the picture book. He hadn't brought any other suspicious items.

Now he was happily showing the pictures to Rene and Rin, laughing with delight.

Meanwhile, I was watching from a distance with very complicated feelings.

[Why do you wear such a displeased expression when they are enjoying themselves so much?]

'The Freric I knew was a frivolous, shallow person who wouldn't hesitate to steal another man's woman. But the person I'm looking at now doesn't seem anything like that at all.'

His manner of speaking was casual as I'd expected. But he didn't seem like someone who would carelessly steal someone else's girlfriend.

In the novel, he was definitely trash, but seeing him in reality, he just seemed like a somewhat unusual older brother.

He even seemed to care deeply for Bern, just like their parents did.

If he didn't have affection for his brother, he wouldn't have preserved memories with his younger brother through drawings in a world without photographs.

That was only possible because of his special family love.

[Perhaps you've misunderstood something?]

'I'd like to think so, but I'm still not sure.'

There are cases where someone might naturally approach their brother's woman like this and steal her away.

I still think I shouldn't let my guard down.

I need to question everything, especially when it comes to NTR.

"C-Cute! Young Bern was adorable in every picture!"

"Even though he's become a stoic guy now, he used to be such a darling child. Well, he's still a good kid regardless!"

"Making pictures by connecting pebbles... that's amazing! Thanks to you, even though I can't see, I can understand what Gracious Teacher was like in the past!"

"Drawing my cute little brother with just a brush felt a bit lacking, you know? So I tried a new approach. I never expected it would be helpful like this!"

"Brother-in-law, your craftsmanship is quite impressive."

"Hehehe! Believe it or not, I almost became a court painter once!"

"Then how did you end up becoming a merchant?"

"That's a painful question. Let's avoid that topic if possible."

Watching him speak wittily and carry the conversation forward, it was clear he had exceptional social skills.

That was something to note, but my wariness kept softening at his unexpected praise of Bern.

An older brother who adores his younger brother should be an impossible existence in this world.

But considering his parents' gentle nature, it wasn't entirely impossible.

Yet why would such a kind brother steal Kate?

No matter how much I thought about it, I couldn't understand.

'I really don't get it at all...'

I sighed deeply while staring at the ceiling.

I'm leaving home tomorrow anyway—am I being too sensitive about this?

As I was struggling with these thoughts, I felt someone tugging at my collar.

Looking down, I saw Rene whispering to me.

"Bern, do you have something troubling you?"

"Ah..."

I couldn't badmouth Freric by saying he was a bad person and to stay away from him.

If I spoke ill of someone who was praising me, wouldn't that just make me the trash?

As I hesitated, unable to decide what to do, Rene smiled gently.

"If it's hard to talk about, you can tell me slowly."

"Sorry."

"It's okay! By the way, your brother seems like a really nice person!"

"You think so?"

"Yes! The light he carries is so warm that just being near him makes me feel at ease!"

Come to think of it, Rene had the ability to distinguish between good and evil, right?

If Rene vouched for him, saying he was good, then it meant I could trust him.

If I had checked Rene's reaction from the beginning, this would have been resolved immediately. Instead, I'd been worrying like a fool.

Berating myself for my foolish judgment, I patted Rene's head.

"Thank you. Thanks to you, my worries are resolved."

"Hehe, I'm not sure what happened, but I'm glad it's resolved!"

Thanks to Rene, I concluded there was no problem and shook off all my anxiety.

Regarding Kate, since much of the middle content was omitted, there might be a behind-the-scenes story I don't know about.

Maybe Kate simply preferred men like Freric.

If that's the case, then the author is truly trash.

Making Freric's appearance match the Blonde-haired Hunk, the epitome of NTR, and making his behavior trashy too.

If Kate's heart simply turned toward Freric, it couldn't be considered netorare.

Bern may have liked her too, but he liked her as a person, not romantically.

In other words, the author made deeply affectionate brothers look like they were at odds.

And portrayed Bern as a pathetic guy who only gets taken advantage of.

I've never encountered such a malicious author in my life.

It makes me wonder if someone named Bern bullied the author during school.

"What are you thinking about so deeply?"

"Ah, Brother. I'm sorry about earlier."

Freric draped his arm over my shoulder and smiled brightly.

"It's fine. It just means you care about your wives, right? I would have done the same."

"Brother..."

"And it's partly my fault for meeting your wives without your permission because I was embarrassed. So don't feel bad about it. If you feel guilty for that reason, it hurts my pride as your brother."

Once I took off my colored glasses, Freric—no, my brother—appeared as nothing but light.

Light itself.

Perhaps his appearance was actually meant to symbolize the sun?

His ocean-like generosity naturally made me smile too.

"I understand, Brother."

"And continue to cherish and love your wives just as you do now. From what I can see, both of them have beautiful and kind hearts."

"You don't need to worry about that."

"I know. You'll handle it well."

My brother patted my shoulder, showing his trust.

He calmly looked through the picture book and then left, asking me to return it tomorrow morning.

Only now did I realize that his back was broader than I thought.

[So it was your misunderstanding after all.]

'Yes. Such a dependable brother wouldn't steal someone else's woman.'

With all misunderstandings resolved, I was able to spend a comfortable night in Briant.

***

The next morning.

Bern's group left the village early in the morning to head toward Rene's nest.

The Coolam family came out to see them off, and Bern and his family exchanged farewells face to face.

"Then we'll be going now."

"You could stay a bit longer..."

"We have something we must do. I'll visit again later."

"Alright. Always take care of yourself."

"I will, Father."

"Make sure to bring your wives next time too! I want to show them something even more exciting."

Though his words could easily be misunderstood, Bern just laughed good-naturedly.

The events of last night had changed his perspective.

"Haha, I will."

"Bern, if you need any help, contact us anytime, okay?"

"Yes, I understand."

With that final concern, Bern's family waved goodbye as they departed.

The family remained in place until their son was out of sight.

As soon as they were certain he was gone, they immediately returned home and held a family meeting.

Ironically, the topic was "Bern's Women."

"Everyone, report your investigation results."

"The prospective daughters-in-law were all lovely. Not artificially beautiful like Sherin, but pure from the core. Especially the morning greeting they gave when coming out of the bathroom this morning—it penetrated my brain and still remains. End of report."

"There were no issues with their character, and in terms of appearance, both rank among the top ten women I've ever seen. Such top-tier women are hard to find even in the Capital—I'd like to know how he met two of them!"

"They weren't picky about food, and even though we didn't ask, they voluntarily helped with household chores. If they pass the final test, they'll definitely be approved without question."

The mother's sharp gaze turned toward Freric.

He continued his report with a relaxed smile.

"I tested whether they had any ulterior motives regarding Bern, but there were no issues. Both of them looked at Bern steadfastly like sunflowers. If they had approached Bern with bad intentions, I would have punished them with my hand techniques."

Freric licked his lips lasciviously.

His parents scolded him for this.

"If you ever try that with our daughters-in-law, I'll cut off your hands."

"Hands? We should bash his head with a coconut and make him half-paralyzed."

"Yes, yes! I'll never do that, so both of you calm down."

The cruel aspect and chilly atmosphere they never showed in front of Bern.

It was clear that Bern's ruthlessness was inherited from his parents—blood doesn't lie.

"Anyway, it's fortunate that Bern has cleanly given up on Sherin."

"I never understood why he liked that bundle of pretense in the first place."

"We should prepare in case Sherin tries to come back to Bern later. Hehehe!"

Despite everything, they were a family that treasured Bern.

They were all brother-obsessed and son-obsessed.

Ch.56 - 054. To The Dragon's Nest
After leaving Briant, we were staying at a lodge at the foot of the snow-capped mountain.

There were many points we needed to firmly establish before climbing the snow mountain.

"Lin and Lewen, would you two stay at this lodge?"

"Huh? Why is that?"

"Bern and Rene's goal is to climb to the nest at the top of the snow mountain. Maybe they think I'd have difficulty enduring the mountain's environment?"

"That's true, but..."

"You could probably withstand the mountain environment easily. But then Lewen would have to stay at the lodge alone. Besides, if too many humans go together, it might cause unnecessary wariness."

"...I understand. Lewen and I will wait for you here, Gracious Teacher."

Lin nodded and readily agreed with my opinion.

Though I felt bad about leaving them behind, it couldn't be helped.

If I had introduced Lin and Lewen to my parents recently, this time the situation was reversed.

Now I needed to make a good impression on Rene's mother, the Mad Dragon.

Even though the Holden Kingdom practiced polygamy, dragons with their small population were likely monogamous.

Taking another woman along might cause unnecessary problems.

"Thanks for understanding. I'll be back soon, so please wait here with Lewen until then."

"Yes."

I carefully pulled Lin's head closer and pressed my forehead against hers.

I thought physical contact would resonate more strongly with her than words, given her blindness.

Lin smiled broadly, clearly pleased.

Thank goodness—I was worried she might dislike it.

"Well, we'll be going now."

"I pray for your safety, Gracious Teacher."

"Please be careful!"

With the siblings seeing us off, we set out on our mountain climb.

The classic event associated with snow mountains: the summit climb.

I was both excited and worried about what awaited us this time.

***

According to Rene, there was a barrier at the middle of the snow mountain that prevented anyone without dragon blood from approaching by air.

This meant we couldn't simply fly straight to the nest on her back as usual.

If we tried that, Rene would pass through without issue, but my body would be repelled by the barrier and fall.

Therefore, climbing was essential for humans like me who wanted to reach the Mad Dragon's nest.

"But you don't need to climb with me, do you?"

"What are you saying! You don't know where the nest is located, Bern! How could I possibly go ahead? I need to stick right by your side to guide you so you don't get lost!"

"You don't necessarily have to do that. I could cast a tracking spell on you in advance..."

"Do you dislike being with me, Bern?"

Rene looked at me tearfully with a pitiful expression.

I hastily shook my head.

"It's not that I dislike you or want to send you ahead. I just want to reassure your mother as soon as possible."

"You don't need to worry about that! Mother would have sensed our presence the moment we set foot on the snow mountain!"

"Shouldn't she come to greet us then?"

"Since I've only been gone for a short time, she probably thinks I ran away rather than being kidnapped. She's probably quite upset."

There was an overwhelming difference in lifespan between humans and dragons.

Their perception of time would be different by the same magnitude.

One human year might feel like just a day to a dragon.

It was a plausible hypothesis, considering the Mad Dragon would begin rampaging in earnest two years later.

"Either way, we have to climb up on foot, right?"

"Unless Mother comes down herself, yes."

"Sigh..."

Once again, things wouldn't proceed smoothly.

As always, troublesome trials awaited me.

"I'm sorry to say this, but I don't plan to walk leisurely like we're on a date this time. I want to climb to the nest without stopping. Is that okay?"

"Of course!"

"Good. Then I'll leave the guidance to you."

"Leave it to me!"

I adjusted the scabbard at my waist to ensure I could draw Prah at any moment.

Then I followed Rene as she began running across the snow field.

The beginning of our high-speed ascent.

The first formidable obstacle was a pack of Blizzard Bears living at the foot of the Northern snow mountain.

These magical beasts stood over 5 meters tall, with bodies covered in ice-like fur.

They had ferocious temperaments and threatening glacier-sharp claws.

They were not to be taken lightly, having killed many unsuspecting climbers.

Numerous northern warriors had challenged them only to end up dead.

"Rene, always watch your back."

"Yes!"

"Grwoark!"

"GRWOOOAR!!"

Crack!

Rene's kick to her rear created a fracture in the Blizzard Bear's body, pushing it backward.

Seeing their comrade groaning in pain with blood dripping from its mouth, the other bears rushed in all at once.

However, Rene, who was close to the apex of her species, and I, who had contracted with Prah, were not easy opponents.

[How disrespectful for mere magical beasts to make such noise before me.]

Without being asked, Prah activated its ability, its runes glowing.

The runes that usually glowed red were now emitting a dark crimson light.

'What are you trying to do?'

[Since we're at it, let's fully utilize the newly unlocked ability.]

'Not a bad idea.'

Grwoooooark-!!

The Blizzard Bears began twisting their bodies in agony.

Their blue-tinged bodies suddenly turned red, then began exploding one by one.

Blood Explosion.

This was the fundamental technique of blood magic that used blood as a medium, the same magic that made Vampire Lords feared rulers.

Whether it was a pool of blood on the ground or blood vessels in the body, it could explode anything containing blood.

With such absurd performance, blood magic didn't need much adaptation to be effective.

'...Blood magic alone might be enough to fight an army.'

[Of course! The Dwarf King declared me a world-shaking weapon. I have countless abilities I haven't shown my contractor yet, so don't be surprised so soon.]

'I feel like completing you might lead to disaster.'

[You don't necessarily need to complete me. Just make sure to get Polymorph...!]

'Alright, enough.'

Polymorph, day and night.

Blood magic was clearly the superior ability, yet Prah consistently yearned for Polymorph.

This was beyond preference—it was obsession.

"Over twenty Blizzard Bears at once... You're still so strong, Bern! You might even match my mother!"

"That's quite an exaggeration, even for me."

"Maybe not right now, but someday you might surpass my mother! I truly believe that's not an exaggeration!"

"R-really?"

If I completed Prah, could I fight a dragon or a fully matured Kang Jun-hyeok?

I found myself grinning at the thought, but quickly shook my head.

Get a grip. My goal isn't to become stronger, but to be happy.

I shouldn't lose sight of my true objective by becoming intoxicated with power.

"Thanks for the compliment, but please refrain from saying such things in front of your mother. Depending on who's listening, it might be considered disrespectful."

"Okay!"

Despite my admonishment, Rene smiled brightly and hugged my arm tightly.

Her eyes were filled with respect and goodwill as she looked at me.

Rene seemed to want me to become stronger.

If I became stronger than the Mad Dragon, I could overcome her mother's opposition...

Even her unconscious choice of her mother as a comparison point revealed this psychology.

[I do all the work, yet the contractor gets all the praise... how disheartening.]

'I think it's still too early to formally introduce you?'

[Hmm, I suppose it can't be helped. Then if the contractor praises me instead, I'll let it slide.]

'I'll do it later when we get down from the mountain.'

[It's a promise! If you forget, I won't forgive you!]

Ignoring Prah's ranting, I resumed climbing.

The second obstacle was an avalanche pouring down from the summit.

I countered it by creating extreme heat waves through a mixed spell of wind and fire.

The third was the Ice Ghosts (Bing Gui) living in the crevasses.

They normally required holy power to defeat, but I subjugated them with Prah's necromancy.

There were many other difficulties, but none were particularly challenging for Rene, who was near the apex of her species, and me with Prah.

Just 500 meters more. We were almost at the Mad Dragon's nest when it happened.

"Kuhp...!"

Suddenly, an overwhelming killing intent poured down, making my entire body tremble.

It was heavier and sharper than any killing intent I had felt before.

Biting my lip to resist the instinctive fear through pain, I slowly raised my head.

"My daughter is returning late, so I came down to check, but what is this?"

An intense gaze looked down at us from the sky.

A dragon with a body large enough to block the sun was quietly seething with anger.

"Human child. Explain why my beloved daughter's horn is broken."

"T-that's... ugh...!"

Even though I wanted to explain, the piercing killing intent prevented me from saying anything.

Could I fight equally if I completed Prah?

What an arrogant thought.

Even if I completed Prah, what use would it be if my body couldn't withstand it?

I clung to the thread of reason I was barely maintaining, reproaching my past self for harboring such foolish hopes.

If I relaxed even for a moment, I felt I would faint.

"If you won't speak willingly, I'll..."

"Mother, stop!"

"Rene?"

The Mad Dragon's gaze shifted to Rene, and the pressure crushing my body weakened.

"Bern is my benefactor and the man who will become my husband! How can you treat such a person this way!"

"This child is your benefactor and h-husband?"

"Yes! While you were away, I was kidnapped by demons, and he gallantly rescued me! Since then, I've fallen in love with him!"

"So your horn was broken by the demons?"

"Yes!"

"..."

Rene was skillfully lying as we had agreed when we first met.

Thanks to her, the killing intent directed at me completely disappeared.

I could finally breathe again and gasped for air.

Meanwhile, the Mad Dragon flapped her wings and landed where we were.

"I apologize, human child. I made a terrible assumption and did something I shouldn't have."

"I-it's fine. It's natural for a mother to be angry when her daughter has suffered such a terrible ordeal."

"Even so, to do such a thing to my daughter's benefactor... hmm?"

The Mad Dragon was solemnly bowing her head in apology when she suddenly stopped mid-sentence.

Then, with wide, surprised eyes, she began staring intently at me.

Was there something wrong with me?

Having been severely intimidated by the Mad Dragon once, I couldn't help feeling tense.

"How can you have the same soul color as the one who left...?"

The Mad Dragon muttered something incomprehensible.

It was just one sentence, but my heart began racing wildly.

I was terrified, not knowing what she intended to do next.

Rene's hand, which I was holding tightly, felt like a lifeline.

Had she ever seemed so reliable before?

While I was looking at Rene in amazement,

The Mad Dragon, who had maintained silence for a long time, finally turned to Rene and bowed deeply.

At this, Rene raised her voice even more.

"Mother! You should apologize to Bern, not me!"

"Daughter, would you mind sharing your husband with your mother?"
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The impact of Breeze Sephiron's single remark was incredibly powerful.

The shock I received was considerable, but Rene reacted even more strongly than I did.

A murderous aura comparable to what the Mad Dragon had emitted earlier was now flowing from her beside me.

As if proving she had inherited the Mad Dragon's blood, Rene glared at her mother with fierce eyes.

"Daughter, it's a joke. A joke! So please relax your expression."

"Was it really a joke? To me, it sounded quite serious."

"I-it's true! No matter what, would a mother interfere with her daughter's first lover?"

"......"

However, with just one statement, the trust between mother and daughter had hit rock bottom, and Rene refused to let go of her suspicions.

Caught between the two of them, I was breaking out in a cold sweat.

How did the situation end up like this?

[I heard that dragon looked at her contractor and said they resembled someone in soul color.]

'Soul color? What's that?'

[Who knows? Even I have never heard such a term before in my life.]

If even Prah, who had lived for so long, didn't know about it, it must be knowledge exclusive to the Mad Dragon.

'That's concerning.'

I sighed at the mention of souls.

Born in another world, I was both a possessor and a foreigner.

If my soul color differed from the people of this world, there was a high possibility the Mad Dragon had seen through my true identity.

Since I hadn't yet told Rene that I was a possessor, I worried my identity might be exposed.

"Bern is my precious person whom I won't give up to anyone, even if it's my mother! So don't set your eyes on him!"

"I understand..."

The Mad Dragon nodded, but she was still glancing at me with deep, meaningful looks.

Was this really a dragon who promised not to set her eyes on me?

I honestly felt uneasy, but with Rene by my side, there shouldn't be any problems.

That's what I wanted to think, but for some reason, I could feel a hot gaze constantly piercing the back of my head.

It felt like a suffocating first meeting with the in-laws had begun.

***

The Mad Dragon's nest was inside a natural cave at the summit of a snow-capped mountain.

Though called a nest, it was actually a house built inside the cave.

It was furnished like a human mansion rather than a bird's nest, with furniture and various facilities.

The peculiar thing was that there was no ceiling, but it seemed to be designed that way so they could fly up into the sky when needed.

For dragons and Dragonians with wings, having no ceiling would make it easier to leave the nest.

Moreover, being located at the summit of a high-altitude snow mountain, it never rained there.

"This is my room! Though there's nothing special except for the treasures I've collected!"

"Treasures?"

At my question, Rene brought a wooden box from the corner of the room and placed it in front of me.

She gestured that it was okay to look, so I carefully opened the lid.

Rene's treasure box was filled with sparkling items.

"I collect pretty stones and gems in this box. It's a hobby I've enjoyed since childhood."

"That's a childlike hobby."

"Is it childish?"

"No. I actually think it's wholesome and quite nice."

It was a pure hobby befitting Rene.

Though her body was fully mature, these occasional glimpses of innocence were part of Rene's charm.

"Really?"

"Yes, it's much better than gambling or drinking. And who knows, it might be helpful in the distant future? So keep treasuring it."

"Yes! I'll make sure not to lose it!"

Rene hugged me tightly, beaming with joy.

Like a child unable to contain her happiness, her cheeks flushed red with delight.

It meant I was a treasure to her.

Since Rene always expressed her feelings more honestly than anyone else, I smiled warmly and accepted her affection.

"Hugging is fine, but it's a bit painful."

"As my most precious treasure among all I've collected, I need to hold onto you securely!"

"It's a bit embarrassing."

"Please bear with it even if you're shy!"

"Alright."

While we were having a sweet time in Rene's room that could give anyone cavities...

Footsteps could be heard from outside the room, gradually getting closer.

In response, Rene's eyes, curved like a bow, sharply narrowed.

Her vigilance had heightened extremely due to the Mad Dragon's single verbal slip.

"What brings you to my room?"

"Your benefactor is my only daughter's savior. I should treat him with the utmost sincerity."

The Mad Dragon came carrying a small tray on her large palm.

She carefully placed the tray between Rene and me.

On the tray were an ice-blue apple and a cup filled with a liquid that had endless bubbles rising to the surface.

Rene's vigilance eased somewhat at the sight of her mother simply trying to take care of a guest.

"It might not be much, but I hope you enjoy it."

"Not at all. I appreciate your kindness and will enjoy it gratefully."

"Mother? Now that you're done, could you please leave?"

"Alright."

The Mad Dragon left with a dejected expression.

Breeze Sephiron, who would transform into the most terrible dragon in the original story, was now cowering before her daughter...

Not only did it feel incongruous, but I also felt a bit sorry for her.

As they say, no parent can win against their child—it meant she truly cherished Rene.

"Don't you think you could be a little kinder to her now?"

"My mother tried to steal the man who will be her daughter's husband! I absolutely cannot let that slide!"

"But she said it was a joke, didn't she?"

"Having lived with my mother for decades, I know her habits when she's sincere and when she's lying. Her bowing her head to me was definitely sincere."

Rene pouted, expressing her dissatisfaction.

It was a scene that revealed her possessiveness.

It seemed it would take quite some time for the conflict between mother and daughter to be resolved.

"...Moreover, even if it was a misunderstanding, she intimidated you. I saw with my own eyes how you suffered under my mother's murderous aura, so I can't easily forgive her."

So it wasn't simply jealousy.

Rene was angry on my behalf.

Her precious lover had been threatened by none other than family.

If it were me, I would have confronted my family too.

After imagining it, I understood Rene's feelings a bit better. I gently pulled her waist and embraced her.

"Thank you for worrying about me. But don't be too cold to her. She's your only family, right? And for me, she could be my future mother-in-law."

"...Alright."

Rene is half dragon and half human.

That means her father was human and likely had already passed away.

It's unlikely that she would try to seduce a potential son-in-law if her husband were still alive.

The Mad Dragon must have felt the loneliness of being a widow while watching her happy daughter.

That's probably why she made such a verbal slip.

"Well then, let's try the drink and fruit that your mother-in-law personally prepared!"

Just as I was about to put the fruit from the tray into my mouth,

Suddenly, Prah's voice flowed into my mind.

[Insane...]

'Huh? What is?'

[Ah, I'm not talking about you, contractor, so don't misunderstand. I'm referring to the fruit you're holding.]

'Is there something wrong with this apple?'

[Apple... except for the color of the skin, it does look similar. But that's not an ordinary fruit like an apple.]

At the mention of it being unusual, I paused and examined the fruit.

It looked quite ordinary from the outside.

'You know what this is, don't you?'

[Of course. That's a Frozen Heart. In the absolute frozen lands north of these snow mountains, there grows a flower called the Ten-Thousand-Year Ice Flower. It's a rare fruit that comes from the stamen of that flower.]

'So it's a fruit that can be obtained from a place even more polar than here... It might be too much for a human like me to eat?'

[On the contrary, it would be good for you. When you consume a Frozen Heart, harmless cold energy settles in your body, slowing down aging. You'll maintain your youth for the next 50 years.]

So much for "it might not be much"!

As soon as Prah finished explaining, I realized it was a fruit with an unbelievably powerful effect.

Immortality and eternal youth—a dream ability for mortal humans.

Among them, this fruit enables eternal youth.

It's saying that you can achieve a state that normally requires enlightenment and metamorphosis just by eating a fruit.

I couldn't help but be amazed.

'T-then, is this drink special too?'

[Hmm... Can you dip your finger in the drink and bring it close to me?]

I followed Prah's instructions.

Prah flinched and trembled.

It was a more intense reaction than when he saw the Frozen Heart.

What kind of effect could this have?

As I swallowed nervously, Prah continued.

[...It's just water with an aphrodisiac in it.]

That's surprising in its own way!
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What could this possibly mean?

Is this my mother-in-law's way of wanting to see her grandchild soon?

Or is it her wish that I would devour not only Rene but herself as well, like a dog in heat?

Unable to figure out the Mad Dragon's intentions, I couldn't tell Rene about this.

If it was the latter, I should definitely tell her, but if it was the former, I'd be trampling on her thoughtfulness.

*Sigh.*

For now, I decided to avoid drinking the beverage and only eat the fruit.

The fruit's intention was clear.

Since dragons were a long-lived race, she wanted me to live a long life with her daughter.

I also wanted to spend a happier life with Rene, so I put the Frozen Heart in my mouth.

"How does the fruit taste?"

"...Delicious."

"I'm glad!"

It had the crisp texture of ice cream.

The more I chewed, the sweeter it became, and a cool sensation spread throughout my body.

But it wasn't cold—it was a refreshing coolness that made me feel good.

"Would it be alright if I took a few with me?"

"I don't mind, but what will you use them for?"

"I want to give some to Rin and Lewen. They must be tired waiting for us."

"That's true."

Rene nodded and said she would ask the Mad Dragon if there were any extras later.

Then she mentioned that she had seen 2-3 more before leaving the nest, and hoped I would finish the one I was eating.

It seems Rene also knows the identity and effects of the fruit.

"By the way, can we consider that our relationship has been approved?"

"Even if it wasn't approved, it wouldn't matter. I was prepared to run away from home if necessary."

"You'd go that far?"

"Compared to all the days I've lived in the nest, it's just a fleeting moment, but traveling with you, Bern, has been incredibly enjoyable. I couldn't possibly give up spending time with someone so precious to me—I've never been this happy before."

"I see. If that's how you feel, I won't try to stop you. Still, I hope you've made a choice you won't regret."

"I'm confident I'll never regret it, so don't worry! Besides, from the moment you saved me, I had already made up my mind."

Rene placed her hand on her chest and smiled shyly.

Her moist eyes, flushed cheeks, and the sincerity of her feelings—everything about her was lovable. Without thinking, I almost drank the aphrodisiac-laced water.

I managed to restrain my desire at the last moment.

Not knowing how strong the aphrodisiac's effect might be, drinking it could lead to unpredictable consequences.

If I'm not careful, I might wake up in bed with both mother and daughter naked.

In the past, that might have been fine, but now that I had been reborn as a Holy Sword thanks to Asmodeus, it was entirely possible.

"Bern? Is there something wrong with my face?"

"Ah, no! Nothing at all."

I quickly waved my hands and dropped the cup I was about to drink from onto the floor.

"Oh...!"

As I pretended it was an accident to dispose of the aphrodisiac drink, I heard a very faint groan of disappointment from outside.

I enhanced my detection abilities with magic, making sure Rene couldn't see, and detected a woman leaning against the wall a short distance from the room.

I couldn't see what she looked like, but the horns, wings, and tail that humans don't have told me she was a dragon.

It seemed the Mad Dragon had polymorphed into human form and was waiting nearby.

*She was probably planning to casually join in if things got heated between me and Rene.*

[To think the dragon known as the "Benevolent Mad Dragon" would be so vulgar. It seems the modifier "benevolent" might actually stand for "ben-efit from sex".]

*That can't be right. Dragons aren't perverts.*

[What would you call an abnormal dragon who targets her daughter's husband if not a pervert?]

*...*

I began to suspect that while I might not question her benevolence, the "mad" part of Mad Dragon might be accurate.

From the beginning, it wasn't "Mad Dragon (光龍)" but "Mad Dragon (狂龍)."

These were impious thoughts that shouldn't be spoken in front of the person herself.

"You can be so clumsy sometimes, Bern! I'll get something to clean it up right away!"

"Ah, wait...!"

If she goes out now, the Mad Dragon is nearby.

Before I could say that, Rene had already left the room.

Not long after, Rene stopped abruptly outside the door and shouted.

"M-Mother?!"

What could have shocked her so much?

Curious, I peeked out to observe the situation outside.

Beyond my line of sight, I saw Breeze Sephiron's human form, which I had detected with magic.

Like her daughter, she was a silver-haired, blue-eyed beauty.

However, there were clear differences between her and Rene.

Needless to say, her horns were intact, and she had attractive tear moles just below her eyes.

Though they were the same height, her face looked more mature, and her figure was more prominently accentuated in certain areas. Especially her chest and hips were notably emphasized.

In a word, she had a maternal figure—optimized for a married woman meant to bear children.

"What on earth are you thinking, dressing like that?!"

"Daughter..."

But the reason for Rene's shock wasn't her mother's polymorph—it was something else entirely.

The clothes covering her voluptuous female form.

She wore a white negligee so thin her skin was visible through it, with seductive black underwear underneath.

It was an outfit designed to captivate men, so Rene's jaw dropping was only natural.

Her intention to seduce me was evident no matter where you looked.

"Are you really trying to steal Bern from me? Aren't you ashamed as a mother?!"

"Listen to me first."

"What excuse are you going to make this time?"

"It's not an excuse. It's just that I haven't told you about what's common sense for dragons until now."

"You're not going to tell me that stealing your daughter's husband is common sense, are you?"

The Mad Dragon shook her head firmly.

Thankfully, dragons didn't have such customs.

If they did, I would have been horrified at the thought of them being an incestuous species.

Just as I was about to feel relieved, an even more shocking statement came from the Mad Dragon's mouth.

"The dragon world is one of strict survival of the fittest. If there's something you want, you take it by force and fight for it."

"What do you mean..."

"Choice belongs only to the strong. Isn't that right, Rene's daddy?"

The Mad Dragon dropped this bombshell while looking at me.

Yeah, she's definitely crazy.

I got goosebumps watching the Mad Dragon caress her cheek with one hand and smile lasciviously.

I had learned about a side of the Mad Dragon I never wanted to know.

"Who are you calling my daddy?! Bern isn't my father, he's my husband!"

"That's why I told you. If you don't want to lose your husband, you'll have to defeat your mother."

"B-But Mother, you had Father!"

"It's been decades since he passed away. The memories have faded, and I can't remember his face at all. Then, a young man who resembles your father appeared before me. Surprisingly, that young man was my daughter's lover. Blood truly doesn't lie."

I quickly tried to recall if there were any dragon-related ancestors in Bern's family, but there weren't any.

The Coolam family had been southern natives until ten years ago, when they migrated north due to signs of civil war.

There was almost nothing related to the Mad Dragon.

"As soon as I saw him, my body and heart, which had grown cold after my husband's death, became hot again. That's why I said those outrageous things to you, despite knowing better."

So she was aware it was outrageous but said it anyway.

"I understand your difficulties, Mother."

"Then...!"

"But I still can't give up Bern!"

"Are you sure? You might have to fight your mother."

"I'm no longer so weak that I would back down that easily."

Both of them glared at each other with dragon-like pupils.

The air instantly became heavy, as if something could explode at any moment.

I expected this tense state to continue for a while, but surprisingly, the Mad Dragon was the first to back down.

"Unfortunately, we'll have to postpone this contest. We have an uninvited guest."

The Mad Dragon took a step back and looked up at the sky.

Rene and I followed her gaze. There was a black dot in the clear sky.

What was initially a dot gradually became clearer as it approached.

Bright red scales, two horns, wings, and a tail. It was a dragon that didn't match the image of the snowy mountain.

A Red Dragon. Famous for having a fiery and aggressive temperament, just like the color of its scales.

"The most troublesome one at such timing..."

"Who is that?"

"To put it briefly, he's someone I kicked at a recent dragon gathering."

As the Red Dragon approached the nest, he created a massive magic circle in the air.

When his huge body passed through the center of the magic circle, the dragon's form instantly changed into that of a human.

A man with distinctive red hair and a sturdy build.

The Red Dragon, having completed his polymorph, landed impressively like a superhero.

Just his feet touching the ground created a hot gust of wind that swept through the surrounding area.

It was enough to melt all the remaining snow that had entered the nest.

When a dragon visits another dragon's nest, it's usually a challenge to a duel.

Since the Mad Dragon said she had kicked him, it's likely he came with a grudge.

I was cautiously on guard when it happened.

"Madam! I have come for you!"

The Red Dragon rushed straight to the Mad Dragon and firmly grasped both her hands.

Judging by the passionate fire in his eyes, he seemed to have fallen head over heels for the Mad Dragon.

Meanwhile, Breeze Sephiron was frowning, clearly disliking him.

"This is unpleasant. Let go of my hands first, then speak."

"I cannot! You have no idea how desperately I searched for you at the banquet...!"

Despite there being other people present, the Red Dragon acted as if no one else mattered.

I seriously considered leaving the nest with Rene and leaving the Mad Dragon to him.

But before I could, Rene stepped forward and grabbed the Red Dragon's shoulder, trying to pull him away.

"Let go of her hands. Can't you see my mother doesn't like it?!"

"Gah! You half-horned mongrel dragon, don't touch me with your filthy hands!"

"Ugh...!"

*Whoosh!*

The Red Dragon set fire to Rene's hand that was grabbing his shoulder, harshly threatening her.

Rene fell backward in pain from the fire clinging to her hand.

That's when everything changed.

Breeze Sephiron's heart, on the opposite side from mine, began to beat in unison with my own, as if resonating.

The sight of someone hurting a person dear to us burned our chests and made our minds go blank.

Our facial muscles tensed, and our expressions became emotionless.

All that remained was to unleash the anger we had been holding back.

The same killing intent that the Mad Dragon was now emitting began to rise from my body as well.

Alone, I might not be able to handle him, but together with the Mad Dragon, dealing with a Red Dragon wouldn't be difficult.

So...

*We should kill him, right?*

[You're definitely the daddy.]

Ch.59 - 057. Resolution
The Red Dragon not only harmed Rene but also spewed insulting words at her.

My body itched with the desire to punch that face right now, but it was difficult to step forward boldly.

I needed to see how the Mad Dragon would respond first.

I could act afterward, and it wouldn't be too late.

And above all, treating Rene was my most urgent priority.

*Prahf, could I ask you to treat Rene?*

[Don't mistake me for a priest. If I were to heal her, I would have to transfer your life force to another person. Would that be acceptable?]

*That's enough. I'll examine the burn while you transfer my life force to Rene.*

[...Your spirit of self-sacrifice never changes, contractor.]

I embraced Rene who had collapsed on the ground and examined her hand.

The back of her hand was blackened and hardened from the burn.

The flesh was split open, skin tissue peeling away to reveal the red muscle underneath.

Seeing the wound directly made my blood boil and my anger rise to the point where I could barely contain myself.

"Lord Bern... ugh!"

"Bear with it a little longer. I'll treat you right away."

I drew a frost magic circle over the back of Rene's hand, infusing it with cold energy.

I knew this wouldn't restore Rene's hand to normal.

Still, I wanted to capture the remaining heat and ease her burning pain.

Meanwhile, Prahf, placed on my knee, was glowing with dark red runes.

A strong sense of weakness washed over me as large amounts of energy drained from my body.

Though difficult, it meant my life force was being smoothly transferred to Rene.

I stroked my chest in relief as I watched Rene's skin gradually return to its original state.

"I'm sorry... I caused you trouble by stepping forward unnecessarily, Lord Bern."

"You don't need to apologize. It's not your fault. If anyone is at fault..."

Slap!

Just then, the sound of a slap echoed throughout the nest.

When I turned my head, I saw the red-haired man clutching his cheek after being slapped by the Mad Dragon.

His expression was bewildered, as if he didn't understand why he had been hit.

"M-Madam? Why are you doing this?"

"Ignite, it seems you don't know what wrong you've committed."

"Wrong? All I did was call that half-breed..."

"Don't call my daughter a half-breed!!"

The dragon's roar, filled with anger, engulfed the entire snow mountain.

The ground began to shake violently, making it difficult to even stand.

Peeeeee-!

My hearing was temporarily paralyzed, and I could only hear an unpleasant ringing.

A lukewarm liquid was flowing from my ears.

My eardrums had ruptured from the roar, causing blood to flow.

It hurt. It hurt enough to make my ears go numb, but I could endure it.

Compared to the pain Rene had experienced, a ruptured eardrum was child's play.

"You not only insulted my only daughter by calling her a half-breed but also injured her?"

"I-I'm sorry! I didn't know she was your daughter...!"

The Red Dragon, Ignite, looked back and forth between Rene and the Mad Dragon.

He seemed to have just realized that they looked similar.

Hadn't he heard that the Mad Dragon had a daughter?

Even so, he was truly a foolish dragon.

Mother and daughter were identical to the point that Rene would look exactly like the Mad Dragon when she grew older.

If he had looked more carefully, he would have known immediately, but he judged solely based on the presence of horns and bloodline.

His discernment was like looking through a knothole.

"You know this isn't something I can overlook just because you didn't know, right?"

"Of course! I will sincerely apologize to you, Madam!"

Ignite was bowing his head deeply before the Mad Dragon, begging for forgiveness.

I didn't like his attitude.

"If you're truly sorry, shouldn't you apologize to Rene first, not to the Mad Dragon?"

At my blunt complaint, Ignite turned his head sharply and glared at me.

I glared back, undeterred by the dragon's murderous gaze.

It's not that I don't feel resistance to opposing the apex of a species.

From a dragon's perspective, humans are fragile beings that can be trampled at any time.

One must not resist. If you want to live, you must obey. If you don't act modestly, you die, and so on.

Instinctive fear tore at my body.

But an even greater anger was suppressing that fear.

"Did you not hear me? I said apologize to Rene first."

"B-Bern...!"

Rene grabbed my collar in panic. She seemed to want to stop me, but I couldn't back down this time.

Don't they say that even animals bare their teeth when someone precious to them is in danger?

I knew I was inviting death. Nevertheless, I had no intention of backing down gracefully.

Even if my teeth break, I'll bite.

"Is a mere human ordering me now?"

"Who else am I talking to?"

"Heh heh...! I'll be merciful just this once. If you kneel down and apologize to me now, I'll forgive your disrespect."

Strong against the weak, weak against the strong—his arrogance was reaching the sky.

The guy who had shown a submissive attitude before the Mad Dragon was now straightening his back when faced with someone he thought was easy prey.

He was typically the type I despised.

Even if I died, I didn't want to bow my head to someone like him, so I gave him my answer with my middle finger.

Go eat shit.

"So you're rejecting my mercy."

Bulging veins appeared on Ignite's forehead.

His desire to burn me to death was evident, but it wouldn't be easy for him.

After all, he had a more pressing matter to resolve first.

"You're the one who rejected mercy."

"Kuhp?!"

Crack!

The Mad Dragon forcefully stomped on Ignite's head as he was looking back.

With the sound of his nose breaking, his face was pressed against the ground.

He looked like a mole.

"I'm already furious about having our peaceful family time interrupted, and now you dare to speak of mercy in front of me?"

"...Keuuk!"

"Apologize to my daughter and get out of this nest. Otherwise, I'll call for Nibelung."

Ignite's body began to tremble at the specific word the Mad Dragon mentioned.

The Song of Nibelung.

A story about Siegfried the Dragon Slayer, which in this world means dragon slaughter.

In other words, saying she would call for Nibelung meant she was challenging him to a life-or-death battle between dragons.

"I-If I apologize to your daughter, will that be enough?"

"Are you trying to make me repeat myself?"

"...Fine. I acknowledge my fault and will apologize."

When she removed her foot from his head, Ignite jumped to his feet.

I watched him intently, curious to see how he would apologize.

"I'm sorry."

"That piece of...!"

Ignite merely nodded his head toward Rene, then spread his wings.

Then he flew up into the sky as if escaping.

That wasn't an apology but a clear insult.

He had apologized sincerely to the Mad Dragon, but he couldn't bring himself to do the same for Rene.

I looked at the Mad Dragon, wondering if she would let Ignite escape like this.

But she only frowned, not taking any further action.

[Just as they say a dragon's word can influence the world, dragons place great importance on words. Even if there's no sincerity behind it, they accept that an apology was made.]

*That's really shitty.*

[What can we do about the frustrating rules of the dragon world? Besides, contractor, there seems to be a more pressing matter you should be concerned about right now.]

*What are you talking about? That lizard bastard insulted Rene—what could be more serious than that?*

[Look at the sky.]

Following Prahf's words, I looked up to see Ignite, who had returned to his original form.

He was staring at me with narrowed brows and wide eyes.

Well, he seems to hold grudges.

He clearly doesn't like me. But he couldn't do anything to me right now.

If he tried to kill me in the Mad Dragon's nest, under the watchful eye of the territory's owner, he would truly have to risk his life.

I smirked at him, raising just one corner of my mouth, as he couldn't harm me in any way.

"Human, someday I will surely chew your bones and flesh..."

After leaving those words filled with anger, Ignite turned his back.

Watching him leave, I felt bitterness instead of satisfaction.

It was frustrating that I couldn't do anything beyond complaining and provoking.

*Prahf.*

[What is it?]

*I have a new goal.*

[Oh? What kind of goal?]

*I'm going to become strong enough to face even dragons.*

[Didn't you value living peacefully more than becoming stronger?]

*I did, but my thoughts have changed now. Rene was hurt, and I couldn't even punch that bastard in the face. I don't want to be like that anymore.*

If I had the power to face a dragon, would things have been different?

Far from just watching the situation, I would have punched Ignite in the face or stabbed him with a knife.

But my fist still can't reach dragons. I need to become stronger.

[It will be a difficult path to become strong enough to face dragons.]

*I don't care. I'm not saying this without being prepared to pay the price.*

[Excellent mindset. So, do you have a plan for becoming stronger?]

*First, I'll gather the demonic swords from various regions to make you into the primordial demonic sword.*

[That's a wise thought, but you know that's not enough, right?]

*I know. But it's okay. I've already made plans to become stronger, though I didn't mention it because I didn't feel the need.*

To become a little stronger.

I planned to travel throughout the kingdom and absorb all the energy from Adokchoe that I could find.

This would mean Kang Jun-hyeok's prime would come later than in the original work, but...

*I gave up the Pink-Haired Slut, so it should be fine.*

I resolved to become stronger by any means necessary to take Ignite's head.

Ch.60 - 058. An Unexpected Development
At the pinnacle of species, dragons in the Academy's Strongest Dominator universe were supreme beings and objects of terror.

However, there were precedents of humans defeating dragons.

Three hundred years ago, a 9th-rank grand magician fought a dragon for three days and nights and emerged victorious.

Seven hundred years ago, there was a legend of a Grand Master swordsman who beheaded a dragon.

And in the Academy's Strongest Dominator universe, though truly unfortunate, the Mad Dragon would lose his life to Kang Jun-hyeok.

Given these precedents, it wasn't impossible for humans to slay dragons.

[Dragon slaying... Come to think of it, that's the only achievement I haven't accomplished.]

'Even though you're a primordial demonic sword?'

[Sad but true, a complete swordsman doesn't desire powerful weapons like me. They fight using only their own skills, sometimes even treating their own bodies as swords.]

'So that means I'm still an incomplete swordsman?'

[Hah! Stating the obvious, aren't you?]

I was well aware of my shortcomings.

I knew it, but hearing Prah's mockery made me feel slightly offended.

'Then when I become a complete swordsman, I can discard you, right?'

[Huh...?]

'You said it yourself. A complete swordsman wouldn't want you. That means when I become stronger, I can abandon you.'

[D-don't abandon me!!]

'But according to kingdom law, demonic swords are cumbersome to carry around and potentially dangerous. If there's no need to use you, why keep you?'

[I'm not just a sword but also a magical tool capable of various spells. I can easily serve as a staff for magicians...!]

Prah desperately appealing at the mention of abandonment.

I wondered about his emphasis on value as a magical tool rather than a sword.

Still, it showed how desperate he was.

'I promise to give you my handle if you promise not to abandon me...! I'll even offer you my precious rune stone if needed, please...!'

'What? Offering your handle and rune stone is too much...!'

Huh?

Strange. Why did Prah's words sound like he was offering his panties and virginity?

For a moment, my mind went blank.

I thought I shouldn't talk with Prah for extended periods.

'Ahem, I was just joking. Don't take it seriously.'

[Playing with a sword's feelings...! The contractor is truly despicable!]

'Sure.'

Ignoring Prah's words, I looked at Rene's hand.

It had become completely clean without a trace of blackness.

Thank goodness. It's back to normal...

"Ugh!"

"Bern!"

[Don't overdo it. You've consumed a lot of life force. Even if you look fine on the outside, you need to rest for at least three days.]

'But I need to get stronger as quickly as possible.'

[Anyway, if you leave the nest now, you'll only be targeted by the Red Dragon. It would be better to rest a little.]

In my current state, fighting Ignite would surely lead to death.

And that vindictive red lizard might be waiting for me to leave the nest.

No, he's definitely on standby.

Though I felt sorry for Rin and Lewen, I needed to spend time in the Mad Dragon's nest.

"Are you alright?"

"Yes. I'm just a bit weak in the legs from climbing."

"Don't lie."

The Mad Dragon interrupted as I was trying to reassure Rene.

She pulled me close and lifted me up.

"Unlike before, your life force has significantly decreased. Seeing my daughter's hand is fine, you must have healed her at the cost of your own life force."

"I-is that true?"

"Ah..."

I couldn't deceive the Mad Dragon.

Since she had already figured it out, I nodded slightly.

Then Rene burst into anger.

"Why did you do that?!"

"Because I couldn't stand by and watch someone precious to me get badly hurt..."

"Don't you know that you're also precious to me?"

Her tearful voice and watery eyes.

Rene was sad that I had sacrificed myself for her sake.

This is exactly why I wanted to keep it hidden.

I broke into a cold sweat, wondering how to comfort her.

But as I was racking my brain for an excuse, unable to come up with anything suitable,

The Mad Dragon stroked Rene's head with her tail.

"Don't cry. This is entirely this mother's fault. I should have acted more decisively, but I didn't. Because of that, I caused pain to you and the person you love."

"Mother..."

"I'll take responsibility for this and settle things. So you two rest here for a while."

A sharp determination formed in the Mad Dragon's eyes.

Her will to fight even at the cost of breaking dragon rules was evident.

Thinking that shouldn't happen, I hurriedly grabbed her shoulder.

"Mother, if it's not disrespectful, could you please let me handle Ignite?"

"Hmm? Why?"

"That lizard who harassed you and hurt Rene—I want to deal with him personally."

My words made both Rene and the Mad Dragon frown.

Oops, did they get angry because I called him a lizard?

"You're saying dangerous things. Even if he's weaker than me, he's still a dragon. He's not an opponent you can handle."

"That's right! I don't think this is something you should get involved in, Bern!"

So they were just worried about me.

I felt relieved but also a bit disappointed.

I wish they would trust me more.

"Of course, I don't mean to fight right now. I want to become stronger within a year... no, two years, and then face him."

"Is that possible in two years...?"

"It is possible! I don't speak of things that are impossible."

When I spoke firmly, the Mad Dragon's face showed bewilderment.

But my words weren't wrong.

Even with Bern's body, which had less potential compared to Kang Jun-hyeok, it wasn't weak.

Moreover, I had achieved incredible development.

The Fruit of the World Tree, a moment of time, and Prah.

With incredible luck, I was already stronger than the original Bern.

If I were to burn with determination and strive to become stronger in this situation?

I might be able to go beyond the level Bern had reached.

'I can do it.'

Because I have knowledge of the original story.

I might have to give up the hidden elements in the Academy to Kang Jun-hyeok, but there are still hidden pieces in the kingdom.

If I claim them, who knows.

Like Breeze Sephiron of the 9th Division and Kang Jun-hyeok, a battle between human and dragon might be realized.

"I know it's hard to believe, but please trust me."

I reached out and caressed Rene's cheek.

With my thumb, I wiped away the tears that had formed in her eyes.

"The sin of hurting Rene, and also..."

I turned my head to look at the Mad Dragon and smiled.

"The sin of bothering you and causing you guilt—I will settle the score with that red lizard with my own hands."

That's when it happened.

As soon as I finished speaking, the mother and daughter started to tremble.

They were shaking continuously as if something was wrong with their bodies.

They looked like people who urgently needed to use the bathroom.

"What's wrong? Are you feeling unwell—ugh!"

Suddenly, the Mad Dragon dropped me.

I was momentarily confused by this sudden abnormal state.

Then I felt a strangely wet and cool sensation at the back of my head.

Did I hit my head hard enough to crack it?

When I carefully touched the back of my head, a sticky liquid got on my hand.

Since it was transparent and not red, it wasn't blood.

Fortunately, my head was fine.

Then I looked around, wondering where this liquid on the dry ground came from.

"Huh...!"

Just a quick look around, and I could tell where the unidentified liquid was flowing from.

Liquid flowing down the Mad Dragon's legs.

I thought she really needed to use the bathroom, but that wasn't it.

The viscosity was different from urine.

In the end, there was only one identity for the liquid, so I hurriedly backed away and approached where Rene was.

"Hmm?"

Squelch-!

The floor where Rene was standing was also wet, soaked with liquid.

Swallowing hard, I turned around to see that Rene was in the same state as the Mad Dragon.

"Um, excuse me? Both of your gazes are scary."

It's not like they made some pact, but they're both in heat at the same time?

Shadows fell heavily around their eyes, but their pupils were clearly visible.

Their breathing was rough, and their complexions were flushed. Their gazes were fixed on me and showed no sign of looking away.

"You said you wanted to become strong enough to defeat Ignite, right? Then you might need this."

A sphere that was round like a pill.

But it was pulsating too much to be called medicine.

[It's a Dragon Heart...!]

'What?!'

[Though it's half, it's definitely one. Such a precious thing, wanting to give it to you means...]

"Mother, stop that. Are you naturally hitting on Bern? I plan to give my Dragon Heart to him, so back off."

"Daughter, let's think sensibly. Wouldn't a pure-blooded heart be more effective?"

"Adaptation is more important than performance. My heart, which is closer to human, would be easier for you to accept."

"You can have the marriage, but can't you yield the Dragon Heart to your mother?"

"Are you crazy? That's like saying I can have the wedding ceremony, but you'll give him the wedding ring."

"You're quick-witted. Then I have no choice but to continue our previous discussion about survival of the fittest."

"Fine. I feel like I can beat even you, mother, right now."

"..."

Here's my story about being pressured for hearts by the dragon mother and daughter.

Ch.61 - 059. Freehart Temple
The dragon mother and daughter who were fighting over the hero.

When the intensity of the fight increased, the hero, unable to bear it any longer, drew his holy sword and defeated the dragons.

It was ironic that the location was on a bed, but regardless, I opened my eyes after a night of decisive battle.

Despite enjoying the mother-daughter combo all night long and repeatedly pouring tartar sauce on top, I still had energy to spare.

No, rather, I was overflowing with vitality. Enough that I wouldn't need to sleep for the next three days.

*The performance of the Dragon Heart is truly extraordinary...*

[It's no wonder all mages and alchemists drool over Dragon Hearts. They're the source of vast magical power and the essence that helps humans transcend their limits. After consuming two such rare items, it would be strange if you were still weak.]

Indeed, Kang Jun-hyeok became untouchably powerful after defeating Breeze and consuming her heart.

He was reborn as a transcendent being comparable to an awakened Demon King...

But Kang Jun-hyeok no longer had to fight Breeze, and I ended up eating half of her Dragon Heart.

With Rene's heart as well, the mana circuits in my body were completely reconstructed.

Thanks to that, I leaped from being stuck at 6th rank straight to 7th rank.

If I could someday conceptualize and manifest my unique magic, I might reach 8th rank.

*It's somewhat regrettable*

If Bern had abandoned the Pink-Haired Slut and the Academy, he would have become much stronger than in the original story.

But he couldn't let go of his attachments and stubbornness, and ultimately failed. Meanwhile, seeing myself surpass the original Bern made me both sigh and laugh at the same time.

It didn't seem bad to continue the heroic dream he had abandoned midway.

"Mmm...? Lord Bern?"

"Are you awake?"

"Yes. But where's mother?"

"If you mean Breeze, she left the nest early, saying she had something important to do."

"Could it be that Red Dragon...?"

"No. She's not after the dragon, but going to punish those who did this to you."

I gently touched Rene's broken horn.

Understanding my meaning, Rene nodded in acceptance.

Though it was humans who broke her horn, the blame was shifted to demons.

I don't feel sorry for them though. After all, Rene's kidnapping was planned by the demons in the first place.

"By the way, you're calling mother by her name so naturally?"

"Haha! It was her strong wish, and I did receive her Dragon Heart."

Somehow the situation had turned out this way, but she had become part of my family.

I could no longer refer to her distantly as the Mad Dragon.

I wondered how my family at the foot of the snow mountain would react if I told them about this.

I was curious, but decided to keep quiet since I'd probably get scolded severely for messing with a married woman.

"I still have many complaints about accepting mother, but since you wished to become stronger for us, I'll let it slide. But from now on, you can't form bonds with any dragons other than us! Understood?"

"Don't worry. The chances of me meeting other dragons are..."

My voice trailed off as I thought about the places I would have to go.

The City of Pleasure, which I must visit to obtain an important artifact.

The leader there was a half-human, half-dragon woman just like Rene.

I would need to collaborate with this so-called Empress to obtain the desired artifact.

"Why are you silent? Don't tell me you know other dragonkin besides us?"

"No, not yet..."

"What do you mean by 'not yet'?"

Rene pouted, expressing her dissatisfaction.

I scratched my cheek, avoiding her piercing gaze.

"It's fine, even if I meet other dragonkin, nothing will happen."

"When you say it like that, it's hard to trust you."

"I'll swear not to do anything even if I meet them. Don't doubt me."

"...Alright. I suppose I'll just have to monitor you carefully when the time comes."

Having eased her concerns, I got out of bed.

"Are you going down the mountain?"

"That would be fine, but I still have something to do. There's a place I must visit."

"There shouldn't be anything on this snow mountain except for the nest, right?"

"That's what you think."

There was a secret on the snow mountain that neither Rene nor Breeze knew about.

Surprisingly, a hidden temple existed halfway up the snow-covered mountain.

It was a temple dedicated to Prihart, the god of cold who was said to have created the northern snow mountains, and home to numerous ice spirits.

*Prah, can you suppress the demonic energy as much as possible?*

[I can, but why?]

*I'll explain. Just promise to prevent any demonic energy from leaking out for now.*

[Very well, explain quickly.]

The Prihart Temple was related to Bern, not Kang Jun-hyeok.

The northern snow mountains were destroyed by Breeze before Kang Jun-hyeok ever visited them.

In other words, this was a place that became known through Bern's story while he was wandering after being disciplined.

Bern, who often came to the northern snow mountains to train while staying at his hometown.

One day, a sudden avalanche buried him.

Trapped in the snow, Bern was in danger, but he survived thanks to a spirit who happened to find him.

Afterward, he was guided by the spirit to the Prihart Temple.

Though not a believer, Bern prayed at the statue and was about to receive Prihart's blessing under the spirits' benediction... or almost did.

As always, Bern was being screwed over by author Adokchoi.

His jealous demonic sword began emitting demonic energy, and he was soon rejected by the spirits.

The spirits, who extremely disliked demonic energy, banished Bern far away and denied him entry to the snow mountains.

Far from receiving a blessing, he was turned away at the door.

It was an inexplicable side story of The Balance-Breaker that made no sense why it was included.

"Is there really a hidden temple in a place like this?"

"There is. If not, I'll cut off my hand."

Plop! Plop!

Recalling the snow removal work I did routinely in the military, I shoveled away the snow.

Though surrounded by trash everywhere, I diligently continued working until—

Suddenly, Prah raised a question.

[By the way, contractor, couldn't you just use magic to clear the snow?]

*The ice spirits might dislike any magic other than ice magic.*

[I don't think that would be the case.]

*It's a matter of mindset. They're probably watching us from afar, and showing this kind of sincerity might make them view us favorably.*

[Hmm, that certainly makes sense, but why go to such lengths to receive the blessing of the ice god?]

*Call him the God of Cold. What's with "ice god"...*

It wasn't wrong, but the connotation felt a bit off.

A title that would have made Prihart cringe if he heard it.

Even in the inscriptions on the statue, he clearly referred to himself as the God of Cold.

[So what's the reason?]

*Ignite is a fire dragon, right? If I receive the blessing of cold, which is the opposite attribute, I could counter his flames.*

Amusingly, the key needed to deal with Ignite was right here on this snow mountain where we were located.

Initially, I had no intention of visiting the Prihart Temple. However, having challenged the Red Dragon, I couldn't ignore it.

"Found it...!"

After diligently shoveling from morning until midday—

The packed snow collapsed, revealing a hole.

I tried using detection magic, but it bounced back without penetrating the hole.

This was definitely the entrance leading to Prihart's temple.

"There really was such a space hidden inside the snow mountain."

"It's too early to be surprised. You'll be even more amazed when you see what's inside."

Without hesitation, I threw myself into the hole.

Rene followed, jumping in after me.

As soon as we landed safely, an exclamation of admiration burst from Rene's lips.

"It's... it's beautiful!"

"I told you you'd be surprised."

The ice reflective surfaces were used to make the interior of the hole invisible from outside.

That's why from the outside, it looked like an endlessly dark hole.

But the actual view after entering was different.

Hundreds of ice statues lined both sides of the icy pathway.

Pure, transparent ice without any impurities filled the surroundings.

"The floor is slippery. Be careful not to fall."

"Yes!"

Since there was nothing but ice everywhere, the ground we were standing on was also completely ice.

Like being at an ice rink, taking even a small step forward would cause you to slide ahead.

I was familiar with it from childhood experiences skating with my parents, but Rene was not.

Like a puppy seeing snow for the first time, our Dragon-puppy was enjoying herself, sliding around on the icy floor.

*This is strange though.*

[What's strange?]

*The curious spirits aren't showing themselves at all.*

[Unless one has a truly pure heart, spirits will not reveal themselves.]

*I admit that unlike Rene, I'm not pure, but is there really a need to be so cautious?*

[Considering what you humans have done to spirits, it's only natural.]

*What did we do to make them like this?*

[Portable o*aholes]

I'm sorry, bathroom.

Ch.62 - 060. Trial Of Extreme Cold - 1
In the distant past, I learned in detail through Prahf about what humans had done to spirits.

Water spirits, soft and moist, feel pleasant.

Earth spirits, with their gentle embracing feeling, are perfect for beginners.

Wind spirits, cool and generally flexible, can be handled freely.

Fire spirits, basically hot but at a suitable temperature for those with resistance.

Ice spirits, extremely cold but very refreshing when using friction heat.

Lightning spirits, tingling and excellent for those seeking ultimate stimulation.

Dark spirits, with a black hole-like sucking sensation that makes your mind drift as time passes.

Light spirits, basically warm with a luminous effect that provides thrilling excitement at night.

[Above are reviews left by spirit mages.]

*So these are supposed to be impressions after contracting with spirits?*

[If the contractor wishes to interpret it that way, I will remain silent. But if you want the truth, I'll give you an answer accordingly.]

*Insane.*

These are all sex toy reviews.

Spirit mages—those who can use stronger magic by borrowing the power of their partner spirits.

I had my own admiration for that profession and was willing to contract with a spirit if given the chance.

But after hearing about the true nature of spirit mages, I felt like I should bash their heads in rather than make a contract.

Humans approached spirits with impure intentions, and spirits became afraid of humans.

Even I would want to avoid them—how much worse must it be for the spirits?

With a deep sigh, I gazed at the ice altar in the distance.

I wonder if I can receive Prihart's blessing like this.

[Still, it doesn't seem like you're being completely avoided.]

At Prahf's words, I looked around and noticed faint blue lights behind some ice statues.

Not wanting to make them uncomfortable with my gaze, I glanced sideways.

Small beings with sky-blue skin and butterfly wings made of ice on their backs.

They matched the description of ice spirits from novels.

"Lord Bern, there are spirits over there...!"

"Shh, I know. Let's not provoke them and wait until they approach us."

The spirits were observing what kind of people we were.

More accurately, they were staring intently at me.

Rene could easily be recognized as a pure being, whereas...

They probably couldn't define what kind of being I was.

So I'll just wait until they become familiar with my presence.

"Will that be okay? We don't know how long we'll have to wait."

"Even so, we have no choice but to keep waiting. If we approach them first, they'll definitely run away."

"Then how about at least lighting a fire to warm ourselves?"

"Lighting a fire in a shrine dedicated to the god of cold? That would be sacrilegious."

Why would everything be made of ice?

Because in Prihart's shrine, only ice is accepted.

Lighting a fire there? Not only would the spirits avoid us, but we'd incur Prihart's wrath.

I came here to receive a blessing, not to antagonize a god.

Dealing with the Red Dragon as an enemy is already challenging enough—I can't afford to fight a god too.

"My thinking was shallow. So we just wait quietly until the spirits come?"

"Yes."

Until they lower their guard and approach us.

Even if hypothermia threatens, we remain still.

Then they'll understand that I won't harm them, even though I'm human.

"Lord Bern, Lord Bern!"

"Why are you calling me?"

"If fire isn't allowed, would it be okay to huddle together with skin contact?"

"Hmm...?"

"I heard that when it's cold, the most efficient way to raise body temperature is to rub against each other while naked!"

If it's not a sexual act but simply a survival action...

"That might be okay?"

"That's not allowed either, you fools!"

Just as I was about to nod at Rene's idea,
the ice statue that had been displaying its splendid form in front of the shrine's altar suddenly shouted at the top of its lungs.

"Oh."

An unintended divine appearance.

No need to sit and wait anymore.

***

Unfortunately, the being dwelling within the ice statue wasn't Prihart but the Ice Spirit King.

Well, it would be ridiculous for a god to manifest because of talk about huddling together in a shrine.

When a supreme being like a god comes to the mortal realm, causality breaks down.

To restore broken causality, the god must pay a price, so they can't manifest as easily as eating a meal.

Anyway, though not Prihart, the Ice Spirit King Grypeid, who could be called his agent, appeared.

The Spirit King can communicate with the god in real-time, so his words can be considered the god's words.

However...

"Aiyah, tsk tsk! Kids these days! Sheesh! Have you lost your minds, trying to do such indecent things in a sacred shrine?"

Is this nagging tone Prihart's will or Grypeid's personality?

Not knowing made it awkward to respond.

If it's the latter, I'd try to strike up a conversation, but if it's the former, I should stay quiet until he finishes speaking.

Otherwise, it would be considered disrespectful.

"Completely out of your minds!"

"I apologize."

"I'll let it slide this time, but next time there won't even be soup left of you, understand?"

"Yes."

Fortunately, the elder's scolding ended quickly.

Good news, as the temperature was dropping steadily.

"So from what I can see, you seem to have come knowing this is Lord Prihart's shrine. What brings you here?"

"I came to receive the blessing of cold."

"...Do you know what that means when you say it?"

"Of course I do. It means becoming Lord Prihart's follower."

"Since establishing this shrine, Lord Prihart hasn't accepted any race other than spirits as followers. How can you, a human, claim to become a follower?"

"I will accept the Ordeal of Extreme Cold."

At my words, Grypeid flinched and reacted strongly.

The Ordeal of Extreme Cold.

In the past, it was both a severe punishment and a test that Prihart imposed on humans who disturbed the spirit realm.

He made the radical proposal to accept those who passed the ordeal as his followers.

But it's said that no human has ever passed the ordeal without meeting death.

That means an extremely dangerous and difficult task will be given.

"Seeing that look in your eyes, you seem serious."

"I am sincere."

"If you challenge it with half-hearted stubbornness, you won't escape a dog's death."

"I'm prepared for that. I didn't come here simply to obtain a blessing."

One wrong move and I might die. Realizing this, Rene mumbled with her mouth, clearly flustered.

Unable to speak, she tightly gripped the hem of my clothes to express her anxiety.

I patted her head to comfort her.

I will definitely pass the ordeal safely, so don't worry.

I conveyed that meaning to reassure Rene.

"...Lord Prihart has also given permission. He says he likes your boldness in coming to the shrine to face the ordeal."

"Please convey my gratitude for his favorable view."

Grypeid smiled contentedly as he looked at me.

He seemed satisfied with my respectful attitude.

Indeed, it's better to be courteous to elders.

"Then shall we start the ordeal right away? Any objections?"

"None."

As Grypeid nodded, the icy floor began to shake.

An earthquake on a slippery surface inevitably disrupts balance.

I thrust Prahf into the ground and pulled Rene close to me.

Using the sword as a pillar, I tried my best not to fall.

Meanwhile, a massive ice pillar emerged from the ground where Grypeid had been standing.

"Lord Prihart will test your qualifications through three trials. The first is power. Demonstrate your worth by drawing out your maximum strength."

Crack! Clang!

As soon as Grypeid finished speaking, the ice pillar began to crack, and its surface collapsed.

Ice fragments fell away, revealing an ice golem that had been inside the pillar.

A massive golem covered with high-density ice armor.

Like a gorilla, it began pounding its chest and roaring.

[Will you be fine without my help?]

*I'll be fine. Right now, I can handle this alone.*

Moreover, the moment I use demonic energy, my qualification would be revoked regardless of the trial's outcome.

I can't use other elemental magic either.

I must defeat the ice golem using only my pure skill.

"If it seems too difficult, you can give up midway. Originally, those who fail the Ordeal of Extreme Cold must face death, but Lord Prihart said he would make a special exception for you since you haven't committed any sins."

"I appreciate the consideration. But I'll be fine."

I calmly stepped forward.

Grrrr!

The golem raised its arms toward me as I approached.

A fist with a diameter of 3 meters. If it crushes me, I won't survive unscathed.

Nevertheless, I didn't stop walking.

"Are you planning to die meaninglessly?"

"Of course not."

The moment the golem's fist came down,
I raised my right arm and easily blocked the fist that was larger than me.

"He surpassed the strength of a golem created by Lord Prihart...?"

Grypeid's eyes showed a strange light as he looked at me.

He clearly hadn't expected me to block it with one hand.

But it's too early to be surprised.

I put more strength into my grip that was holding the golem's fist.

Then, cracks began to spread from my hand throughout the golem's fist.

Eventually, when the cracks reached the golem's crown—

Crack!

With a clear, pure sound, the ice golem shattered.

The ice that formed the golem's body fell as fragments, and frost powder swirled around.

"Next."

Ch.63 - 061. Trial Of Extreme Cold - 2
It was an impossible feat.

Prihart's Ice Golem was a masterpiece made of high-purity Ten-Thousand-Year Ice.

It possessed such hardness that nothing short of a weapon made of Orichalcum could destroy it.

Yet the human before them had not only stopped the golem with his bare hands but completely shattered it.

*What kind of human is this...?*

From the golem trial alone, thousands of humans had despaired and given up their lives.

*Even the most robust humans barely managed to defeat the Ice Golems by combining their strength...*

Bern had passed the first trial single-handedly.

Against an Ice Golem that had become far more sophisticated and powerful than the original versions.

Grypeid, who had been watching the scene, couldn't help but be amazed.

*Among Prihart's believers, a human... no, that would be a hasty judgment.*

Although he had demonstrated extraordinary power, he had only passed one trial.

Moreover, the remaining trials had nothing to do with physical strength.

No matter how fantastical his power might be, there was still a possibility he would fail the other trials.

"Ahem!"

Grypeid cleared his throat again, managing his expression.

Trying to appear as calm as possible, he addressed Bern.

"Impressive skill. Well done."

"Thank you."

"But it's too early to celebrate. Two more difficult trials remain."

"I understand. If it's alright, may I proceed to the next trial without resting?"

"I was about to suggest that myself."

Snap!

As the ice statue snapped its fingers, a large ice box fell over Bern's head.

The bottom of the box was completely open, serving only to confine his body.

Bern was aware of this and made no gesture to avoid it.

"This trial will test your wisdom and willpower."

"Could you tell me specifically what kind of trial it is?"

"I will introduce extreme cold into your space. See how long you can endure it."

"How long do I need to endure?"

"Five minutes."

At this shorter-than-expected time, Bern tilted his head in confusion.

Meanwhile, Grypeid showed a meaningful smile.

"It may seem short now. But once you experience it, you'll feel quite differently."

"Perhaps so."

"Let's see how long that composure of yours lasts."

A cold so frigid it could freeze one to the bone flowed from the ice floor and was injected into the box.

It crept up from Bern's feet to his legs, waist, chest, neck, and finally his head.

An extreme cold that turned soft skin rigid and gradually stopped blood flow.

*Indeed, this is a level that can't be endured for even five minutes!*

Bern felt his body stiffening.

The cold was rapidly freezing him before he could devise a countermeasure.

"Even if you freeze solid, don't worry. I'll make sure you can see the light of day again in 25 years."

"Unfor...tunate...ly...!"

Bern's body, which had been hardening like a statue, slowly began to move.

At first, the movements were slight, but they gradually became faster.

By the time three minutes had passed, he was moving as normally as ever.

"I'll have to decline that 25-year period as it's too long for me."

"Truly insane...! How can you remain so unaffected in absolute zero cold?"

"I used triple magic just before my body completely froze."

"Triple magic?"

"Yes. I created a barrier by efficiently using wind, water, and ice elements."

He explained to Grypeid how he had first covered his entire body with a wind barrier, then extracted moisture from the air.

Then he used freezing magic to freeze the moisture, creating an ice shield that blocked the external cold.

*I never thought of such a method...*

It was a solution he had never considered.

Although different elements were used, the key role was ultimately played by ice.

Water and wind alone could never block the absolute zero cold.

But by using the concept of fighting cold with cold, he had perfectly countered with the same ice-type power.

The thoroughness of his approach didn't leave room for complaints about using other elemental magic.

Grypeid and all the ice spirits nodded in agreement.

They acknowledged it as excellent strategy with no objections.

"I don't think we need to see more."

Crack!

The ice box that had confined the person collapsed.

As the cold that had frozen even the air disappeared, Bern also dispelled his magic.

As the ice barrier shattered, he walked forward confidently.

"Until now, no one has ever reached the final trial. You're the first, so you should be proud."

"Excuse me, but before we proceed to the next trial, may I ask one question?"

"What is it?"

"The statues around us, are they perhaps..."

"Humans who failed the trials and froze."

"I thought as much."

"Don't feel unnecessary compassion. They are criminals who caused chaos in the spirit realm."

"Yes."

Among them, there must certainly be spirit hunters.

Thinking this, Bern brushed off the frost fragments clinging to his clothes and smirked.

He was thinking how fortunate he was not to have ended up like them.

"I'm ready. I would appreciate it if you could give me the final trial."

"Ahem!"

Grypeid cleared his throat once and began to quietly explain the purpose of the trial.

"Next, we'll test your mindset toward ice."

"My mindset?"

"To explain simply, we're checking if your heart is compatible with ice. Humans have different elemental aptitudes. If you have more affinity with fire than ice, that would be problematic for us."

Bern nodded at Grypeid's words.

There's nothing more unsuitable than a hot-tempered person primarily using ice magic.

Becoming a believer of the cold deity without having an aptitude for ice would be against the laws of nature.

"So how will this trial proceed?"

"From now on, no matter what happens, absolutely do not laugh."

"...Is that all?"

"This won't be easy either."

Bern looked puzzled at the strange content of what was supposed to be a trial.

However, all the trials he had experienced so far had been extremely dangerous.

He steeled himself, assuming this one would be similarly challenging.

After confirming the look in Bern's eyes, Grypeid spoke.

"What happens when ice goes crazy?"

"...Pardon?"

An unexpected quiz.

Bern was momentarily flustered but calmed himself and seriously pondered the question.

Just as he was about to find a profound answer...

"The answer is 'bing-bing' (ice-ice)... pfft!"

Giggles erupted from all around as Grypeid revealed the answer.

The true nature of the quiz was a cold joke, and the ice spirits were holding their stomachs in laughter.

In a space overflowing with laughter, only Bern maintained a serious expression.

"What do you call ice hanging all over? A close call (pak-bing)...! Puhahaha!"

His expression was turning into one of shock.

"Kekeke! What happens when ice dies? Die..."

"Stop it, damn it!"

Bern smashed Grypeid's head, literally killing ice in reality.

***

Although he had harmed the Spirit King in a fit of anger, he passed the final trial because he didn't laugh.

He was now eligible to receive Prihart's blessing, but he wasn't happy about it.

Who would have thought he'd hear dad jokes from a spirit...

When he heard about what humans had done to spirits, he felt guilty, but now he almost thought it would have been fine if the ice spirits had perished.

*Sigh.*

As the mark of the cold blessing was engraved on the back of his right hand,

Numerous ice spirits were clinging to him, showing affection, but he wasn't particularly pleased.

*Something's wrong with this other world.*

[That's the expression of someone who has awakened from a fantasy.]

Whether it was humans who hunted spirits or ice spirits who told dad jokes, both were types he didn't want to associate with.

But having become Prihart's believer, he would have to get along with them.

He regretted his past self who had come to the temple seeking blessing.

"You've passed all trials splendidly! Now you're one of us."

"Yeees..."

"You look like you don't like it?"

"Not at all."

He laughed out loud, getting past the situation.

Managing his expression was really difficult.

"By the way, I didn't ask you the most important thing! Why did you come to receive the cold blessing?"

"Ah, I forgot to mention. I came to receive the blessing to fight a Red Dragon."

"A Red Dragon...?"

"Yes. As you know, no creature can withstand a Red Dragon's flame breath."

"But if you can use Prihart's cold... Indeed, you're an extraordinary human with extraordinary goals. It would be absurd if someone who wants to fight a dragon couldn't endure these trials."

Grypeid nodded repeatedly in agreement.

I was glad he didn't try to dissuade me or ask me to reconsider.

It felt like I was receiving expectations from the Spirit King.

"Good. I'll give you some enticing information for someone who wants to fight a Red Dragon."

"What is it?"

"As you descend from the snowy mountain and head northwest, you'll find a village where yetis and snow women live. Seek their help; they also hold grudges against the Red Dragon."

"But aren't yetis and snow women hostile to humans as well?"

"Tsk tsk!"

Grypeid clicked his tongue and wagged his index finger from side to side.

"Have you forgotten that you're Prihart's believer? While yetis and snow women aren't formal believers like us, they revere and follow Prihart. If you show them your mark, they won't mistreat you. If they do, report to me. I'll personally turn them into living ice...!"

Grypeid's eyes flashed menacingly as he made his threat.

He was displaying the aura and dignity befitting a Spirit King.

I almost doubted whether he was the same Spirit King who enjoyed dad jokes.

"Anyway, let's move on. As Prihart's first human believer, I'll personally give you a gift."

"A gift?"

"Yes. It's a precious gift, so don't use it carelessly."

A pendant was placed in my palm.

Peculiarly, at the end of the necklace was a heart-shaped sapphire with two small ice picks embedded in it.

"That's a necklace created from the resentment of a man who failed to protect his lover during a trial."

"I'm a bit reluctant to accept something with such a history..."

"I understand your feelings, but I'm giving it to you because you'll need it."

Grypeid glanced sideways at Rene.

As if suggesting I should give it to her.

"To explain its effect: if you take out the picks from the necklace and pierce them into two people's chests, they will be connected by the power of resentment. Then they will be together forever until the moment of death."

It was similar to a soul contract.

An extreme contract where if one dies, the connected person also dies.

It was like a necklace version of such a forbidden contract.

"We have no use for such an item, so you can use it well or discard it as you see fit."

It was undoubtedly taboo, but on the other hand, it was also a romantic contract for couples who wanted to spend their entire lives together.

The reason he gave this to me was probably to encourage me to use it on Rene and connect our souls.

I bowed in gratitude and gripped the pendant tightly.

[Are you thinking of using it on Rene right now?]

'No.'

To be honest, I did have the intention to use it on Rene.

I believe there's no value in living if you can't properly protect the person you love.

However, I had a different use in mind for this necklace.

[Then what are you going to use it for?]

'Obviously...'

To prevent the bomb girl from escaping.

I was already looking forward to returning to the Academy.

Ch.64 - 062. Twisted Fates
At the edge of the continent.

Beyond the eastern front of the Holden Kingdom lay a land shrouded in darkness.

Humanity constantly guarded against this place, calling it the Land of Demons.

They never knew when the malevolent beings that might dwell there would attack.

The thick darkness blanketing the land concealed its inhabitants and prevented anyone from peering inside.

Because of this, no one knew what magical beasts lived in the Demon Land, and rumors abounded that demon folk might be living there too.

After the first Hero vanquished the Demon King, the demon folk vanished without a trace.

Some speculated that only stragglers remained and their forces had been annihilated, while others believed the demon folk had gathered in the Land of Demons.

One could simply go and check, but the Land of Demons was a place that rejected humans.

Countless people who had set foot in the Demon Land never returned alive, eliminated by the dangers lurking in the darkness.

Because of this, no human in the kingdom knew the truth about the demon folk.

"Peaceful, isn't it?"

"Peaceful my ass. The day of reckoning is just a year away."

"Is it only a year until the Demon King's resurrection?"

"Yes. When that time comes, we'll leave this land and conquer the human realm."

Just as many had feared, the demon folk were indeed gathered in the Land of Demons, living comfortably.

Unlike humans, demon folk could live without issue in darkness where not even a sliver of light penetrated.

Any humans unaffected by the darkness were efficiently dealt with by demon spies who had infiltrated the kingdom.

In this way, the demon folk had bought time to establish a foundation for growth, dreaming only of the day of revenge.

However, they had failed to account for the most fatal variable.

"Hm? What's that?"

"What is it?"

"No, I just saw something flash."

"Pfft! What are you suddenly talking about? In a land of nothing but darkness, what could possibly flash?"

"I'm telling you, something just flashed!"

"Yeah, yeah. That must be in your delusions."

The demon sentry insisted he hadn't seen wrong, but his comrade just laughed.

His fellow sentry turned his back, telling him to stop with the impossible stories and return to his post.

Just as he was about to return to his position and resume his duties...

"Kuhk?!"

A sharp beam of light from the sky pierced through his right shoulder.

The sentry lost his entire right arm as his shoulder was completely torn away.

He gripped the profusely bleeding wound, gritting his teeth.

But just as he was about to raise his head and scream from the searing pain...

His eyes caught sight of a massive creature flying in the sky.

"D...Dragon?"

The dragon had known everything all along.

Even the darkness in the Land of Demons couldn't hide from their eyes and ears.

The dragons had long been aware that the demon folk were alive and building their forces.

Nevertheless, the dragon race, as always, had taken no particular action.

Just as humans feared dragons, demon folk feared dragons too.

They believed the demon folk wouldn't dare touch them, but that belief had been shattered.

"I proclaim to all demon folk living in this land. Come forth and accept the consequences of your crimes!"

A dragon with brilliantly shining silver scales glared down from the darkness.

It was a Mad Dragon that wielded light, the supreme elemental power against demon folk.

She appeared with thousands of rays of light, instilling terror in all demon folk.

Among them, a few skilled individuals with courage stepped out from the fortress to confront the Mad Dragon.

"O exalted dragon! Why have you come to our land to commit such a massacre?"

"Massacre? Wrong. This is not a massacre but judgment to absolve your sins!"

"Sins? What sins have we committed that you would do this without warning?"

"Don't play innocent. You broke my precious daughter's horn! I heard it directly from my child's lips—are you still going to deny it? Or are you suggesting my daughter is a liar, mocking her?"

If so, I will personally tear you to pieces.

At those words, sweat began to trickle down the faces of several demon officials who were aware of the abduction plan.

With so many incriminating factors, they couldn't open their mouths.

Meanwhile, the lower and middle-ranked demon folk who knew nothing about this became angry at the Mad Dragon.

What madman would be foolish enough to provoke a dragon?

Even if someone did, that was the fault of that particular demon, not all of them.

They protested strongly, and as they did, the expressions of the upper-tier demon folk grew increasingly rigid.

If they revealed the truth, they couldn't escape the Mad Dragon's punishment, and if they weren't careful, a revolution might break out.

But if they took the truth to their graves, the Mad Dragon seemed unlikely to leave even a burial site.

A deadly choice with the worst possible outcome either way.

As tensions rose between the demon folk and the dragon, with neither side able to back down...

Agares, the Demon King's proxy and the highest authority among the demon folk at present, stepped forward.

"Mad Dragon, I wish to negotiate with you."

"What right do you, who touched my daughter, have to speak of negotiation?"

"Our demon folk have also suffered irreversible damage from your recent attack. Please consider this and hear our words."

"...Continue speaking."

Mad Dragon Breeze listened calmly.

Seeing her demeanor, Agares took it as a sign of possibility and began his defense.

"First, I express regret for the incident involving your daughter. I don't know who did it, but since it was done by one of our kind, I sincerely apologize."

"..."

"However, we in the Land of Demons had no involvement in your daughter's abduction. Please believe in our innocence."

Agares and all the demon folk bowed their heads in unison to show respect to the Mad Dragon.

Despite the deaths of many of their kind, they lowered their heads.

They hoped only that the Mad Dragon would show mercy and leave.

But the Mad Dragon smirked and lowered her voice ominously.

"What an interesting story. I never once mentioned that my daughter was 'abducted.'"

"Ah...!"

Only then did Agares realize his slip of the tongue.

In his urgency, he had chosen a word that proved his guilt, and the price for that was immeasurable.

The Mad Dragon's upturned lips sank to the bottom.

Her sincere anger swept through the Land of Demons, and all the efforts the demon folk had built up crumbled.

However, even a Mad Dragon couldn't completely annihilate the demon folk.

The few survivors had no choice but to begin an incomplete resurrection ritual, and thus the predetermined fate of the world was twisted.

***

[Deha! Deha! Everyone, nice to see you! Thank you for watching my broadcast today too!]

A cute, lively white-haired girl appeared in the crystal ball.

With a refreshing voice, Hades greeted the people beyond the crystal ball with a bright smile.

Her slightly visible fangs when she smiled were her charm point.

Many men watching Hades's broadcast were grinning with delight.

"Hehe, Hades-chan is so cute today too..."

And Kang Jun-hyeok was one of those many men.

[Cute again today? Suke-chans, don't you get tired of saying the same thing every time you come?]

"Hmm... Was my repertoire too repetitive?"

[Well, I always feel good when I'm called cute, eheh!]

"You're the best! Hades-chan!"

Pretending to dislike it by pouting her lips, but then blushing slightly and acting shy.

That attitude—not really disliking compliments but being embarrassed by them—made viewers go wild.

What on earth was this precious being?

Kang Jun-hyeok rejoiced at the fact that women like Hades existed in this other world.

In reality, with advanced technology, there was a high possibility that the content creator was actually male.

The so-called "net-kama" thrived in that environment, but Jun-hyeok was convinced that couldn't be the case in this world.

Despite the fact that this world had magic instead of science.

[Whoa! A 10 gold donation from the Suke Guild Master right at the start! Thanks, my ribs are trembling today too thanks to my Suke-chans...!]

"Ah, come to think of it, Hades-chan's handshake event is in three weeks, right?"

An event Hades was holding for her fans, nicknamed "Suke-chans," thanks to numerous donations and support.

Since too many people would be problematic, it was limited to 10 people selected by Hades herself.

This meant that fans had to compete fiercely to catch Hades's eye.

Kang Jun-hyeok was also fired up about this.

*If I want to add Hades-chan to my harem, I must make an impression when I meet her this time!*

Jun-hyeok's donation ranking was 21st.

To get a chance at the handshake event, he needed to be in the top 10 at minimum.

But Kang Jun-hyeok was just an Academy student.

Compared to the Suke-chans who were high nobles or guild masters, Jun-hyeok was humble and poor.

Therefore, he couldn't compete with them solely with gold.

*It's unfortunate, but I have no choice. I can grow without this one thing anyway...!*

Kang Jun-hyeok took out a small pill from his backpack.

Then, without hesitation, he put the pill into the crystal ball.

A moment later.

[Oh my? There's a naughty Suke-chan who put something other than gold in here? Wait a moment!]

"Please...!"

Since it wasn't gold, there was a high chance it would be rejected.

Previously, an overzealous fan had sent his own underwear, which had made Hades extremely angry.

After that, Hades categorically refused anything other than gold.

Nevertheless, the only option left for Jun-hyeok was to offer the highest-grade pill he had obtained by grinding in dungeons.

[This is a Troll's Restoration Pill? Are you sure you can give something this precious to Hades?]

"Of course!"

[Thank you! Although it's not gold, it's worth more than gold, so I'll gratefully accept it! Great! Since I received such a special gift, shall I sing the Death-Death Song for the Suke-chan who gave me this present?]

"Woohoo!"

The Death-Death Song, Hades's soul-stirring requiem that made one's brain tingle.

Hades's sweet voice combined with the song was at a level recognized even by the Academy's music department.

She would sing such a song just for him?

Kang Jun-hyeok let out a cheer of excitement.

Just as he was about to enjoy Hades's song with a joyful heart...

"Jun-hyeok!"

Bang-!

A troublemaker barged into Jun-hyeok's room, disrupting everything.

A woman with pink hair peeking out despite wearing a hat pulled low.

It was Sherin, Bern's childhood friend whom Kang Jun-hyeok had stolen away.

"Are you watching that vixen Hades's broadcast again? Look at me in front of you instead of that fox!"

"Ah, shit..."

Until recently, Kang Jun-hyeok had liked Sherin.

But one day, her voluptuous chest disappeared, and with it, she lost her only charm point.

Despite losing her charm, her jealousy grew day by day, causing his feelings for Sherin to fade.

Now he disliked her. Her jealousy was no longer cute to him.

On top of that, this time she had interrupted his happiest moment.

Unable to bear it any longer, Kang Jun-hyeok finally exploded with frustration and decided to break up with Sherin.

Their relationship was slowly heading toward catastrophe.

***

"Hm? A crow?"

Rene and I were descending from the snowy mountain after receiving the blessing of cold.

In the midst of this, a crow was flying straight toward us from the distant sky.

When I cautiously extended my arm, the crow landed on it.

"It's a messenger crow."

Looking at the crow's leg, there was a small note tied to it.

Not only that, but the crow was also holding a round pill in its beak, which it dropped onto my palm.

To understand this mysterious gift, I had no choice but to unfold the note.

[My Lord! Are you well? This is Hades, your eternal servant.

I'm writing because while earning money as you commanded, I received a special gift that I'm sending to you.

The enclosed pill is called a Troll's Restoration Pill, which will give you rapid regeneration like a troll when consumed!

I offer this thinking it will be helpful to you. Please accept it with joy!

And shyly, I have my first handshake event in three weeks, so if you have time, please attend...]

"...What?"

Hey, are you still doing broadcasts?

Ch.65 - 063. Rendezvous In The Snowfield
The blessing of cold was received, and our business in the snowy mountains was perfectly concluded.

Since Rene's accompaniment had already been approved by Breeze, we could leave without any lingering attachments.

Thus, we descended from the snowy mountains and safely reached the foothills.

Just as I was about to grab the doorknob of the lodge where Lewen and Rin were waiting.

The door suddenly flung open, and Rin rushed out from inside, throwing herself into my arms.

"I've been waiting for you, Gracious Teacher!"

"Ooh...! You've been through a lot. Was it hard waiting?"

"Not at all. Lewen admirably asked me to teach him swordsmanship, so even the waiting time was spent productively."

Lewen learning swordsmanship?

I glanced sideways at Lewen.

He looked quite disheveled—apparently Rin had put him through the wringer.

Even as a returner, it seems he couldn't defeat Rin, who had reached the realm of a Sword Saint.

Well, it would be absurd for a 5-year-old child to defeat a Sword Saint.

"So how did it go?"

"Speaking honestly, setting aside family affection, he doesn't exactly have talent. Still, somehow I sensed a profound experience in Lewen's swordplay. Whether to call that talent is somewhat ambiguous."

Meaning he almost gave away the fact that he was a returner.

When I glared at Lewen, he deliberately turned his head away and started whistling.

It was such carelessness that I questioned if he really was a returner, but I understood his feelings.

Throughout all his returns, he had never had a proper conversation with Rin.

But in this cycle, he had the opportunity to cross swords with his sister, so he probably tried his best to earn her praise.

"I'm sure you don't want to be protected by us forever. You should take responsibility and teach him well."

"Yes, but Gracious Teacher..."

"What?"

"Why do I sense someone else's lingering presence on your skin besides Lady Rene?"

"Ugh...!"

Rin's arms, which were embracing me, tightened.

A silent pressure that she wouldn't let go until I gave her an answer.

Rin's smile with her eyes closed was terrifyingly curved.

I thought it might be better if she just exploded in anger.

But Rin had never once raised her voice in front of me.

This was how she expressed her dissatisfaction to me.

"I clearly coated your body with my scent before you climbed the snowy mountain."

"Well, about that..."

If it's already been found out, isn't it better to take the beating quickly?

I told her that after eating oyakodon in the dragon's nest, I left a five-star review.

After hearing my story, Rin smiled sweetly and thanked me for being honest.

Just when I thought the matter would quietly pass...

"Sis, I'm going to play outside with Rene for a bit!"

Suddenly, Lewen took Rene and went outside the lodge.

At the same time, the mana in the air instantly began to change.

The calmly flowing mana started to run wild as if influenced by something.

The cause was immediately apparent with just a slight downward glance.

"Gracious Teacher, since you've had the main course, shouldn't you have dessert as well?"

Rin's eyes, which were always kept closed, slowly opened.

Snow-white pupils.

Those beautiful eyes were now reflecting my face.

Simultaneously, Rin seductively licked her lips and removed a layer of her upper clothing.

"I trust you won't say you don't want to partake."

"Oh..."

A midnight snack.

***

After inevitably spending the night at the lodge, we headed northwest.

To reach the village of the Yeti and Snow Women in the northwest.

Geographically, the Dwarf village wasn't far either, so there would be no need to change our course.

My goal was to defeat the Fire Dragon Ignite.

I planned to consult with the Yeti tribe, who held a grudge against Ignite, to formulate a strategy.

Afterward, I intended to visit the Dwarf village to commission the necessary items for the operation.

*The fight with Ignite will be nothing short of war.*

The tribal people living in the western desert regions had sworn allegiance to Ignite.

This meant that the Red Dragon was the ruler of those who lived outside the jurisdiction of the Holden Kingdom.

To take Ignite's head, we would inevitably have to fight against those desert dwellers as well.

To face the Red Dragon in optimal condition, the help of allies was absolutely necessary.

*Unexpectedly, this has turned into a war between the north and west.*

[Wars typically start from trivial matters.]

*Though this is hardly trivial to me...*

That damn lizard burned off one of Rene's arms.

Fortunately, we treated it quickly; otherwise, Rene would have lived the rest of her life with one arm.

My blood boiled whenever I recalled that incident.

But everything has its proper order, so I had to endure my anger for now, no matter how furious I felt.

"Phew! We seem to have walked quite a distance, but still no sign of anything."

"Could we have taken the wrong path?"

"That's impossible. We've been heading northwest, following the ridge of the snowy mountain."

I was definitely walking as Grypeid had instructed.

Unless the Spirit King's information was wrong, I didn't think we were heading in the wrong direction.

Could it be that the Yeti and Snow Women had relocated their village, and he gave us outdated information without knowing?

Such doubts were beginning to arise.

"...Gracious Teacher, fortunately, it doesn't seem like that information was incorrect."

"Really?"

"Yes. I sense distorted mana about 300 meters ahead of our current position. It seems someone has deliberately twisted the space."

As soon as I heard the explanation, a specific magic came to mind.

Spatial Distortion.

It was magic that twisted space to make outsiders see a different landscape.

"Is the range of the magic covering the entire village?"

While it's magic that can be used once you reach the 5th rank, the range varies depending on the level.

5th rank covers just one's own body, 6th rank extends to a group of people, and 7th rank encompasses an entire building.

But if the range of the magic covers an entire village...

*I came without high expectations, but it seems there's quite a formidable figure in the village.*

[It would be wise to prepare for any contingency.]

It meant there was someone who had reached at least the 8th rank.

Since the 9th rank was practically legendary, it must be an 8th rank magician.

While not quite legendary, an 8th rank magician was skilled enough to fight three Sword Masters without disadvantage.

A monster capable of moving mountains, freely flying through the sky, and momentarily parting the sea.

That's the kind of being that awaited beyond.

*Hmm.*

[What's the matter?]

*Nothing much. I was just thinking about how impressive an 8th rank magician is, but they're still weaker than Breeze whom we met recently.*

[...When your point of comparison is a dragon, it's natural for everything else to seem insignificant, isn't it?]

*That's true, but...*

The issue was that a being superior to an 8th rank magician had been swaying her hips above me in pleasure the night before.

Just recalling the previous night made me chuckle involuntarily.

How should I describe the world of Adokchoi?

It feels like something is always slightly off.

I hope this village gives off less of that feeling.

"Let's go in for now."

I put my foot into the gap torn through the distorted space.

Just as I was about to enter the hidden village...

"Stop!"

Pak-!

Icicles like hailstones showered down right in front of me, forcing me to halt.

I turned my head, following the trajectory of the icicles.

My gaze stopped at a hill leading up to the mountain.

There stood women dressed in white clothes adorned with blue snowflake embroidery.

"That is not a place for outsiders like you to enter!"

"Leave immediately!"

In weather where snow piles up heavily, walking around in thin white clothes would typically get you labeled as crazy.

Yet these women were boldly walking barefoot on the snow.

I immediately judged them to be Snow Women.

"We've come because we have business in the village beyond!"

"How does a human know about our village?"

"Could our village's confidential information have spread to the human realm without our knowledge...!"

I was about to explain that the Spirit King Grypeid had told us, when...

"In other words, you are intruders?"

"We'll deal with you here for the sake of the village!"

Without even listening to my circumstances, they suddenly jumped high forward.

Then, landing at a certain point, they began sliding down at a terrifying speed.

It was like watching someone snowboarding.

The snowboards must have been buried under the snow.

"Kiyatho!"

"We won't let you go, intruders!"

"This is ridiculous."

The Snow Women arbitrarily judged us as intruders and were shooting ice at us.

If I showed them the Prihart mark on the back of my hand and exchanged a few words, the misunderstanding would be cleared up.

But they didn't seem to have any intention of talking.

Subduing them by force seemed to be the priority.

"I'll handle this."

"It's alright, there's no need for you to step in."

"But...!"

"I've already taken care of it."

"Pardon?"

Since becoming a believer of Prihart, I had transcended the limits of magic, but only for ice elements.

In other words, I was now at the same level as an 8th rank magician.

On this snow-covered field, I was the absolute ruler and dominator.

"Frost."

A basic magic that only creates ice.

However, when I use it, it has the power to materialize the image in my mind into reality.

"Kyaaah!!"

"W-what?!"

I created an ice ski jump ramp on the slope they were descending.

The ramp caused the Snow Women to fly high into the air.

They flew higher than expected, but since there was a thick pile of snow at the landing point, it seemed like only their snowboards would take the impact.

"B-Bern, sir!"

Rene suddenly grabbed my collar and called out to me.

With a shocked expression, she was pointing somewhere with her finger.

At the end of Rene's finger were the Snow Women flying through the sky and their snowboards...

"Huh...?"

The appearance of the snowboards the Snow Women were riding was uniformly strange.

The boards, which should have been smooth, were covered with thick white fur, and the undersides had features resembling human faces.

"...These crazy women."

They were Yeti.

Ch.66 - 064. The Youngest Monster
As we sent away the snow women who had been attacking us, I tore through the distorted space.

Those who had left were too insane to go after and have a conversation with.

Riding living creatures like snowboards—they were completely out of their minds.

"But how do they stop when riding a yeti?"

"That's certainly a curious question. Unlike horses, there's no way to stop on a slope, so how do they manage to ride yetis?"

"Prostate..."

"Pardon?"

"No, it's nothing."

Men have a third leg between their thighs, and when stimulated in a certain way, that leg stands up and reduces speed.

The theory is perfect, but with uncontrollable acceleration, it would just be a eunuch-making machine.

Still, wouldn't a yeti's groin have steel-like strength?

That thought suddenly crossed my mind.

"Don't worry about it. Let's go."

There's no need to worry unnecessarily.

Even in this deranged world, there must be reasons behind their actions.

I gestured for my companions to follow me and pushed my body through the gap in the distorted space.

Beyond the warped space was a village that looked like something out of a fairy tale.

Log cabins lined up in a row.

Snow covered the roofs of all the houses, and each yard had a uniquely styled doghouse.

Snowmen erected throughout the village welcomed us, and snow gently fell from the trees, creating a beautiful scene.

"It's a spectacular view, but strangely, there's nobody around."

"Indeed."

In a village, there should be at least a few people walking around.

But no matter how much we looked, it was eerily quiet without a single sign of life.

Considering they kept pets, it certainly wasn't a ghost town.

"It seems they've temporarily evacuated because they sensed our arrival."

"What makes you think that?"

"A rather powerful aura is slowly approaching us."

"They've come to greet us quite quickly."

A presence strong enough to make my skin tingle.

I turned around, sensing the cold aura from behind.

If there was someone powerful enough to pressure Lin and me, it could only be the magic user who had cast the distortion spell over the entire village.

This was my first encounter with a rare 8th-class mage.

"Who are you people?"

Her appearance was completely different from the aura she emanated.

Smaller than Rene, with half-closed sleepy eyes, messy light blue hair, and a white robe dragging on the ground.

She looked so unkempt that I wanted to point out several things.

Regardless of her appearance, the aura the snow woman emitted was genuine.

Though somewhat lacking compared to Breeze, it was sufficient to pressure me.

"Can't you hear me? I asked who you are."

"I am Bern, a follower of Prihart. I've come to this village on the recommendation of Spirit King Grypeid and for personal business. I apologize for arriving without prior notice."

Using honorifics with a young girl felt strangely awkward.

But it couldn't be helped.

Even with her youthful appearance, an 8th-class mage could freely change her outward form.

In other words, the snow woman's actual age could be ridiculously high.

Even the Magic Tower Master had reached the rank of 8th-class mage in his fifties, so the snow woman was probably around the same age.

Therefore, I needed to show a respectful attitude.

"You're a follower of Prihart? Lies. Prihart doesn't have human followers."

"Your reaction is understandable. I only passed the trial and became a follower yesterday."

I showed her the back of my hand.

I revealed Prihart's mark, which I hadn't shown to the snow women guarding the village entrance.

I wondered how she would react.

I secretly expected her to be surprised, but the snow woman took it rather nonchalantly.

"Mark verification confirmed. Welcome, make yourself comfortable."

"Wow..."

With an indifferent expression, she offered a few words of welcome and returned the way she came.

She had a cold and completely unsociable personality, but she seemed much better than the crazy snow women riding yetis.

That's what a true snow woman should be like.

Though her slouching departing figure looked somewhat shabby.

"But Bern, shouldn't we tell her why we're here?"

"Is that necessary?"

"You said you'd explain the situation to the village chief and gather everyone to explain."

"Just because someone is the strongest doesn't mean they're the village chief, right? Even if she is the chief, we can follow proper procedures and visit her later."

We knew nothing about snow women and yetis.

In "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," there were characters like the Empress of the Pleasure City from the Dragonian race, but snow women never appeared.

Therefore, it wouldn't be an exaggeration to say our information about them was a blank slate.

Lewen also seemed unfamiliar with them, judging by how eagerly he was looking around.

*Of course, if we had followed the original storyline, this village would have been annihilated by the insane Breeze.*

Even as a returnee, he wouldn't have known about this due to the timeline.

"So what should we do now?"

"Now that they know we're not enemies, the snow women will probably return. Then we'll approach them in a friendly manner and try to converse. If we want to persuade the snow women later, it would be better to establish some level of rapport with them."

"That makes sense."

"I'll find us a place to stay. In the meantime, gather any useful information you can."

"Understood."

Crunch! Crunch! Crunch!

Just as our plan was decided, the sound of footsteps on snow came from the right.

The snow women who had been in hiding were probably returning.

It might have seemed overeager, but I greeted the snow women with the brightest smile I could manage.

However, my smile didn't last long.

"Um..."

Every snow woman was holding a leash in her hand.

At the end of each leash was a yeti wearing an ice collar.

The yetis' expressions were uniformly solemn, like seasoned warriors.

But with leashes attached, they looked like nothing more than bipedal gorillas.

"Our Pochy, now that we're back from our walk, let's wash your hands and feet first, okay?"

"Huff...! Huff...! Yes, ma'am!"

The word "Pochy" suddenly triggered something in my mind.

The doghouse I had first seen in the yard.

Next to it was a signpost with an arrow pointing to the doghouse.

I turned my head to check that sign again.

The word written there was...

[Pochy's House]

Should I just give up and go home?

***

Watching the snow women treating sturdy yeti men like dogs, I became certain.

There was no way I could become friends with them.

With that thought, I left the scene to Rene and Lin and fled.

I was concerned they might learn something strange from the snow women, but Lewen was there, so it should be fine.

As a returnee, he was a veteran with more experience with women than me.

He would surely handle things well.

Having separated from the group, I began wandering aimlessly around the village.

But everywhere I looked, I only saw snow women walking their yetis.

The 8th-class mage I had met earlier was the only normal snow woman.

*Actually, she might have a yeti at her home too.*

I never knew discovering the truth could be so terrifying.

Finally, as I was walking with a deep sigh...

"Ohoho! An outsider in this village—what a rare sight!"

An elderly woman who seemed experienced in life was laughing from a distance.

The old woman was walking with difficulty, leaning on an ice cane.

She didn't notice the ice patch beneath her feet and slipped.

Just before her body hit the ground, I quickly ran over and supported her.

"Are you alright?"

"Oh my! Thank you, young man. As I've aged, it's become difficult to control my own body."

"That's understandable. Here's your cane."

"Hoho! What a proper young man—rare to see these days."

I don't respect inconsiderate elderly people, but this case was different.

I had decided to show the utmost respect to elders worthy of reverence.

If the falling elder had been the Magic Tower Master, I would have kicked him in the back.

"By the way, what brings a human youth to our village?"

"Actually, I came seeking the assistance of the snow women and yetis of this village."

"Assistance?"

"I've become enemies with the Red Dragon, Ignite. To engage in all-out war with him, the help of snow women and yetis is essential."

"...Red Dragon. I see, so that's why you've come."

A shadow fell over the old woman's face, which had been smiling kindly.

Her expression turned serious the moment I mentioned Ignite.

Perhaps I had mentioned something too carelessly, something that might be painful for her.

"Will it be difficult?"

"No, many in this village hold grudges against the Red Dragon, so they'll gladly help. Our village chief, in particular, harbors great resentment."

"Actually, I'd like to meet the chief. Where might I find them?"

"Hoho! What a joker you are. You just met them but have already forgotten?"

"Just met them...? Do you mean that small person is the chief?"

"You really didn't know. Yes, that's right. She's our village's prodigy and youngest chief."

At the old woman's words, I flinched.

She hadn't changed her appearance to look younger—she actually was young?

It was quite surprising to learn that her youthful appearance was her true form.

"May I ask how old the chief is?"

"Hoho! A woman's age is a secret, my dear."

"Could you at least tell me the first digit?"

"Hmm, it's usually a secret, but you seem desperate, so I'll make an exception. The chief's first digit is '1'."

...Is she younger than me?

Ch.67 - 058.5. Dragons
Dragon's Nest.

Located at the summit of the dangerous Northern Snow Mountains where one must risk their life to reach.

As the territory of dragons, the apex of all species, one must maintain a solemn attitude and reverent heart at all times.

Otherwise, one will face the wrath of the Mad Dragon...

That was the introduction written in the Adokchoe setting book.

When I first read it, I really liked the description that sounded like introducing a dungeon in a game.

Doesn't it sound impressive with phrases like "reverent heart" and "wrath of the Mad Dragon"?

That's why my heart was pounding even while I was climbing the mountain.

However, as someone who has stayed in the Dragon's Nest, even briefly, I realized that the introduction in the setting book was a lie.

"I'm a woman too! A woman! I'm longing for a man's warmth!"

"No matter how much you throw a tantrum, I won't give in! I will never hand over Bern!"

"Then just once...! Can't we do it just once?"

"I'll break off a sturdy branch nearby and give it to you, so please be satisfied with that."

"That's so mean!"

After Ignite left, the two women argued about giving each other their Dragon Hearts.

Then they suddenly changed course and began having explicit conversations.

The mother revealing her true intentions about wanting to have sex with me, and the daughter firmly rejecting the idea.

The Dragon's Nest was filled with the noisy voices of the mother and daughter.

In this situation, a reverent heart?

What nonsense.

Though there was something resembling the wrath of the Mad Dragon.

She was just throwing a tantrum at her daughter.

"Sigh...!"

Caught between the mother and daughter's argument, I let out a deep sigh.

I felt like a fool for coming up to the Dragon's Nest with such high expectations.

At the same time, watching their argument reminded me of the past.

The fight between Rene and Rin.

Though the atmosphere wasn't as light as now, the two of them constantly engaged in psychological and subtle battles with me in the middle.

Back then, I was so awkward that I couldn't respond properly and just watched from the sidelines.

But with Lewen's help, I was able to climb the stairs to adulthood in one go.

The first experience I gained as a reward for climbing those stairs was still unforgettably ecstatic.

*I also realized that women taste better when eaten together.*

[That was something about my contractor I never wanted to know.]

Ignoring Prah's grumbling, I stood up.

When I, who had been sitting still, started to move, both the Mad Dragon and Rene turned their gazes toward me.

One with curious eyes and the other with worried eyes.

What are you planning to do?

Could it be that our behavior felt like a nuisance?

I could clearly see that the mother and daughter were harboring such thoughts.

If so, I should resolve both their curiosity and worry.

"Huh?"

"Ah...!"

I boldly walked toward them and grabbed both of their wrists.

Then I dragged them to the bedroom I had spotted earlier.

Don't fight, have sex.

That was the first advice Lewen gave me.

If you see signs of a fight or if they're already fighting, resolve it with bodily communication.

Honestly, I know it sounds crazy.

But if the fighting parties have feelings for me, there's no more efficient method than this.

"Eek!"

"B-Bern?"

I threw both of them onto the bed.

The bed, which humans had offered as tribute to the Mad Dragon, was extremely soft.

They must have taken special care, as the dragon would have been furious if given something cheap.

Thanks to that, it seemed like there wouldn't be any problems even with somewhat rough movements.

"Your fighting won't stop, and it seems like your voices will only get louder, so I'm taking special measures."

"What kind of special measures?"

"Both of you, strip."

At my firm command, the dragon mother and daughter flinched.

The Mad Dragon said that was fine and began to throw off her clothes.

On the other hand, Rene looked at me with a complex expression, as if she couldn't accept it.

This time, it seems persuasion is necessary.

"Rene, listen to me for a moment."

"Yes."

"Do you remember the chocolate-covered banana you enjoyed eating in Front?"

"Of course! It was so sweet!"

"Right. But they say they won't sell it unless you buy two at a time."

"What?"

"You could buy two and share one each with your mother, but you only wanted to eat one. However, the shopkeeper absolutely refused to sell just one. Wouldn't it be better to buy two and share them, even if it's a bit unsatisfying, rather than not eating any at all?"

"Ah...."

After I persuaded her in my own way, Rene nodded, saying she understood.

At the same time, she also began to take off her clothes one layer at a time.

I barely succeeded in persuading her.

There are people who would make sure no one gets to eat if they can't eat themselves.

I was worried Rene might be like that, but she obediently followed my words.

Thanks to that, a threesome was set up once again.

"Come anytime!"

"I-I've stripped everything for Bern."

Finally, the dragon mother and daughter revealed their bare skin without a single thread covering them.

Rene's body always boasted a perfect figure without any excess.

In contrast, the Mad Dragon had very slight bulges of flesh around her sides and abdomen.

However, it was by no means shabby.

In the world, this is called a voluptuous body.

It was the perfect body of a mature woman that seemed like it would embrace a man warmly.

"Wow...."

What was most impressive was her chest.

I could tell from the outside, but it was at least one cup size larger than Rene's or Rin's.

And the most important part was none other than the nipples.

Unlike Rene's, which stood up perkily, hers were inverted.

When I encountered inverted nipples in real life, something I had only heard about, my cock stood up straight.

It was about to burst through my pants, so I hurriedly took them off and freed my cock.

It was standing tall at a level that was always awe-inspiring.

"Haah! A-Amazing size...♡"

"Bern...? What on earth happened?"

Come to think of it, this was Rene's first time seeing my enhanced cock, right?

My holy sword, which had become even more robust and stronger a few days ago thanks to Asmodeus.

Seeing this, Rene was looking at my cock with eyes full of astonishment.

"It's embarrassing, but I got it this way due to some kind of connection. Is it too much for you?"

"N-No! This much is fine!"

Rene measured the size of my cock with her fingers while also measuring her abdomen.

Having judged that she could take it all in somehow, she nodded confidently.

Meanwhile, while Rene was gauging the size, the Mad Dragon suddenly pushed me down.

"M-Mother-in-law...?"

"I'm sorry, but I can't wait any longer...!"

The Mad Dragon, who was in heat, was exhaling rough breaths and drooling.

Her eyes had already gone wild, and her pussy was leaking juices like a flood.

"Ah! Mother, that's unfair!"

"I'm sorry, daughter! But it's a real cock I'm seeing after hundreds of years! How can I hold back...kuheuut♡"

"Ugh?!"

Without hesitation, the Mad Dragon lifted her hips and aligned her pussy with the head of my cock.

Then she lowered her hips, pushing my holy sword all the way inside.

Despite it being beyond normal size and likely burdensome, she swallowed my cock entirely.

At the same time, the protrusions on her vaginal walls tightly gripped and squeezed my shaft.

"Haang...! I-I came just from putting it in♡"

The Mad Dragon was trembling and making an ecstatic expression.

Even while immersed in the afterglow of her climax, her flesh walls were clinging to my cock and persistently rubbing against it.

As if her claim of it being a long time was true, the Mad Dragon's pussy was greedily devouring my cock.

"Hyaah! Ang, ang, heuut! Haaang...!!"

The Mad Dragon, mounted on top of me, started by slowly rotating her hips to test the waters, but soon began to move in earnest.

Splash! Splash! Splash!

The soaking wet pussy and cock collided, continuously making lewd sounds.

"Haa...! This cock is the best! Aang! Delicious...! So delicious...!! I've never had such a cock in my life♡"

"Kuk...! Mother-in-law's pussy too...!"

A warm finger touched my lips.

It was the Mad Dragon's index finger.

"Breeze."

"What?"

"Call me Breeze!"

"Ah....."

The Mad Dragon's true name came out.

I had already heard it through Rene, but hearing it from her own mouth had a different meaning.

A dragon's true name, like the Dragon Heart, was equivalent to confessing to someone.

"M-Mother!"

"But I can't hold back! Such a delicious cock...! Hyaah! I can't let my daughter monopolize it all by herself...♡"

Breeze's cervix descended and began to suck on the head of my cock.

A dragon-like greed that wouldn't leave anything behind.

The warm dragon pussy was tightly gripping my cock and sucking it in.

"Haeuut...! Ahuk! Eut! Ook! G-Good♡"

"M-Move aside now! I'm going to do it with Bern too!"

"N-No. He hasn't ejaculated yet, has he?"

Rene tried to take over, but Breeze pushed her away while continuously moving her hips.

She threatened that she wouldn't let go until I ejaculated.

Eventually pushed aside, Rene frowned but then brought her face toward my chest.

"Ugh...! It's disappointing, but I'll service Bern to help him ejaculate quickly."

"Heuk?!"

Slurp.

Rene stuck out her tongue and lightly licked my nipple.

With that single tongue movement, an electric current flowed from near my heart to my brain.

"...Hehe, I found Bern's weakness♡"

Having confirmed my reaction, Rene's eyes, like Breeze's, began to go wild.

It was a sign that Rene was also going into heat and becoming a full-fledged female.

So she began to lick my chest and stimulate my nipples with her fingers.

"Kyahung...! T-The cock inside got bigger...kyaheuut! Aang! Ang! Heueung...!!"

"Lick, lick. Smooch...♡"

Stimulation that could drive me crazy was being applied from above and below.

Even as my mind was turning pure white, the faces of the mother and daughter were clearly visible.

Two lewd female dragons.

The mother was tasting my cock, drooling vulgarly and smiling.

The daughter was continuously sucking on my chest and stimulating the protrusions with her nails.

They were a mother and daughter who were the very embodiment of lewdness.

"Keuut! No more...!"

"You're ejaculating? Good, your baby seed...haeut! Pour plenty inside me...♡"

At this rate, I'll come first.

That would hurt my pride as a man, so I slightly bounced my hips.

"Kyahung?! Eut! Ogok...! Eunghoot...! I-If you suddenly get intense...! Keuheuung...!!"

I will absolutely not come alone.

With that determination, I continuously pounded Breeze's cervix.

"Hayuk...! Hueut! Keuheup...! Heueut!"

The entrance of the womb opening slightly with each thrust.

I might be able to thrust my cock into the deeply descended womb.

For the final strike, I grabbed Breeze's waist and slammed her down.

"Kuhup!"

The end of the cervix.

A rough part that shouldn't be there touched the head of my cock.

*S-Scales...?!*

After experiencing a sticky sensation, the rough feeling suddenly stimulated the head of my cock.

"Haaaaaaang!!"

Spurt! Spurt! Spurrrrt!!

With Breeze's scream, I poured thick white fluid inside her.

The dragon scales at her cervix became a stimulant, causing me to ejaculate.

Fortunately, it seemed Breeze had also climaxed grandly, as she tilted her head back and trembled.

"Uheehe...♡"

When Breeze's head came down again, she had her tongue out and her eyes unfocused.

Fuck, that's hot.

Even though I had just ejaculated, my cock stood up again.

"Haeut...!"

Splash-!

Seeing that magnificent stature, Rene was pouring out a bucketful of pussy juice.

"It's my turn now, right? Hehe♡"

While caressing my nipples, Rene had been poking her genitals with her tail.

With this, Rene had also reached a state of full readiness.

"This is crazy."

One holy sword. Two lewd female dragons.

I didn't know if I could handle them all in one night.
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I was momentarily taken aback by her age, but after my head cooled down a bit, I didn't think much of it.

This was another world, and a village of snow women.

If snow women were a long-lived race, there was a possibility that the village chief was over a hundred years old.

In fact, it would be more natural to assume she was over a hundred.

A child not even twenty years old being an 8th-grade magician?

That was nonsense.

Kang Jun-hyeok was the world's greatest talent, so if the village chief was young, it would create a setting error.

Therefore, the village chief must be at least one or two decades older.

"The village chief seems quite young."

"Of course! She achieved impossible feats at a young age, so she's someone with a promising future."

"But how did she come to bear a grudge against the Red Dragon?"

"...The village chief lost her parents to the Red Dragon."

"Ah..."

Killing someone's parents was certainly enough to earn their hatred.

Even I was trying to eliminate someone just for hurting Rene.

Avenging one's parents would justify exterminating three generations of the enemy's family.

Though exterminating three generations of a Red Dragon would practically mean extinction.

Regardless, it was a valid motive for revenge.

"I apologize. I shouldn't have brought it up."

"Hoho! It's fine. It's good to have more people who appreciate the hardships our young village chief bears."

"Shouldn't you avoid revealing such personal matters to outsiders?"

"I'm telling you because a follower of Prihart would never harm our village."

I could feel how absolute Prihart's influence was in the northern region.

Just being his follower earned me this much trust.

If I used my position as a follower well, things might work out easily.

Still, seeking help without earning the trust of the snow women and snow men would be meaningless.

"Excuse me, but could you tell me where I can find the village chief?"

"So you want to meet and talk with the chief."

"Yes. I think it would be better to hear the details directly from the person involved."

"That might be better."

The old woman stood up and began walking with difficulty.

I quickly moved to support her, helping her walk comfortably and safely.

When we reached the main street of the village, the old woman pointed toward something.

A hill somewhat distant from the village.

On top of it stood a mansion completely frozen white.

It wasn't just covered in snow—it was literally frozen.

Moreover, a particularly fierce snowstorm was raging around the mansion.

Though I hadn't seen it up close, it seemed like a magically created weather phenomenon.

It's saying "don't come near me."

"Thank you for showing me. I'll handle the rest myself."

"Yes. Be careful not to upset the village chief."

Leaving the old woman behind, I headed toward the hill alone.

Given the chief's personality, she probably wouldn't appreciate a noisy atmosphere.

I judged it better to go alone if I was visiting.

The actual intensity of the snowstorm was beyond my imagination, confirming that coming alone was a wise decision.

"The level of this snowstorm is almost the same as the cold I felt during the Ordeal of Extreme Cold."

[How fascinating. To think I'd see a snow woman who has reached the 8th-grade realm.]

"What's wrong? Can't snow women become 8th-grade magicians?"

[No. Originally, snow women cannot even become magicians.]

"They can't become magicians?"

When I asked, Prah began explaining in detail.

[The origin of snow women began when the goddess of life, Celestia, discovered the Unmelting Snow Ice.]

Celestia commissioned the god of art to sculpt the Unmelting Snow Ice and breathed life into it.

The being born from this became the progenitor of snow women.

Though fundamentally ice, with the power of life infused in them, snow women could conceive other life.

Starting from the progenitor, they increased their numbers through breeding with males of other races.

"So why can't they become magicians?"

[As I said earlier, the foundation of snow women is ice. Unlike animals, ice doesn't possess any mana circuits. That's why they absolutely cannot become magicians.]

"But you said they've been crossbreeding. Couldn't their descendants have circuits, even if the progenitor didn't?"

[Snow women only give birth to snow women. In other words, even if ice gains life, it can only produce more ice. Historically, there hasn't been a single snow woman with mana.]

"But I saw her freely throwing icicles earlier?"

[That's not magic but a snow woman's innate ability. Can't ice that gives birth to ice create and launch ice?]

"I guess that makes sense."

By now, I had entered the area where the snowstorm was most intense. I created two magic circles, one in each hand.

Wind in my left hand, ice in my right.

I immediately brought my hands together, merging the magic circles.

The unified magic circle rose upward and began clearing the snowstorm around me.

Dual magic.

I had created a new spell by mixing magics of different attributes.

However, since my wind magic was only at the 7th-grade level, I couldn't clear the entire snowstorm.

"But if what you're saying is true, there's no way a snow woman can use magic. So what about the village chief? Is she not a snow woman?"

[I don't know either. Either she's not a snow woman as you say, or...]

Prah paused mid-sentence.

Just as I was wondering if he'd frozen up, Prah's cry entered my mind.

[Contractor, dodge!!]

"Ugh?!"

Feeling a tingling sensation across my nerves, I threw my body backward.

Kwa-reureu-reung-!

With a thunderous roar, five lightning spears struck where I had been standing.

The spears embedded in the ground made crackling sounds before exploding in sequence.

"This is getting ridiculous."

I slightly lifted my foot and then stomped down hard.

The ground cracked, and following the principle of reaction, the earth rose up to form a wall.

The lightning spears exploded upon hitting the earthen wall.

Though they scraped off a bit of the wall's surface, they couldn't reach me.

"Isn't it too much to ambush someone without even greeting them?"

Sensing a presence in the sky, I looked up.

It was the girl I had first encountered in the village.

"...I warned you. I told you not to come close."

"Magic isn't a means of communication. Just because you created a snowstorm doesn't automatically mean 'stay away.'"

"Then turn back now."

"Sorry, but I need to talk with the village chief."

"I have no intention of talking to you."

Tak-!

As the girl snapped her fingers, house-sized fireballs appeared on both sides of her.

A rough count revealed more than 50 fireballs.

Freely controlling fire magic even amidst a raging snowstorm.

She was undoubtedly an 8th-grade magician.

[What will you do?]

'To be honest, I need to form an alliance with her, so I don't want to fight too intensely...'

[She's not an opponent you can go easy on, though?]

'That's why I might have to knock her down with full force.'

My opponent was a snow woman.

Since I had no reservations about using Prah against her, I drew my sword.

Having shown my willingness to fight, the village chief's brow furrowed.

[Now it's a fight where neither side can back down.]

'Once you draw your sword, you must cut something.'

It seems the numerous fireballs were merely meant to intimidate me.

But since I didn't back down, they were now going to be used as weapons.

"I won't hold back anymore."

Fireballs rained down all at once, with others being launched at intervals.

Even as these unpredictable attacks threatened me, the snow woman was preparing new magic.

She intended to give me no respite, attacking relentlessly.

It was a sound judgment.

Against a swordsman, a magician should never give up distance.

Her strategy of focusing on speed rather than firepower to prevent me from approaching was good.

[Her skill is excellent, but her depth of thought is somewhat shallow.]

'Well, she could be mistaken.'

But I am no ordinary swordsman.

Like her, I am both a magician and a swordsman.

That's who Bern was.

"Haste."

Imbuing my legs with wind, I dashed forward.

With exceptional dynamic vision, I quickly read where the fireballs would land.

The empty spaces where fireballs wouldn't reach.

I approached my target, avoiding attacks flawlessly without the slightest error.

"...Tch."

With a click of her tongue, her attacks became more precise.

If before they were indiscriminate area attacks, now they were concentrated fire.

Evasion alone was insufficient, so I raised Prah's blade.

Seuk-!

I cut through the fireballs I couldn't avoid.

While steadily advancing forward, I kept my limbs in constant motion.

"Huu...!"

Exhaling deeply and then inhaling again, I kicked off the ground to accelerate.

In just 10 seconds, I narrowed the distance to the snow woman to 100 meters.

In another second, she would be within arm's reach.

Just as I was about to lower my blade to knock her unconscious, I sensed something behind me.

Shwa-a-a-!

The moisture from the snow melted by the fireballs gathered to form a giant.

Seeing the water giant raising its fist toward me, I spoke in a low voice.

"Eternal Icicle."

A magic circle formed behind me, shooting a small icicle toward the giant.

It was a modest attack compared to the giant's size.

But didn't David defeat the overwhelmingly large Goliath?

Similarly, the moment the small icicle pierced the giant's body.

Pa-chang-!

It instantly froze the giant's body and shattered it.

"Is that all? I'm a bit disappointed."

"Kuk!"

"Where do you—!"

With her last resort destroyed, the snow woman tried to retreat into the sky to create distance.

But she was already within my range.

I swung my sword in a wide arc.

Slightly twisting the trajectory midway, I struck her head with moderate force.

Since magicians who trained their bodies were extremely rare.

The snow woman helplessly collapsed to the ground.

"Utcha!"

Before she could fully hit the ground, I caught her body.

[That was more trivial than I imagined. She had skills befitting an 8th-grade, but was strangely weak. I'd say the demi-lich we fought the other day felt stronger.]

'The reason you feel that way is probably her lack of practical experience.'

Her decision to bombard me with magic was the basic response of a magician against a swordsman.

It's the textbook approach you can find in books.

But do experienced magicians follow the textbook when fighting swordsmen?

If asked, the answer is obviously no.

Tactics vary depending on the swordsman's style, and whether the swordsman has learned basic magic also changes the approach.

'She didn't seem used to fighting.'

[Hmm, even to me, she displayed many such aspects.]

A snow woman who reached the 8th-grade realm but lacked practical experience.

I could tell she had various secrets hidden within her.

To uncover those secrets, I'd need to talk with her when she regained consciousness.

[So what do you plan to do now?]

'Well, first...'

There was something I'd been curious about since meeting the snow women.

The forbidden area beneath their white garments.

I think I need to first satisfy my curiosity about whether snow women wear anything underneath or not.

[You're insane.]

Oh, light blue.
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After the battle with the Snow Woman, I entered the mansion with her slung over my shoulder.

Unlike the frozen exterior, the inside was quite normal. The temperature was comfortable enough for people to live in.

"The interior is cleaner than I expected."

[Stop nervously reciting summoning spells for Blue Demons.]

'What kind of summoning spell is that supposed to be?'

Shaking my head at this incomprehensible worldview, I examined the inside of the mansion.

After finding what looked like a reception room, I placed the Snow Woman down on the sofa.

[So, hopelessly perverted contractor, what do you plan to do with her now?]

'Perverted? I'm just an adventurer who wants to explore unknown territories! That's why I'm only tying her up to prevent her from going wild, not doing anything else!'

[...I'd like an explanation for why the rope needs to go between her cleavage and crotch.]

'It's better to tie her securely so she can't resist.'

This demonic sword is annoyingly perceptive.

Having reluctantly finished the binding, I left the reception room.

It might be better to wait until the Snow Woman regained consciousness, but time was precious.

Besides, even if I asked her how she became an 8th-level magician, she probably wouldn't answer.

While the owner is unconscious, I'll explore the mansion to gather information.

[Now you look like a petty thief.]

'Tsk! I have absolutely no intention of stealing anything in this mansion. I'm just taking a look around.'

I'm simply checking for something like a hidden hard drive in a friend's computer.

Even if I said this, no one in this world except Kang Jun-hyeok would understand.

I used magic detection to examine the internal structure of the mansion.

Two places responded to my magic detection.

One seemed to be a study, filled with bookshelves and books, while the other looked like a personal office.

For the study, I was repelled before I could even grasp its inner structure, but the personal office resonated strongly with my detection magic.

I decided to check the nearby office first.

The room was located at the very end of the corridor where the reception room was.

When I pulled the door handle, a bear-sized snowman greeted me.

Or more precisely, it was a snowman-shaped doll.

'I thought she was an unfriendly kid, but she has a cute side too.'

[The problem is we don't know if she's in her teens or hundreds of years old.]

'I should have asked the elder about the number of digits in her age, not just the first digit.'

Then I wouldn't have to worry like this now.

Putting aside my regrets, I moved the doll aside and stepped into the office.

A spacious desk and a moderately sized bookshelf behind it.

Except for the snowman doll, it was a typical chairman's office.

I had expected something more fantastical in another world, but it wasn't much different from the world I used to live in.

'Let's see. Is this what resonated with my detection magic?'

[At first glance, it looks like an ordinary key.]

Inside a drawer under the desk.

I pulled out a blue key that had been buried among various magical tools.

A key with an ice flower jewel embedded in it.

When I gently held it and infused it with magic power, a clear sound rang out and the surroundings became cooler.

Since it was among magical tool odds and ends, the key itself must be some kind of magical tool.

'If it's a key-type magical tool, is it a key that can open anything?'

[This one probably isn't. Master keys generally have minimal magical reactions. Since they're mainly used covertly, they need to have minimal mana response.]

'Then does it have some other use?'

Just in case, I tried turning the key in mid-air.

In fantasy worlds, keys often open dimensional doors and such, right?

That's why I waved the key around, but nothing happened.

"Tsk! It was nothing after all. Just a slightly unusual key."

[Still, you might need it later, so wouldn't it be better to keep it?]

'Forget it. What use could a magical tool stuffed in a drawer possibly have?'

I put the key back in the drawer and left the office.

My next destination was the study on the second floor of the mansion.

Before going there, I stopped by the reception room, but the Snow Woman was still unconscious.

It seemed fine to explore the mansion a bit more.

Creeeeak-!

I opened the door to the study where my magic had been repelled and went inside.

It was a dark and musty space, feeling more like a storage room than a study.

"Ignite."

I created a magic circle at my fingertip to generate a flame that illuminated the room.

The spacious area was filled with countless bookshelves and books, but it was also covered in thick dust.

"Cough! Cough! Doesn't this house have any servants? How can a room be so dusty!"

[With a bone-freezing blizzard raging around the mansion, there's no way there would be servants...]

'That's true.'

There was a method of opening windows and using wind magic to expel the dust, but there were no windows here.

It was a completely sealed space once the entrance was blocked.

I had no choice but to cover my mouth with a handkerchief as I explored the study.

[It seems like this study hasn't been used for years. Is there really any need to look around such a place?]

"It had anti-magic that repelled my detection spell. In other words, something important is hidden in this study."

[Hmm...]

After wandering around the vast study for a while, I finally found the problematic bookshelf.

Every time I used detection magic, it was repelled by a counteraction.

There were no visible magic circles on the surface.

The magic was likely installed on the wall behind the bookshelf.

"Okay, bingo!"

[What is it?]

"I found the only book without dust among all these books."

If the study hadn't been used, all books should have dust on them.

However, the book I found was suspiciously clean.

Grrrung-!

When I tried to pull out the book without hesitation, suddenly the bookshelf began to slide sideways with a loud noise.

The act of trying to pull out the book must have triggered some mechanism.

"Whoa! I feel like a detective uncovering the mansion's secrets!"

Eventually, when the bookshelf had completely moved aside, a door with a purple magic circle drawn on it was revealed.

There wasn't a wall behind the bookshelf, but a door.

It reminded me of a scene from Harry Potter that I had watched in my prime, making my heart pound with excitement.

Secret doors are always romantic, I tell you.

[There really was a secret space hidden here.]

"Well then, shall we go in?"

Click-! Click-!

I boldly grabbed the doorknob and turned it, but the door was firmly locked.

Looking again, there was a keyhole on the outside of the doorknob.

"Ah..."

It meant I couldn't enter without a key.

I could destroy it using "Prah," but that would earn me the owner's hatred.

As someone seeking her help, I shouldn't make our relationship worse.

Therefore, I needed to make it seem like nothing had happened.

[Somehow that keyhole looks familiar.]

'Familiar?'

[Yes. It's similar in shape to the key we left in the office earlier.]

'Could it be the key to open this door?'

[That's why I told you to keep it, didn't I?]

'Can't be helped.'

Instead of wasting time regretting, I had to hurry and get the key.

I left the study and ran back to the office.

After safely retrieving the key from the office, suddenly I heard something strange from Prah.

[Contractor, didn't we move that doll aside when we first came in?]

"Why are you suddenly saying something so random?"

[No. The position of the snowman doll that we moved aside has changed.]

'Are you saying the Snow Woman woke up and moved it? That's your mistake. Her presence is still in the reception room. Probably for another hour or so...'

Just as I was putting the key in my pocket and about to leave the office.

BOOM-!

A loud explosion was heard from somewhere quite close to the office, and the ground shook.

There was only one person who could produce such firepower.

The village chief must have regained consciousness.

'Shit, the timing...!'

Time was up, even though I hadn't discovered anything yet.

If the Snow Woman caught me in her personal office, our relationship would worsen.

Where was a good place to hide?

"Huh?"

While I was looking around frantically.

The snowman doll I had seen earlier had somehow approached right in front of me.

As Prah had said, the doll was indeed moving on its own.

"Aaaah...! Mmph?!"

The snowman doll covered my mouth with its soft hand.

With its other empty hand, it pulled me.

Then the snowman doll pushed my body into the gap of its open zipper.

Just as I was being dragged into the doll's body without understanding what was happening, I heard the office door fling open.

"...I felt a human presence here just now."

The Snow Woman's cold voice was heard nearby.

I had managed to hide inside the doll just before being discovered.

"Was it my imagination?"

Before I could think I had barely survived, I suddenly felt arms strongly embracing the doll.

Judging from the cold air flowing into the doll, it was undoubtedly the Snow Woman.

Had I been caught after all?

Just as I was thinking that.

"Papa~! Listen to me! Today a suspicious stranger came to our village! The stranger beat up Yukiko..."

...Did I hit my head too hard?
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The snow woman, who had only shown a cold and ruthless demeanor before, suddenly hugged the doll tightly and began acting childishly.

Fortunately, the snow woman was small, so even her strong embrace didn't hurt much.

The only problem was...

"Huh? Papa's body feels soft and squishy today instead of fluffy?"

I couldn't deceive her sense of touch.

I don't know why the doll was moving or why it had hidden me inside it, but it was all pointless anyway.

In the end, I was bound to be discovered by her over something trivial.

"Ehehe! It doesn't matter, Yukiko likes soft Papa too!"

She just let it slide.

It seemed her mental regression went beyond just her mind—her judgment had reverted to that of a child too.

"I really wonder how she became an 8th-rank mage at such a young age."

[It's hard to believe, but if we don't accept it, I think our brains might not be able to process it.]

If someone over 100 years old acted like this, they'd definitely be senile.

Therefore, we firmly decided that the snow woman must be in her teens.

Even if an opportunity to learn the truth comes along, I plan to desperately ignore it.

I firmly believe that's better for both of us.

"Papa! Pat Yukiko's head!"

"..."

"Don't be grumpy, come on~!"

Should I pat her?

A thousand worries flashed through my mind, making me hesitate.

"Today's Papa seems a bit strange? You don't seem like Yukiko's Papa..."

Through the small gap in the doll's abdomen, I could see Yukiko's face.

She was tilting her head slightly and smiling menacingly, which was quite frightening.

Right, if the doll was already moving, what's the big deal about patting her head?

I placed my palm on her blue hair and slowly stroked it.

"Ehehe!"

As I patted her head, Yukiko started giggling with delight.

It was a laugh of joy coming from deep within her heart.

Does she really think this snowman doll is her father?

Her reaction was completely different from someone who just vents to a doll to relieve stress.

[I suspect the shock of losing her parents to a dragon at such a young age might be what broke her.]

'I think so too.'

Yukiko, who lost her parents before she could even receive their love.

Though she pretended to be fine on the outside, it wouldn't be strange at all if she harbored psychological pain she couldn't tell anyone about.

Looking at her from this perspective made her seem somewhat pitiful.

A single lizard destroyed her happy family, and she endured bone-crushing pain at a young age to become an 8th-rank mage.

'She's fallen asleep already.'

[She must have been very tired. To fall asleep so soon after waking up...]

'Maybe she exhausted herself in the unfamiliar battle?'

[At this rate, even if she reaches 9th rank, she could never defeat Ignite. If you build strength without experience, you're just a big scarecrow.]

'You know, there's something I just can't understand no matter how I think about it.'

[What is it?]

'Is it really possible for a naive child to become a high-ranking mage? Whether it's swordsmanship or magic, reaching a high level always requires enlightenment. And the foundation of enlightenment is...'

[Experience.]

'Right. In that sense, this snow woman's case has many inconsistencies. It's as if her power was forcibly elevated through some shortcut.'

When you obtain power beyond your capacity, there's always a great price to pay.

If you skip steps on a staircase you should climb one by one, it's easy to fall backward.

Could Yukiko be paying a terrible price that she's not showing on the outside?

'I really need to check out that secret space in the library.'

[Looking like that?]

'Obviously I need to take off this doll costume... but how do I get it off?'

[How would I know?]

I was somehow pulled into this living doll, but I don't know how to get out.

The zipper that was open when I entered was now locked, and there was no visible exit.

And the doll costume that was about three times my size now fit my body perfectly.

Like a hero suit.

'This is driving me crazy. I can't take it off!'

[It seems this snowman doll was a cursed equipment after all.]

No matter how hard I pulled at the costume, it clung tightly to my body with no sign of coming off.

Even if I wanted to cut it with my sword, Prah was also inside the doll costume, so I couldn't draw it.

In other words, there was no way to take off the doll costume right now.

It's frustrating, but it seems I'll have to remain in this ridiculous snowman form for a while.

[Ugh! It's suffocating!]

'Just bear with it a little. I'm just as uncomfortable.'

I carefully lifted Yukiko's sleeping body from my lap and moved her back to the sofa in the reception room.

Immediately after, I quietly headed to the library.

"Ah...!"

[What's wrong?]

"The magic tool key is in my pocket..."

With the doll costume clinging tightly to me, there was no way to take out the key.

Just as I was racking my brain at another dead end:

Gulp gulp!

Ting-!

Suddenly, the doll costume began to convulse and spat out the key that had been in my pocket onto the floor.

This confirmed it.

The snowman doll that swallowed me has its own consciousness and knows that I want to discover the truth.

I don't know what the doll's identity or purpose is.

I wanted to ask it directly, but since the doll couldn't communicate, I had no choice but to find out myself.

'Now that the key issue is resolved, let's continue.'

[I have a feeling that once we go in, we might never come out.]

'That sounds like you're recommending I save my game?'

[I don't understand what the contractor is saying. I'm just telling you to be careful.]

'Right.'

Click-!

I inserted the key into the hole and turned it. The door unlocked with a sound and slid open.

Beyond the door was a staircase leading down.

The end of the stairs wasn't visible to the naked eye.

Judging by the length, it seemed there was a hidden space in the basement of the mansion, and that's where it led.

"Wait...! This looks familiar!"

After descending the stairs for quite some time, I finally reached level ground.

However, the scene before me gave me a sense of déjà vu.

A stone space with many maze-like intersections and torches illuminating the area.

The deep darkness beyond the space felt like it was beckoning me to come closer.

[It's a dungeon. And this thick, ancient magical energy—this place is definitely related to the Seven Deadly Sins.]

"You've got to be kidding...!"

The ancient dungeons of the Seven Deadly Sins, said to be hidden all over the world.

I had just escaped from the Dungeon of Lust not long ago, and now I've stepped into another ancient dungeon.

Is the world trying to mess with me after Bern?

I felt like heaven was being cruel.

"At least now I know why Yukiko became abnormally strong."

[We can only assume she made a contract with an ancient demon.]

Yukiko has already committed the sin that Kang Jun-hyeok will eventually commit.

A contract with an ancient demon that should never be crossed.

You might gain immense power, but in return, you lose something precious.

"Let's go back now that we know the truth."

Unlike the Dungeon of Lust, this place had a way back.

If I return to town first, get this doll costume off, and then explore the dungeon with Rin and Rene...

"Papa~?"

Just as I placed my foot on the first step, a chilling voice came from the top of the stairs, the entrance to this place.

Had she woken up already?

"Papa, are you here? Right?"

"..."

"Yukiko told you many times, didn't she? That you shouldn't come in here... I clearly warned you, but you still came in?"

Her tone was sharp as thorns and cold as ice.

Feeling her quiet anger, I unconsciously stepped back.

That decision was right, as the entire staircase instantly froze over.

If I had been a little slower, my body would have been frozen too.

But it was too early to feel relieved.

"Papa who doesn't listen to Yukiko..."

"Oh..."

"Is unnecessary."

Following Yukiko's short statement, the entire space began to shake.

The air was trembling madly from the extreme killing intent, and my instincts screamed at me to run.

Sensing that I couldn't go back, I had no choice but to enter the dungeon.

And Yukiko, who had now descended the stairs...

"Kyahahaha! You want to play tag with me?"

She was laughing maniacally as she watched me flee.

She seemed out of her mind.

"Alright! Run hard, Papa. But if I catch you, you die by Yukiko's hands, okay?"

"Have you finally gone mad?"

"Yes! Yukiko is crazy for Papa!"

Yukiko blushed like a girl in love.

Despite her ecstatic expression, she held an ice knife in her hand.

The knife was so sharp that it cut into Yukiko's hand, making it bleed.

If I got stabbed, I would definitely die.

I couldn't use my sword or magic in this state.

To survive, I had no choice but to run.

'What the hell is going on...!'
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I had been in the dungeon for about an hour now.

After wandering around trying to avoid Yukiko's pursuit, I'd learned a few things.

First, no magical beasts lived in this ancient dungeon.

Despite exploring quite extensively, I hadn't encountered anyone except Yukiko.

It was too early to make definitive conclusions since I hadn't gone to the lower floors yet.

But at least the first basement level was relatively safe—except for Yukiko chasing me with a kitchen knife.

Second, while there were no magical beasts, the place was riddled with traps.

Deadly traps using elemental magic were everywhere—flame spheres, lightning arrows, stone axes, wind spears, and more.

There were also numerous traps designed to immobilize: paralysis, sleep, hallucination, freezing, and so on.

The noise-generating traps were particularly troublesome since Yukiko would come running the moment I triggered one.

Third, the dungeon had many locked doors that required verbal passwords.

Hints for these passwords were either placed nearby or hidden in specific rooms.

The problem was that solving one password only revealed hints for unlocking another door.

Until all doors were opened, it was an endless cycle of finding hints, opening doors, and running away.

Fourth, each locked room contained a piece of paper that appeared to be written by Yukiko.

They seemed to be journals documenting how she became what she is now, but I hadn't been able to examine them closely.

Every time I tried to read them properly, Yukiko would show up.

So I'd been diligently collecting them one by one to read all at once later.

[I wonder if I'll actually have time to read them properly.]

'There are plenty of hiding places, so I could just hole up somewhere and read them at my leisure.'

Each room was equipped with places to hide—wardrobes, oak barrels, beds.

This was fortunate for me, given my limited field of vision in this doll costume.

'It feels like someone deliberately created this horror game.'

Perhaps it was the work of some ancient demon dwelling in the dungeon's depths.

To confirm this, I picked up a key that had been hidden in a corner of the room.

'This is the last key.'

[Is this finally the end of this wretched chase?]

'I don't know, I think that crazy snow woman will follow us to the end.'

[How troublesome. If only I weren't in this doll costume, I could have done something...]

If I had to fight an ancient demon in my current state, I'd die pathetically.

In the Lust Dungeon, I was at least allowed to use a sword, but now I couldn't use anything.

The doll costume was too tough to be torn by ordinary blades.

I needed another means to counter Yukiko.

[Ah, she's coming!]

'Speak of the devil...!'

Thump, thump.

Yukiko's footsteps approached from nearby.

I carefully slipped into a nearby wardrobe, making sure not to make any noise.

"...I thought I sensed Papa, but he's not here either~?"

I covered my mouth and nose to prevent even the slightest breath from escaping.

Someone of her caliber could probably detect human breathing.

"Papa, where are you? Don't leave Yukiko all alone..."

Her voice carried a loneliness like that of a lost child.

My heart began to ache as she seemed to be searching for her deceased father.

What sin had this child committed that the world took away her precious parents and drove her to make a contract with a demon?

I clicked my tongue at the cruel reality.

"Yukiko wants to do so many things with Papa. Eat together, bathe together, sleep together..."

I thought perhaps I could embrace her warmly and make things better.

Though not her real father, I hoped that if I took good care of her, she might improve.

"Heehee! And most of all, I want to dye Papa's white body red! With Papa's blood...!"

So much for that hope.

I quietly held my breath, desperately praying for Yukiko to leave.

***

I had another nightmare today.

In my dream, the village was burning bright red.

People were screaming and fleeing in panic beneath a massive creature so large it obscured the moon in the sky.

Papa gathered people and left to fight, while Mama grabbed my hand tightly and ran away.

But we didn't get far before Mama was trapped under a burning pillar.

I can still see her gesturing for me to keep running.

The memory of that day—leaving both Papa and Mama behind, being led away by neighbors—still haunts me.

No matter how much I want to forget, it clings to me, tormenting me endlessly.

===

My new family was kind to me.

They warmly embraced and comforted me after I lost my parents.

But no matter how gently they treated me, we remained strangers to each other.

I could see the difference in how they treated me versus their blood relatives.

Perhaps I was thinking crookedly. But I suppose that's just my tainted nature.

===

Eventually, I left my new home and family.

Their kindness awakened in me a desire to take what wasn't mine.

Even knowing it was wrong, I wanted to inflict my pain on others and make their happiness my own.

Recurring nightmares and twisted delusions gradually ate away at my sanity.

If things continued this way, I might say or do terrible things to them.

Out of fear, I fled.

Outside, without warmth, it was bitterly cold. But that was fine—I was a cursed snow woman after all.

===

I settled in an abandoned mansion on a hill away from the village.

Without an owner, it was dilapidated and nothing was in proper condition.

Yet somehow, it felt reassuring. The mansion itself seemed to be in a similar situation as me.

Being far from the village, I rarely interacted with anyone else.

Yes, this would be my sanctuary.

I decided my grave would be in the front yard of the mansion.

===

The nightmares persisted, but I was no longer anxious.

I didn't have to envy anyone anymore.

With that thought, I cleaned the mansion and began renovation work.

It was quite difficult for my frail body to handle such hard labor, but it was fulfilling.

However, that fulfillment didn't last long.

When I briefly went down to the village to get necessary supplies...

A fierce pain struck my mind.

I saw a family happily walking down the street, holding a child's hands on both sides.

My previous family was smiling as if they were happy.

Though I had left on my own, I thought they might worry about me a little.

But they were living as if I had never existed from the beginning.

How strange. I had wished for them to forget me, yet why did my heart ache so much?

I only wanted to be happy too...

I don't know what this emotion is.

I burst into tears on the spot and returned home.

===

Everything in the world felt unfair.

Even knowing I was wrong, I couldn't control these feelings.

Why did I have to be so unhappy?

While other children my age lived happily with their families, why was I alone like this...

After crying until my throat was raw on that musty bed, I finally realized.

The cause of all this was the Red Dragon that took my family away.

The culprit who stole my happiness, gave me nightmares, and gnawed at my sanity...!

I harbored revenge in my heart.

===

Knowledge is power.

It was one of the few pieces of advice I'd heard from Papa long ago.

To defeat the Red Dragon, I needed strength, so I read every book I could find in the study.

The mansion's previous owner must have been a renowned magician, as there were many books about magic.

Believing they would help me, I read them, but there was a major problem.

I had no mana.

Snow women cannot harbor mana within their bodies.

I learned this fact from Hana, the village elder.

The knowledge I had gained was worthless, and I was frustrated once again.

How could I defeat a dragon then?

If there was no way to win... did I have a reason to live?

===

I was reading in the study as usual.

As I was about to pull out a book that had caught my attention...

The bookshelf began to move, revealing a new space.

A basement I had never seen before, despite having explored the mansion countless times.

Fearful yet curious, I stepped inside.

The mansion's basement was wider and cleaner than I had imagined.

As if someone was living there.

Thinking there might be someone else besides me, I ventured deeper.

And there, I met the benefactor who would change my destiny.

His name was Levi...

He said we had many similarities and made me an attractive offer.

In exchange for giving me vast knowledge and a source of mana...

I had finally found it. The only way to defeat the Red Dragon!

I accepted his proposal. In return...

It doesn't matter. I was willing to do anything to achieve my revenge.

===

[The important parts from the middle are completely blacked out. It feels like someone deliberately hid the information.]

'Still, I've clearly learned the identity of this dungeon and its master.'

Bern was reading Yukiko's diary from inside the wardrobe.

He was making brief conjectures about what had happened based on what he'd read so far.

[You deduced all that from just two letters of a name?]

'Yes, the demon's name is Leviathan. And this place is the dungeon of Envy, one of the Seven Deadly Sins!'

Creeeeak-!

As Bern confirmed this, the wardrobe door opened.

His gaze naturally shifted from the diary to the outside.

There stood Yukiko, hiding a kitchen knife behind her back while smiling sweetly.

"Papa, found you!"

"...This time, Papa counts to ten and then finds you, right?"

"You need to take your punishment first!"

Yukiko grabbed Bern's arm.

She pulled him to the floor and straddled his abdomen.

Her face flushed as she exhaled rough breaths.

It was obvious from her appearance that she was in a state of excitement.

"Daughter, Papa isn't interested in incest, you know?"

"Don't worry about that. I'm just going to punish my naughty Papa who won't listen to me!"

Yukiko plunged the kitchen knife deep into Bern's chest, then pulled it out.

Crimson blood stained the knife.

Seeing this, Yukiko began to shiver, then licked the knife with her tongue.

After tasting the blood and trembling, she started laughing maniacally.

"Kyahahahaha!"

Stab-! Stab-! Stab-!

Laughing like a lunatic, Yukiko stabbed Bern's body indiscriminately.

[Contractor!!]

She stabbed him over a hundred times, creating holes all over his body without avoiding vital spots.

After happily stabbing him repeatedly, she finally pierced his heart and shuddered in ecstasy.

"Haah...! Haah...! Papa♡"

Yukiko leaned against the unresponsive corpse, basking in the afterglow.

After a moment, she moved away from Bern and tilted her head in confusion.

"Papa? Where did you go?"

Despite having just killed him herself, she inexplicably started looking for her father again.

It was a clear indication of how insane Yukiko was.

She left the room, leaving Bern lying there.

"I must find Papa soon..."

She continued to display mental instability until the end.

'...This is surprisingly bearable.'

Meanwhile, Bern, who had been mercilessly stabbed by the snow woman's ice knife, was perfectly fine.

An ordinary person would have died after being stabbed twenty times, but he was alive and well.

'I didn't realize the Troll's Ring that Hades gave me would be this effective.'

[It probably created an absurd regenerative ability due to good synergy with the World Tree Fruit you ate the other day.]

'Wow! This is insane, absolutely insane!'

The Troll's Ring and the World Tree Fruit.

Having consumed these two national treasure-grade items early on, Bern had unknowingly become someone who couldn't easily die.

His regenerative ability allowed stab wounds to heal instantly.

Unless his head was cut off or his body completely obliterated, he simply wouldn't die.

The pain was also reduced to a momentary sensation—Bern only felt the equivalent of being pricked by a needle while being stabbed.

'If I'd known this would happen, I should have let myself get caught from the beginning.'

[I feel like I worried for nothing.]

'By the way, you called out to me desperately earlier, didn't you? "Contractor!" like that.'

[F-forget about it! Right now!]

'I don't want to.'

Bern giggled in a way that made it hard to believe he'd just been butchered.

Still chuckling, he grabbed the doorknob to go outside.

On the other side of the door, Yukiko was smiling sweetly.

"Papa, found you!"

Bern thought this repeat event was too much.
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After the second round of butchery. Only after being stabbed about twice as much as the first time was I finally able to be liberated.

This time, she stabbed sensitive areas like my eyes, temples, prostate, and groin. It was quite painful.

Even though I recovered quickly, there was still a lingering discomfort.

I decided that even if I survived unscathed, I would never let Yukiko catch me again.

*But now, even if she catches me, I don't plan to just take it...*

However, it wasn't all bad news.

Thanks to Yukiko's merciless stabbing and slashing, my doll outfit had become tattered rags.

I had finally been freed from the restraining clothes that had been oppressing me.

I never knew freedom could taste so sweet.

[Finally free at last!]

"Let's head straight inside without delay."

I had nothing to fear anymore.

Even if Yukiko caught me, I wouldn't die, and I now had means to fight back.

I still couldn't use magic, but that didn't matter.

With Bern's enhanced body and Prah, world domination didn't seem far-fetched.

*But what was that snowman doll anyway? It seemed to have its own consciousness, which is strange for what would simply be a cursed equipment.*

[Hmm... I don't know about that either.]

Though some questions remained unanswered, I used the key to open the final door of the first basement floor.

Beyond the door was a staircase leading further down.

Lust was on the third basement floor, and Wrath, which Kang Jun-hyeok had conquered, was on the sixth.

Searching through my pre-possession memories, I recalled that the Envy dungeon had two floors.

Though I couldn't remember the dungeon's exact structure, I was certain Leviathan was somewhere here.

[Your opponent is an ancient demon like Asmodeus. Do you think you can win?]

*Back then, I couldn't use your power because of Princess Charlotte. Now I can use your power freely, so I'm not afraid.*

[...Contractor.]

*Yes?*

[This may sound vulgar, but...]

*What is it?*

[Hearing your words has made me wet...♡]

How could a sword, not even human, get wet?

I was about to chuckle at the absurd joke when I felt something damp on my thigh.

Looking down, I saw water leaking from the scabbard.

What the hell?

*Why is water leaking from the sword?!*

[The runes all over my body are trembling with joy because my contractor needs me!]

*I was hoping that feature wouldn't be implemented...*

[Regardless, your words have heated me up. Take responsibility!]

*How am I supposed to take responsibility?*

The sword doesn't even have a hole.

Well, even if it did, I wouldn't want to stick it in a sword.

Even though I've tasted what holes are like, I haven't lost my humanity.

No matter how crazy I might be, I didn't want to stick it in non-human things like Kang Jun-hyeok did.

Kang Jun-hyeok's gas pump escapades might be comedic from a distance, but they're actually tragic in reality.

[Argh! How frustrating! If only I had polymorph, I would pounce on you right here!]

*So that's why you wanted the polymorph ability?*

[Of course! Do you know how it feels to watch my contractor make love to other women every time?]

*B-but I need to keep my sword nearby in case something happens!*

A swordsman and his sword are inseparable.

How could one distance themselves from what is essentially their own limb?

*Besides, you were the one who told me to do that!*

Previously, when I left Prah at the entrance of the Lust dungeon to enjoy some happy time, I received an earful from Prah.

I was even called crazy for distancing myself from my sword for the sake of privacy.

[Yes, that's true. But what can I do about my jealousy? I want to have a passionate Mind-Sword Union with you!]

"..."

I remained silent as Prah poured out accumulated desires.

I could only shake my head.

*I didn't know you had such lewd thoughts. I might have to reconsider my plan to search for demonic swords.*

[Hehe...! Contractor, you're forgetting something important.]

*What's that?*

[Why do you think I haven't asked for anything in return despite lending you power countless times?]

*Don't tell me you've been holding back all this time just for a single polymorph ability?*

[Exactly! It was all to build up to a point where you'd have no choice but to grant my wish! I'll accept a demonic sword with polymorph ability as payment. No other compensation will be accepted.]

Prah was just as crazy as Yukiko.

Great power comes with a price.

It had shouldered the cost of all the abilities it had lent me so far.

All for a single transformation ability.

What dedication.

"...Sigh! I give up. I'll do as you wish."

[Do you mean it?]

"But! Getting intimate with you is a separate issue. Remember that."

[Don't worry. Once I get polymorph, I'll seduce you magnificently with my beautiful appearance!]

As if I'd fall for that. I kept my mouth shut, swallowing those words.

Even if the demonic sword polymorphed, it would probably become a creepy, disheveled woman.

With that thought, I continued down the single path.

Unlike the complex first floor, the second basement floor had only one path.

There were no signs of magical beasts, and no traps this time.

While I was worried about what might be lurking ahead, I kept looking back.

[There's nothing behind you. Why do you keep looking back?]

"I just feel like something's going to happen."

In a single path like this, it's common for ghosts, monsters, or killers to chase from behind.

But the unnaturally quiet atmosphere made me uneasy.

I couldn't help but be nervous when the inevitable future remained silent.

[There's a new door. Contrary to your expectations, nothing happened.]

"Hmm..."

A pitch-black door stood at the end of the path.

Its appearance, resembling deep darkness, seemed like it might be cursed.

I gently grabbed the doorknob to check for any reaction.

I sighed in relief when nothing happened.

Click! Rattle-! Rattle-!

But the door was firmly locked and showed no signs of opening.

Since I hadn't seen any other paths on my way here, my progress was blocked.

"I think I might be able to force it open with strength."

[Unfortunately, that's impossible.]

"Why?"

[The door you're looking at is made of dark obsidian. It has no magic resistance, but its hardness is comparable to orichalcum.]

*And since we can't use magic here...*

[We can't enter without using the proper method.]

The problem was that unlike other doors, this one had no keyhole.

It told us to follow the proper method, but there was no visible way to enter.

It was essentially a dead end with just a doorknob.

"Should we go back the way we came?"

Maybe I missed something or there's a hidden mechanism somewhere.

Since there's a doorknob, there must be a way to enter somewhere.

[I sense a presence at the entrance we came from. If we go back, we can't avoid a fight with the snow woman.]

"It's not like we don't have means to fight back. We can just beat her down again."

[Are you sure? The space is narrow, making conditions much worse than before.]

Though it was a magic-forbidden zone, Yukiko had the snow woman's innate abilities.

The power to lower the surrounding temperature and freely create ice.

Since it wasn't magic, it was quite tricky for someone who could only fight with a sword.

It wouldn't be as one-sided as when we fought on the hill.

"What else can we do? There's nothing we can do here right now."

[I have a good idea.]

"What is it?"

[Before I tell you, there's something I want to ask of you.]

"If it's about polymorph..."

[It's not about that.]

"Then?"

[Trust me completely. No matter what happens.]

Sensing Prah's serious tone, I nodded.

[Good. First, draw me out with the scabbard.]

I drew out the sword while keeping it in its scabbard.

[Next, use my tip to draw a pattern on the floor as I instruct. There must be no errors.]

I began drawing the image that was directly transmitted to my mind.

The result Prah showed was a magic circle.

I wanted to ask why we needed to draw a magic circle in a place where magic couldn't be used.

But because of my promise to trust Prah, I kept my lips sealed and silently drew the magic circle.

"That's strange?"

Tap, tap.

Footsteps could be heard from a distance.

Judging by the voice, it was undoubtedly Yukiko.

"Why does someone I've never met before smell like Papa?"

She was slowly approaching, shaking her head as if confused.

"Hey, won't you tell me why your body smells like Papa?"

"..."

I wanted to respond.

But the method Prah had shown required such concentration that I had no leisure to move my mouth, only my hands and eyes.

"...I see, you're ignoring Yukiko too."

When I didn't answer, Yukiko lowered her head.

After a moment, she raised her head again with a vicious smile.

It was the same madness I had seen on the first floor.

"If you won't tell me, then I don't need you."

Yukiko began creating a large icicle in front of her.

It was so large that it filled the entire path.

There was no space to dodge, and if she fired it, I would definitely be impaled.

I needed to take a stance to counter the icicle.

Yet Prah continued to instruct me to draw the magic circle.

[Now grip my blade with your hand. You have regenerative abilities that heal wounds quickly, so grip tightly.]

Drip... Drip...

Blood from my palm flowed down Prah and dripped onto the floor.

My blood filling the magic circle.

Meanwhile, Yukiko had completed her lethal icicle.

Without any hesitation, she fired it as soon as it was complete.

The tip of the icicle was impressively sharp.

As I thought about my body being completely skewered, my heart grew cold.

Then, the signal from Prah that I had been waiting for finally came.

[Now! Strike me into the ground!]

"Hup!"

Thud-!

I struck Prah into the ground as if planting it.

Then, my blood on the magic circle began to gather toward the center.

Soon, the entire magic circle began to flash red, and a crack appeared in the air.

"What did you just do...?"

[Hmm? Ah, it's nothing special...]

That's when it happened.

Bumpy, dark red tentacles shot out from the crack.

"Who dares to summon me? The great demon Leviathan... KYAAAAK!!"

I winced at the voice, which sounded like nails on a chalkboard.

The icicle that had been flying toward me entered the crack, and a death scream that was close to a howl was heard.

[It's demon summoning. We called out the owner of the house.]

"Aha!"
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We came to the depths of the dungeon to meet its master.

However, the dungeon master had firmly closed the door to prevent us from entering.

In the midst of this, the only dog that roamed and guarded the dungeon came to us and bared its teeth.

How should we resolve this situation?

The answer was simpler than expected. All we needed to do was summon the dungeon master here.

[Since the crisis was resolved by the owner, now we just need to enter the rift.]

'That was quite an ingenious idea. But how did you know about summoning demons?'

[Contractor, I am a Demonic Sword, am I not...?]

'I guess Demonic Swords can naturally summon demons.'

[Of course.]

Exchanging trivial conversation, we stepped into his private chamber without the owner's permission.

Yukiko, who had been watching us, tried to follow, but the distance between us and her was too great.

As Prah's rune lost its light, the rift slowly began to close.

Just before Yukiko's hand could reach it.

The gap closed completely, and she was left behind alone.

I felt relieved that I wouldn't have to see the snow woman's crazed expression for a while.

[You know it's too early to let your guard down, right?]

'Of course. This is just the beginning.'

Although Yukiko had hit the ancient demon with a large icicle, there was no way such a powerful being would die from that.

Even Asmodeus was strong enough to survive a high-level fire spell like "Meteor."

It would be laughable if Leviathan, who was of the same rank, died from a mere icicle.

Ancient demons might have twisted personalities, but they were not weak beings.

"It's been a while since I felt such pain..."

Crack-!

The icicle began to fracture and slowly break apart.

When it completely shattered, the being beneath it revealed itself.

"I foresaw that after the snow woman, no other visitors would come, yet to think my future sight would be wrong."

Unlike Asmodeus, the demon of envy did not have a human appearance.

It had multiple legs like octopus tentacles, a body that was thin and elongated like a sea serpent, and a head that was blunt and large like a sperm whale.

A chimera of marine creatures.

It would be fair to say it looked bizarrely deformed to that extent.

"Human, reveal your identity."

"Bern."

"...I'm not asking for your name. I'm asking about your fundamental identity. You who have twisted my foresight, which has never been wrong before."

To summarize, Leviathan has the ability to see the future, and the current situation was apparently not in the future he had seen.

Meaning I was an irregular.

Now I understood why he was watching me so cautiously.

"I don't think I have any obligation to reveal my information to you."

"...Indeed. But such a relaxed attitude is not good. Do you think you can defeat me in battle?"

"You don't think I can?"

I gripped Prah tightly as I glared at Leviathan.

I might be overwhelmingly outmatched in terms of physical size, but I was confident in my technique.

With proper use of Prah and Bern's physical abilities, I believed this was an opponent I could handle.

"You truly seem willing to face me."

"Of course. Would I recklessly joke with an ancient demon unless I was prepared to die?"

"Very well. You are one who deviates from reason, and accordingly, I shall consider you my equal at present."

"What does that mean?"

"Let's resolve this through conversation. I believe fighting isn't the only solution."

As I had glimpsed briefly in Yukiko's journal, Leviathan was quite different from other demons.

Unlike dungeon masters who believe intruders should be killed on sight, he was calm and collected.

Tongue rather than fist.
Compromise rather than conflict.

He seemed to be a being who resolved everything through dialogue.

[Just when I was getting fired up, this is a rather anticlimactic ending.]

'Isn't it better if we can resolve things through conversation?'

[When dealing with demons, it's better to resolve things through battle. Demons have always been beings that bewitch humans. I fear my contractor might fall for the demon's silver tongue.]

'Do you really think so?'

[Of course that's a lie. My contractor is worse than any demon, so there's nothing to worry about.]

Prah candidly revealed his true thoughts.

It was a painfully accurate fact, but I think it's better than flattery.

I put Prah back in his scabbard and sat down on a wooden chair in the corner of the room.

As for Leviathan, since he was so large, he placed only his whale-like head out while the rest of his body was inside an enormous jar.

"Then let's begin negotiations. What do you want? Wealth? Honor? Position? Or like the snow woman, power?"

"I don't need honor or position, and while wealth and power are tempting, that's fine. They're all things I can obtain through my own efforts."

"Then what do you want?"

"Let me ask you first. Can you provide whatever I want?"

"Of course. Even if it's a difficult item to obtain, with my foresight, it might take time, but I can definitely reach an outcome where I acquire it."

"You're quite confident."

None of his hundreds of eyes blinked, and his firm statement revealed his trust in his abilities.

Yet I was the existence that even this ability he so trusted couldn't detect.

It seemed Leviathan was determined to uncover the secret about me.

He was saying he would give anything in the world if he could just discover the secret.

And I'm just an ordinary person who happened to possess Bern.

"Then can you bring me the heart of the most beautiful woman in the world?"

"Hmm..."

I casually threw out a joke to test the limits of what he could grant.

Leviathan began to drool.

As expected, even with foresight, it's not easy to capture someone's heart.

"I've never transformed into a human female before, but if you wish..."

"Wait, you're female?"

"Biologically speaking, yes."

More importantly, despite looking so bizarre, did it think it was the most beautiful woman in the world?

Does it have no conscience?

Well, being an ancient demon, it probably never had a conscience to begin with.

"So if your wish is for a beautiful woman..."

"Stop right there! That wish was just a test, so please pretend you didn't hear it."

"Understood."

One glimpse into the abyss is enough.

That undead who shyly reveals her collarbone by lowering her collar in front of a crystal ball...

I didn't want to see any more.

Who's going to catch that skeleton?

It's a problem that this other world doesn't have regulations for broadcasts.

They might invite me to a broadcast later and try to do something crazy.

"Then what is your true desire?"

"Hmm..."

I rested my chin on the table and fell into thought.

What do I truly want?

My primal goal is to live happily in Bern's place.

A dream of building a harmonious family and living peacefully in a sunny place.

In that sense, I've achieved about half of my dream.

I've met charming and beautiful women like Rene and Rin, and I've been intimate with them.

The remaining task was to live happily in a quiet place, but I couldn't do that.

Because a threatening existence called Ignite had appeared.

Unless I defeat him, any peace I find by living in seclusion would eventually crumble.

'Right now, I need power because I'm weaker than Ignite, but...'

Even that I could resolve on my own.

If I complete Prah as the primordial Demonic Sword and steal a bit of the opportunity that Kang Jun-hyeok is supposed to get, I would be a worthy opponent.

In the original story, Kang Jun-hyeok defeated Breeze, who was even stronger than Ignite, so why couldn't Bern do the same?

All I needed was time, and right now, I had plenty of it.

Despite the many tumultuous events, in terms of timing, we were still in the early stages of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

"I don't particularly want anything."

"Are you saying you have no desires?"

"That's not it. It's just that, like you, with enough effort, I can achieve my dreams with my own hands."

"...If you don't have a wish, then I'll have to make you have one."

"What does that mean? Depending on how it's interpreted, that sounds very unpleasant."

It could mean he would take away something I cherish and then use it to bargain.

For instance, if Leviathan were to capture Rene or Rin as hostages and propose a deal, I would have no choice but to comply.

"You misunderstand. I was just thinking of revealing my personal treasure vault."

"Treasure vault?"

"A warehouse filled with numerous treasures I took from everything during my period of intense jealousy."

"Hearing that they're treasures stolen from others makes me hesitant to touch them."

"You don't need to worry about that. They're all items that have lost their owners over the course of thousands or hundreds of years."

"Really? What kind of items do you have?"

"For example, there's a Demonic Sword very similar to the one you possess..."

[Kyooooo!]

Before Leviathan could finish speaking.

Prah slipped out of the scabbard at my waist and floated in the air.

He was glowing with red runes more intensely than usual, giving the impression of blushing with excitement.

[Bring it here immediately!]

It seemed to be the sword Prah had been searching for.

[Now I'm a human rights sword...!]

Not a human rights character, but a human rights sword? What's that supposed to be?
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The tentacles undulated, tearing through space and retrieving a sword from within.

Setting aside how disgusting it was with all the slime covering it, the jet-black blade with runes engraved in the exact same positions made it a perfect copy of Prah.

It wouldn't be strange to call it Prah's replica.

Having a doppelganger would normally be deeply unsettling.

But Prah wasn't bothered at all—quite the opposite, he was shouting with joy.

[Huff...! Huff...! The moment has finally come!]

Prah was breathing heavily with excitement, like a middle-aged man whose ordered figurine had finally arrived.

In reality, he was just placing one Demonic Sword on top of another, but still.

I figured he'd absorb it on his own if I left him like that.

"I've given you what you wanted. Now in return, reveal the truth you've been hiding."

"I think it's a bit of a shame to settle for just one Demonic Sword."

"So you weren't without greed after all."

"This is a story I've never told anyone else. Not even to people I'm close with."

I hadn't even told Lewen that I was a possession-type transmigrator, only that I was a regressor.

To reveal such a secret to a demon who wasn't even a friend, but rather could be considered an enemy, for just one Demonic Sword?

It was madness beyond common sense.

"Fine. You can take up to two more items from my treasure vault..."

"I'm good on treasures now. Instead, I have a favor to ask of you."

"What is it?"

"It's still a long way off, but I plan to have a decisive battle with the Red Dragon within the next two years. I'd like your help when that time comes."

"This time, the deal doesn't seem favorable on my end. Dragons are beings that even ancient demons like myself are wary of. Asking me to fight a dragon is an unreasonable request."

"Don't worry. Fighting the dragon one-on-one will be entirely my responsibility. All you need to do is give me your insight on the strategy I've devised. If you promise just that much, I'll reveal my secret."

"Hmm..."

Leviathan's eyeballs began to spin frantically.

It was an incredibly bizarre sight, but I could tell she was calculating the costs and benefits.

Would she make an enemy of a clearly formidable opponent?

Or would she face off against someone who was like an unpredictable variable outside normal parameters?

At this crossroads, Leviathan was deliberating, and deliberating some more.

"...I find it difficult to readily accept your offer. Therefore, I'd like to make a proposal."

"What is it?"

"I want you to show me your potential."

"Simply put, you want to fight me, right?"

"Yes, but not to the death. We'll stop when either side acknowledges defeat. I don't expect you to have power equal to a dragon. But if you can prove that you'll become a being comparable to a dragon in the near future, I promise to provide assistance beyond just foresight."

"That's a clean and straightforward proposal."

I nodded and accepted Leviathan's offer.

All I needed to do was showcase "myself" as much as possible in the fight against her.

For someone like me who had been prepared for a life-or-death battle before coming here, a mock battle was more than welcome.

"Prah, did you hear that?"

[...]

"Prah?"

No matter how many times I called, there was no answer from Prah.

Previously, when he obtained the Blood Demonic Sword, he had gulped it down on the spot, but this time he wasn't even absorbing the sword.

Had some problem occurred?

I worried that the Demonic Sword Leviathan gave might have its own consciousness, and Prah might be fighting with this new entity.

But such concerns proved unfounded when Prah's scream echoed in my head.

[Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhh!!]

"What's wrong? Is this not the Demonic Sword you wanted either?"

[No, this time it's definitely a Demonic Sword with polymorphism! It's a Demonic Sword indeed...!]

Prah's sobbing came through with profound sorrow.

I couldn't understand why he was so sad despite getting the sword he had longed for.

[It's damaged! Damaged beyond what I can absorb!]

"Damaged? It looks perfectly fine to me."

[The exterior might look fine! But the crucial polymorphism function is broken!]

"So even if you absorb it..."

[I won't be able to use polymorphism...!]

Drip.

A drop of dew formed on Prah's hilt and trickled down the blade.

Given that he had previously gushed water while claiming to be wet, this wasn't particularly strange.

But I started to feel complicated as I questioned what exactly a sword was supposed to be.

"So your dream of polymorphism is gone?"

[No, there's exactly one way left to save this Demonic Sword.]

"What is it?"

[Let's go meet my creator, the King of Dwarves!]

"That's for later."

I'd heard there was an underground dwarf settlement not far from the Snow Woman's village.

I had planned to visit the dwarf community after successfully concluding this matter.

Suddenly, I remembered something I needed to resolve.

"Leviathan, there's something I'd like to ask."

"What is it?"

"It's about Yukiko. You can't tell me what kind of contract you made with her, right?"

"Contracts can never be revealed to anyone except the parties involved and witnesses. Even if it were your wish, I couldn't tell you."

"That's fine. I'm not particularly interested in the contract details. I just want to know if Yukiko's fanatical behavior is due to the price of the contract?"

Leviathan quietly nodded.

This meant she could reveal this much information.

"Can the target of that price be changed to someone else?"

"...It's not impossible, but it would require the Snow Woman's consent. Only then could part of the contract be modified. However, if she refuses, there's nothing that can be done."

"That's troublesome..."

I wanted to do something about Yukiko's madness for the sake of smooth communication.

But it was uncertain whether she would agree to modify the contract.

She might want to live with her mind unhinged.

"Is your wish perhaps to nullify the contract with the Snow Woman?"

"Not particularly. So don't voice such vague suggestions."

"I see."

Leviathan clicked her tongue as if disappointed.

I couldn't know what price would follow if a third party wished for a contract to be nullified.

That price would likely fall on Sherin again, but this time the scale would be different.

There was a possibility that multiple people would bear the burden, so I firmly refused.

"Let's wrap up this conversation then, and shall we start checking your abilities?"

"Sure."

I bent down to pick up Prah from the floor.

Although Leviathan's sanctuary had mana circulating that allowed magic use, if I wanted to show my full potential, the Demonic Sword was essential.

"Are you ready?"

"I am."

"Then let's begin promptly."

Leviathan emerged from her jar, stretching her entire body.

Despite her bizarre appearance, when she properly positioned herself, there was an inexplicable grandeur about her.

She was like the final boss of some fantasy world.

"Haha..."

"Why are you suddenly laughing? Is my appearance that amusing?"

"That's not why I'm laughing. I just find the current situation absurd."

It started with horror, became an adventure when I realized I was invincible, and now it had turned into an action game.

Even knowing reality wasn't a game, I couldn't help but smile at the rapidly changing genres.

"You're an incomprehensible human."

"Sorry for ruining the mood. Let's have a proper fight."

Prah's runes flashed red.

Simultaneously, I opened the Dragon Heart inside me to amplify my mana.

My mind became refreshed and clear. Despite implementing countless magic circles I had conceptualized in my imagination, there was no dizziness.

"This transcendent quality and density of mana... I see, the reason you were confident facing me was because of the Dragon Heart!"

"That's right. But this isn't the only weapon I possess."

"So you're saying you have even greater abilities hidden. Very well, I won't hold back. I too will face you with all my strength."

Leviathan didn't hide her surprise as her eyes widened.

Although she had said she would accept me as an equal, she had been subtly underestimating me.

But in response to my determination to give it my all, Leviathan also began to draw up her power.

Her tentacles, which had been moving delicately, now tore through the air.

Beyond the split space, a pitch-black void undulated in a deeply unsettling way.

It was the very embodiment of nothingness.

"W-what? What is that ability?"

"This is power bestowed by a great being that mortals can neither oppose nor comprehend. All I can tell you is this advice: do not fight against unknown powers."

Leviathan kept uttering incomprehensible words.

After a moment, a flash of light appeared from within the void, spewing forth a meteor containing various elements.

"All things shall be created from nothingness into existence; worship and acclaim the void."

"...This is insane."

It was a sight that made me wonder if she might be stronger than a dragon.
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Let me think about how to translate this meteor battle scene with Leviathan...

Imagine a meteor impact.

An asteroid drifting through space collides with Earth.

As it falls through the atmosphere, the meteor burns bright red.

In this other world, a similar phenomenon, albeit on a smaller scale, could be created through magic called "Meteor."

But the meteors Leviathan created were different.

Meteors that should have been wrapped in flames as they descended were instead enveloped in lightning, ice, water, wind, grass, and various other elements.

A bizarre and incomprehensible sight.

Leviathan's words not to try understanding it really hit home.

*This power is definitely beyond common sense.*

Could I cut through it with Prah?

I considered the possibility, but given the size of the meteors, unless I could reduce them to dust, I wouldn't be able to handle the aftermath.

In the end, I had no choice but to choose the option to "dodge."

[I've visualized the landing points and sequence of each meteor to make it easier for you to avoid them.]

*Oh! Thanks.*

An electric current flowed from my arm holding Prah into my eyes.

Suddenly, my vision revealed the impact ranges of the meteors, color-coded according to their elemental attributes.

To dodge them all, I'd need to move quickly from now on.

*There's no space where I can avoid all the meteors.*

[The opponent calculated the landing points meticulously. Not someone to be taken lightly.]

*Ugh, I wonder what attack will come after the meteors...*

[There probably won't be anything worse than this.]

I clicked my tongue at the extraordinary scale of the attack right from the start.

How many more absurd things would happen after this?

I couldn't predict at all, which made me laugh hollowly.

Crackle-! Crunch-! Splash-!

Sounds that shouldn't exist in meteor impacts came one after another.

It felt strange, but the shockwaves generated upon impact with the ground were identical to those of Meteor.

My legs trembled as I struggled to maintain my center of gravity while being pushed back by the shockwaves.

"Oh? You managed to dodge all those meteors?"

"Yeah, barely...!"

"Then how about '5 times' the current amount?"

"Oh, give me a break."

But sadly, Leviathan's tentacles tore open even more of space.

Countless lights burst forth from what looked like over twenty voids.

It wasn't a bluff. It was real.

*I thought you said there wouldn't be anything worse than this.*

[...I apologize. This one was foolish.]

A barrage of meteors in a situation where even dodging one would be difficult for a human body.

I couldn't get caught up in Leviathan's pace in a situation where dodging was already challenging.

It seemed like the time to use my trump card.

"...World of Momentary Stillness."

For one second, time stopped in all domains.

Even Leviathan's unknown power was affected by Bern's unique ability.

"I'll charge in at once...!"

With electricity wrapped around my feet, I kicked off the ground and rushed toward Leviathan.

My legs felt like they were burning, but I endured by clenching my teeth.

I just needed to endure the pain.

I had regenerative abilities rivaling a troll's.

I was confident that even if my entire legs turned to ash and scattered, they would grow back.

"When did you...?!"

"It's my turn now."

Naturally, there wasn't a single meteor heading toward Leviathan's position.

Previously, the meteor trajectories were so intricate that approach was impossible.

But thanks to creating one second of absolute time for myself, I was able to dive into Leviathan's embrace.

"Hup...!"

I swung the arm holding Prah widely. The blade dug into the flesh of the tentacle, slowly and surely drawing a line.

Splash-!

The severed surface sprayed an unknown bodily fluid like a fountain.

Leviathan's sticky fluid clung to the entire sword and began pushing back against the force being applied.

[Eeeeek! Disgusting, so disgusting...!]

"It's splashing on my face too, you know? Just bear with it for now!"

Both Prah and I screamed in horror as if fighting an alien life form.

Despite being terrified at the biologically unacceptable sight, I cleanly cut off one of Leviathan's legs.

The sight of the severed part still twitching vigorously even after being completely cut off triggered a second scream.

It was fine from a distance, but up close, it was creepy in many ways.

"Mmm...! Your sword is quite fierce. I didn't expect you to cut off one of my legs in a single stroke."

"T-then, shall we end the test here?"

"Hahaha! Not a chance...!!"

As if it would be a waste to end it here, Leviathan laughed grandly before widening her eyes.

Madness began to frost over in her eyes that had been capturing my image.

"I can't end this after just taking hits!"

Leviathan stretched her tentacles into the void that had been spitting out meteors.

I felt uneasy. I jumped up using Leviathan's thick body as a foothold.

I released all the sword energy I had gathered in Prah and the magic I had prepared in advance.

I cut, burned, crushed, froze, and smashed the tentacles.

However, I couldn't process all of the countless tentacles.

"Good attempt, but somewhat insufficient."

The tentacles I hadn't managed to clear pulled out their respective weapons from the void.

Spears, axes, swords, hammers, scythes, shields.

They were weapons containing the power of various elements, just like the meteors.

"Let the banquet begin."

"This is bad..."

Leviathan's tentacles began to move in unison.

The weapons held by the tentacles approached me one by one.

First, an axe charged with electricity. Just as I stepped back to avoid the axe blade that was about to strike straight down.

"Ugh...!"

Crackle-!

The current spreading widely from the ground made my legs tingle.

In a situation where my legs were temporarily paralyzed.

Taking advantage of that gap, Leviathan swung a warhammer made of massive stone.

I swung my sword widely toward the sky, shooting out a jet-black sword energy to cut it.

Before I could catch my breath, this time a scythe and a longsword pressed in simultaneously from both sides.

I blocked them by creating magic circles on both sides to form walls of steel, but...

"You're perfectly in a straight line."

A spear wrapped in flames was shot.

I couldn't dodge to either side due to the walls I had created.

Drawing mana stored in my Dragon Heart, I created a massive iceberg in the air.

My intention was to crush both the spear and Leviathan.

But Leviathan protected herself with a shield wrapped in light.

"How remarkable. To think there would be another human who could fight me as an equal. It feels like seeing the reincarnation of the first hero."

"Really? Am I that good?"

"I jest. The first hero was a madman who fought all of us demons of the deadly sins, so you still have a long way to go."

"That doesn't seem like a level I can reach."

The first hero who supposedly faced all seven deadly sin demons at once.

A strength that made me doubt if he was even human.

Even Kang Jun-hyeok in the final chapter couldn't do that.

"Is that so? I've become much stronger than when I fought the first hero. Yet you're fighting the current me as an equal. Therefore, your potential is limitless, and you may as well be proud of it."

"Then can we end the fight here?"

"That won't do."

"But you said you saw my potential?"

"Regardless of that, personally, I don't want to end this fight yet. Isn't a bloodier battle more enjoyable!"

Leviathan, who had prioritized conversation over fighting, ironically had a hidden aggressive personality.

Does some switch turn on when combat begins?

I should have been less greedy and ended it with dialogue.

A train that has already left doesn't come back.

I gripped Prah's blade tightly. I stained Prah with blood flowing from my palm.

Originally, I should use the opponent's blood, but since my opponent wasn't human, I had no choice but to substitute with my own.

[I know your regenerative abilities are exceptional, but don't shed excessive blood. This one would prefer not to use your blood if possible.]

"Yes, I understand."

Blood magic, which uses red blood as a medium instead of mana.

Prah's red runes turned dark red and began to emit a blood-colored aura.

At the same time, my vision turned red and my entire body heated up.

"You've even mastered blood magic? Interesting. The fact that you've pulled out that magic in this situation means you want to end this quickly, right?"

"That's right."

"Good. Then I should reveal my trump card as well."

Leviathan dropped all the weapons she was holding and gathered her tentacles together.

She inserted the gathered tentacles into the void hole that reached the ceiling.

Then she spread her tentacles and began to widen the space of the void.

"If you block or avoid even this, I'll acknowledge my defeat and follow you."

High-temperature energy could be felt from inside the widely opened hole.

In terms of scale, it was a large-scale magic encompassing the entire space.

Since Leviathan had darkness wrapped around her body, she probably intended to completely eliminate the option of dodging.

Light and darkness are opposing elements.

It seemed she planned to pour out energy made of light from the void and burn everything with extreme heat.

*Prah, can we do it?*

[No problem. Your body has temporarily transcended its limits due to blood magic.]

*That's a relief.*

I gripped the sword tightly.

My target is neither the high-heat beam nor Leviathan.

I will completely cut through the space itself that enters my vision.

The blood-red energy surrounding Prah swirled.

I compressed the sharply honed sword energy to create high density.

In the process, the blood vessels in my arm holding the sword became prominently visible and began to spill blood.

"Since we both seem to have finished our preparations, let's see who prevails...!"

"..."

Leviathan remained silent without any response.

Perhaps she too was focusing all her attention on her final attack.

"Huh?"

But contrary to my expectations, the hole that had been widely expanded above my head was suddenly shrinking.

Along with it, the high-heat energy I had felt until just now also disappeared.

What on earth was happening?

Looking at Leviathan, the focus in all her eyes was lost.

A strange sight of a great demon possessed by fear, staring blankly into space and trembling in anticipation.

"What's going on? Why are you suddenly like this?"

"T-the oracle has been delivered by That Person...!"

"That Person?"

"That Person has s-spoken to you!"

Leviathan didn't say anything for a while and instead began showing abnormal symptoms.

She would grind her teeth, then foam at the mouth, or breathe irregularly.

She looked like someone having a seizure, suffering while barely holding onto the thread of sanity.

"Who is That Person, and what oracle are you talking about?"

"G-g-g-g...!"

"G?"

"Gas station..."

Finally, Leviathan lost consciousness with a gurgling sound.

However, there was something I realized from the single word she squeezed out at the end.

Gas station.

The cause of Kang Jun-hyeok's death on Earth and a word that shouldn't exist in this other world.

The fact that it was mentioned through Leviathan's mouth means only one thing.

"That Person" she mentioned must be the deity who summoned Kang Jun-hyeok to this other world.

And perhaps the one who caused me to possess Bern as well.

I don't yet clearly know the identity of That Person, but I decided to temporarily call them "Master of the Void."
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"Nnngh...! My head hurts."

Leviathan, who had lost consciousness due to extreme fear, regained awareness in less than three minutes.

Though she was still suffering from lingering aftereffects, she recovered in a bizarre manner.

She inserted a tentacle into her ear and wiggled it around dozens of times.

It almost looked like she was directly massaging her brain to eliminate the headache.

This was truly something no human could possibly do.

"Now I feel much better."

"Since you're feeling better, could you explain what you were trying to tell me earlier?"

"...Unfortunately, I just forgot. If I were to keep all of His words in my head continuously, it would not withstand the pressure and would burst, so I must erase them."

"Who exactly is this 'Him' you're referring to?"

"Haven't I told you repeatedly? He is a magnificent being. One whom mortals like us should not attempt to understand."

This was the most frustrating situation.

When someone cuts off mid-conversation and leaves you with nothing but curiosity.

Though there were unavoidable circumstances, I was dying of curiosity.

Who exactly was 'Him,' and what was he trying to convey to me?

The only clue I had was the word "gas pump"...

It couldn't possibly be telling me to stick it in a gas pump like Kang Jun-hyeok did.

[Hmm? Why are you glaring at me like that?]

I recalled Prah's image, recommending I use his scabbard to satisfy my sexual desires.

If "Him" was suggesting I stick it in a gas pump, then the master of the void must be on the same level as Prah.

[Contractor, are you perhaps thinking something disrespectful about me?]

'Not particularly.'

I sincerely hope my thoughts are wrong.

"All I can tell you is one fact. He seems to be watching you and appears to favor you. Perhaps you are someone who can get closer to Him than I can. I feel jealousy welling up inside me—jealousy that should have disappeared by now."

"Even if you say that, it doesn't make me feel particularly good."

"You say that because you don't know His greatness. But soon you'll understand too. How ecstatic and beautiful it is to receive power from Him...!"

I scratched my cheek at her fanatical demeanor.

It was difficult to accept that an archdemon would worship and revere someone.

However, recalling the abilities Leviathan had briefly displayed, it made sense.

A power close to creation, bringing something from nothing. I thought it was an extremely attractive power.

I suppose it's similar to the joy I felt when I became a believer of Prihart and gained the power of cold.

"Anyway, now that your mind has properly returned, shall we continue?"

"Let's stop here. I've already sufficiently confirmed your skills. Moreover, at the point where He intervened, I can no longer harm you."

"What about the Red Dragon matter?"

"I'll help you. I promise to lend my strength if you summon me on the day of the final battle."

I came seeking the Snow Woman's assistance and ended up gaining an archdemon's help as well.

Having gained an ally I never expected made me feel much more confident.

Though I had mixed feelings about welcoming an archdemon as a comrade.

"Now then, according to our negotiation terms, it's time for you to reveal your identity."

"Right, we did agree to that, didn't we?"

"If you try to gloss over it, I won't forgive you even if you have His favor."

"Alright. I'll tell you the truth. But don't tell anyone else about me. That's my final condition."

"I swear on my name that I will absolutely keep it confidential."

I confessed everything—that I came from another world and was possessing a person named Bern.

I thought she would be surprised, but contrary to my expectations, Leviathan remained indifferent.

Rather, Prah, who was listening alongside us, showed a more surprised reaction.

"So that's why you were beyond the scope of foresight, being someone who shouldn't exist in this world. I understand why He has His eye on you."

"Have you seen someone similar to me before?"

"No. At least I have never encountered someone from another world. I don't know about other demons, though."

It seems even the mighty first hero wasn't a person from another world.

I had hoped she might know a way for me to return to my original world, but that was clearly wishful thinking.

"I guess there's no way to return to my original world right now..."

[Do you wish to return to your world?]

'I have no intention of going back. But if there's a way to travel between worlds, I'd like to know. I might disappear overnight, you know?'

[Indeed, that makes sense...]

I sensed a loneliness in Prah's words.

My heart felt bitter too, but there was nothing I could do. I had no idea why I was possessing this body.

It seemed to be because of the complaint post I wrote on the community, but even that wasn't certain.

If only the author Adokchoi had possessed me just to mess with me, I wouldn't be racking my brain like this.

Anyway, since I could return to my original world at any moment, I wanted to prepare some insurance.

If I couldn't prepare, I would at least try my best so I wouldn't have any regrets.

'You don't need to worry too much. I won't go back by my own will, and despite all the trouble I've caused so far, there haven't been any problems, right?'

[Hehe, now that you mention it, that's true.]

If this world had judged me as a dangerous element, it would have eliminated me long ago.

I had twisted the fates of people around me and either caused or prevented events that wouldn't have happened in the original story.

'Unless I mess with a god, they'll probably let most things slide!'

[...]

'Why aren't you answering?'

[If the contractor... No, it's nothing.]

After leaving those meaningful words, Prah fell silent.

I had meant it as a joke, but was it too much?

Reflecting that I should be more careful, I turned my attention back to Leviathan.

I needed to quickly resolve the remaining issues so we could leave this village.

"About that Yukiko..."

"Speaking of the Snow Woman, He bestowed upon me marvelous teachings about her."

"Didn't you say you forgot everything?"

"I store separately the words that don't burden my mind. I have more than ten brains in my head, allowing me to think, remember, and learn differently."

"Ten brains...?"

Shouldn't she have multiple personalities then?

However, Leviathan had consistently shown the same demeanor throughout.

It was hard to believe she had multiple personalities.

"You won't believe it. You can't even imagine it, but it's true."

"Well, as an ancient demon, I suppose that's possible. So what's the solution He suggested?"

"Before I tell you, there's one thing we need to clarify."

"What is it?"

"Why are you trying to help the Snow Woman? She has nothing to do with you, yet you're trying to help her. I can't understand why. That's why it looks like meddling to me."

Initially, I tried to befriend Yukiko to secure her assistance.

But while wandering around her house, I realized how broken she was.

A Snow Woman who lost her parents at an age when she should have been raised with love, left all alone.

Thinking that the Red Dragon had ruined a young girl's life somehow made me want to help her.

An ordinary person might give such a reason, but I'm different.

"I admit it might look like meddling. But it's not."

"Then what is it?"

"The Snow Woman, broken because of the Red Dragon, has sworn revenge. How do you think the dragon will take it?"

"It probably won't care much. The Snow Woman can never defeat the dragon, even if she were resurrected."

"Right. But what if I create a situation where she can stab the dragon's belly to her heart's content?"

"..."

"The proud Red Dragon would feel humiliated, wouldn't it? A being that originally couldn't even touch one of its scales is now stabbing it freely!"

"Indeed, that would be the case."

"While Yukiko and I share the same target for revenge, the Red Dragon looks down on us. So to double the humiliation for that lizard bastard, I'm trying to persuade the Snow Woman to help."

But Yukiko was consumed by madness, making it impossible to seek her cooperation.

Even with power, it's meaningless without the rational judgment to use it properly.

That's why I'm trying to somehow fix her deficiencies.

"I understand why you want to help the Snow Woman. Now I'll tell you how to restore her sanity."

"Great. If the method is complicated, just give me the key points."

"It's not that difficult. First, I'll summon the Snow Woman here."

Is it about rewriting the contract?

If so, I should carefully consider what to say to persuade Yukiko.

"When she arrives, I'll hold her down."

"Uh...?"

"While I'm doing that, you need to stick the fire needle into her."

"...Fire needle?"

"Yes. The Snow Woman's mind and heart occasionally freeze due to the contract. So according to Him, you need to melt her with a fire needle containing the warm energy of yang."

The theory sounds plausible, but where in this fantasy world would one find a BCG vaccine for such an absurd method?

When I questioned this, Leviathan frowned.

"I don't know what a vaccine is, but the fire needle is attached to your body."

"Attached to my body?"

"Yes. It's right here, plain to see."

Leviathan pointed her tentacle between my legs.

Only then did I understand what "fire needle" meant.

Are you kidding me?

"He bestowed this noble strategy upon us and even named it! The name is...!"

"Stick it in?"

"How did you know His thoughts?! Indeed, you are worthy of His blessing!"

"Fuck."

I didn't want to be acknowledged for something like this...

Ch.77 - 074. Interlude-2
"I'm sorry, but I won't be using that strategy."

"Why not?"

I'm willing to dive in if there's an opportunity to get with a beautiful woman.

But in this case, I firmly refused.

There were two immediate problems.

The first problem was age.

I didn't know Yukiko's exact age, but based on the circumstances, I estimated she was around 10 years old.

From her immature skills to her low mental age and youthful appearance, even the Snow Woman's diary—all these things suggested she was young.

Normally, injections are given during infancy, but mine is for adults.

Yukiko is still too young to know the taste of an adult injection.

"My preference is for larger, more mature women. In that sense, Yukiko falls outside my acceptable range of taste. She probably needs at least five more years to ripen."

"...You speak nonsense. She is 126 years old this year."

"Huh? 126?"

"You seem to have judged by appearance. Snow women complete their growth once they pass 15 and can freely change their bodies at will. That's because they're made of ice."

"So Yukiko can also take on an adult form?"

"Of course."

I had considered the possibility that her age might be in the triple digits, but learning the truth felt like being hit on the back of the head.

So everything she'd shown me until now was just an act?

As I twisted my lips at the realization I'd been deceived, Leviathan continued with a smirk.

"No need to be so disappointed. Due to the price of the contract, her mind and memories have been corrupted to remain perpetually in the past. Even the Snow Woman herself thinks she's a young girl, so it's quite understandable that a third party would misunderstand."

"No. You're saying her mental state is still that of a child, right?"

"Her body is fully mature. Moreover, after receiving the injection, her mind will return to match her actual age after a short while."

"The problem is before putting it in!"

I ended up in a lengthy argument with Leviathan.

However, unable to find a compromise, I brought up the second issue.

"Fine. Let's move past the age issue. Next, you said a Snow Woman's body is made of ice, right? What's their average body temperature?"

"As far as I know, it's around negative 200 degrees..."

"At that temperature, the injection would freeze solid!"

No matter how much positive energy I possessed, as a human, there were limits to my warmth.

From my experience supporting the elderly Snow Woman before, their bodies were extremely cold.

Even though it was said that their coldness weakened with age, my clothes had still stuck to the Snow Woman's skin.

So putting it inside a Snow Woman's body that's full of cold energy at her prime?

I'm certain my holy sword would freeze even with the blessing of cold resistance I have.

"Don't worry. Snow women can control their body temperature as well. If that weren't the case, they wouldn't be able to receive seeds from any race."

"In other words, if I forced it without the Snow Woman's permission, I'd simply freeze and die, right?"

Snow women don't mix bodies with anyone unless they truly accept them in their hearts.

Since there was no chance Yukiko would accept me, I needed to give up early.

A method with too many problems, both mentally and physically.

When I pointed this out, even Leviathan couldn't readily counter.

There were inherent limitations between ancient demons and humans that couldn't be helped.

"There seems to be no suitable method left."

"Breaking the contract isn't possible, right?"

"As I said before, changing or breaking the terms of a contract requires mutual consent from all parties. The Snow Woman craves power, so it won't be easy."

The orthodox methods were useless, and the alternative approaches had too many restrictions.

While I was stuck, unable to move forward or backward...

Knock knock-!

From beyond the door made of dark obsidian, the sound of someone knocking could be heard.

I thought it might be Yukiko, but Leviathan shook her head to indicate otherwise.

"It's my guest."

"A guest?"

Can there be someone an ancient demon would call a guest?

My curiosity was short-lived. Leviathan placed her tentacle on a magic circle engraved next to the door.

The magic circle emitted light, and the tightly closed door began to open.

"It's been a while, Lady Leviathan. Have you been well?"

"Welcome."

"Huh...?"

The one who stepped into our space was, surprisingly, someone I was acquainted with.

An orc with green skin and a large body, wearing a monocle and tuxedo.

It was Orc, the perverted gentleman I had met in the Dungeon of Lust.

"Buhit? There's an unexpected guest here today."

"Why are you here...?"

"Judging by your surprised looks, you two seem to know each other."

"Yes. This person visited our dungeon previously."

"So you met Asmodeus too?"

"Indeed. This is the one who insulted the Queen to her face, saying she smelled like a chicken coop."

"Asmodeus can be quite frightening when angered, yet you managed to say such things and survive."

"That's because he possesses rare skills among humans."

Leviathan nodded in agreement with Orc's words.

While I was pleased to be acknowledged by these two whose depths of strength were unfathomable, I was more perplexed at the moment.

I couldn't understand why he was here.

"Before that, shouldn't you stop the bleeding first?"

"Buhihit! Every time I come here, I notice Yukiko's knife-stabbing technique gets sharper by the day. It was quite painful today."

"A man of your caliber could have easily dodged or blocked such an attack, couldn't you?"

"There's no moment when Yukiko is more defenseless than then. Even while being stabbed by her knife, I was able to lift her kimono and fully appreciate her panties. Today they were a special sky blue!"

Despite blood gushing from his entire body, he looked satisfied.

His unwavering love for panties confirmed he was indeed the Orc I knew.

His steadfast nature was admirable to the point of amazement.

Not that I had any desire to emulate him, though.

"By the way, what were you two discussing?"

"First, explain why you came here."

"I have no elaborate purpose. I simply came to pay my respects to Lady Leviathan after a long time."

"Is that really all?"

As I continued to eye Georg suspiciously, he scratched his cheek.

"To explain in more detail, the Queen has been quite upset with me since the recent incident. So I took a voluntary vacation from the dungeon to give Her Majesty time to calm down."

"This fellow used to visit my dungeon frequently because it's geographically close to the Dungeon of Lust. So you needn't suspect him of ulterior motives. He really just came to see me."

With even Leviathan stepping in to defend him, I withdrew my suspicious gaze.

Come to think of it, after leaving the Dungeon of Lust, I had been flying around on Rene the whole time, so there was no way for him to know my movements.

Trusting Orc, I spilled all the details of the conversation and concerns I had just shared with Leviathan.

There was no particular need to hide it, and it wasn't a concern that would cause major problems if revealed.

Of course, I omitted the fact that I was a possessor and anything about "that person."

"So we were in the middle of discussing what to do."

"I judged the first option to be the most realistic and best approach, but he deemed it impossible due to his preferences and human limitations."

"Her mental age is too low. No matter how much of a man I am who accepts whatever is given to me, a child is problematic!"

"If you just think of it as a means to fix a broken Snow Woman..."

"Even if I viewed it that way, it would still be no different from violating a minor."

The argument with Leviathan started again.

As we fought for quite some time over which approach was right, Orc intervened.

He was making a meaningful laugh.

"So you want to cure the mental regression caused by the price of a contract, is that right?"

"That's right. She needs to have proper rationality for dialogue or persuasion to begin smoothly."

"Then let me ask one more thing. When you made a contract with the Queen the other day, you showed that you didn't mind paying a price. Is that still the case?"

"Well..."

As long as the price I have to pay isn't too great, it's certain I'll end up with the Pink-Haired Slut, so I suppose it hasn't changed?

I answered Orc that it was indeed the case.

"Good. Then, Lady Leviathan, let's transfer that ability in exchange for a price."

"That ability?"

"Isn't there an ability that Lady Leviathan sighed deeply about the other day, saying it was troublesome to handle?"

"Ah, that one? Indeed, that ability would be quite useful in the current situation."

"What ability are you two talking about?"

As I asked about the conversation only I didn't know about, Orc and Leviathan both looked at me.

They grinned and answered in unison.

"Hypnosis."

"Give me the contract."

The price would be paid to the Pink-Haired Slut in one lump sum.

Ch.78 - 075. Interlude-3
Surprisingly, things progressed smoothly after I learned hypnosis.

While Leviathan was summoning Yukiko, Orc and I had an in-depth conversation about hypnosis.

Just as we settled on a general approach, the protagonist made a timely appearance.

After noticing Orc and me, Yukiko deployed a magic circle, but tentacles that had been slithering around suddenly seized her body tightly.

Betrayed by someone she trusted, Yukiko stared at Leviathan, unable to hide her bewilderment.

Unfortunately for her, the Demon of Jealousy had been on our side from the beginning.

"Puheehee! Shall we begin?"

"Let's do it."

I had already decided on the content of the hypnosis to use on Yukiko.

Since all that remained was execution, Orc and I slowly approached the snow woman.

"Ugh! Let me go...!"

Sensing danger, Yukiko began to resist violently.

But it was futile as long as she was caught in Leviathan's tentacles.

I made eye contact with Yukiko and manifested the power transferred to me by Leviathan.

Hypnosis is the ability to insert my thoughts into someone else's mind and make them internalize them.

That's why it doesn't work well on those with strong egos.

"Look straight into my eyes."

"Ngh...!"

However, Yukiko's ego was in a severely distorted state.

A curse of being unable to accept the future and remaining stuck in the past.

Since it was a fair price paid through a contract, I couldn't just remove it as I pleased.

But with hypnosis, modification became possible.

In other words, I could change Yukiko according to my preferences.

"Listen carefully to what I'm about to say."

"...Yes."

The light in Yukiko's eyes gradually faded.

Her defiant voice had also become gentle, confirming that the hypnosis was working.

"First of all, I'm not your enemy."

"Papa?"

"No, I'm not your papa either."

"...Then who are you?"

"If I had to say, I could be called your only comrade."

"Comrade? What's that?"

Yukiko tilted her head, not understanding my words.

She had been alone ever since losing her parents in childhood.

It's natural that the word "comrade" would feel unfamiliar to her.

"Think of me as someone who stands with you against the wicked Red Dragon."

"That's a comrade...?"

"Yes. Your goal is to get revenge on the Red Dragon, right?"

Yukiko nodded quietly.

After the hypnosis, a faint glimmer of life returned to her previously lifeless pupils.

It seems her anger toward Ignite had stimulated her ego.

Perhaps if I had mentioned the dragon from the beginning, she might have been persuaded somehow.

"Then it's time to face reality. How long will you remain trapped in this fantasy of family? Do you think your revenge will succeed that way?"

"B-but Papa is still alive...!"

"That's impossible. Your father passed away long ago and will never return."

"Ah...."

Teardrops began to form in Yukiko's eyes.

I had only spoken the truth, but it felt uncomfortable, as if I'd delivered a harsh insult.

Still, shock therapy was essential to bring her back to her senses.

"Still merciless to women. You're truly impressive!"

"Even we demons don't go that far with insults...."

[Contractor, this is entirely your fault.]

While the conversation was between Yukiko and me, everyone else was making a fuss.

I'm aware I said something harsh, but if I'm going to be criticized, I'd prefer it came only from the person directly involved.

"Anyway, you need to decide clearly. Is what you want revenge? Or do you want to live happily with an imaginary family in a fantasy?"

"I, I...!"

"It must be hard to decide."

From Yukiko's perspective, she wouldn't want to give up either option.

"But you need to remember. Why you made a contract with Leviathan in the first place, and what goal you resolved to achieve in order to survive."

"Goal?"

From that point on, I kept quiet so she could realize it herself.

I'd given enough hints.

If she still didn't understand, she'd be a hopeless idiot.

If Yukiko turned out to be such a person, I was prepared to give up on her entirely.

No matter how powerful an 8th-class magician she might be, recruiting someone who couldn't exercise basic judgment would be utterly useless.

"That's right, it was such a simple matter...."

Yukiko began to mutter with her head bowed.

Judging by her tone, which suggested she had gained some insight, she wasn't completely hopeless after all.

I'd acquired a useful piece.

Just as I was about to smile with satisfaction, Yukiko suddenly slapped her forehead and burst into laughter.

"Kyahahahaha! I've been such a fool. The root cause of my misery is alive and well, yet I've been idly wasting time? How stupid of me!"

Yukiko's original goal was to annihilate the Red Dragon.

If she hadn't harbored a desire for revenge, she wouldn't have made a contract with Leviathan in the first place, nor would she have accepted the price of mental regression.

But she chose to take on all the risks, which meant her hatred ran deep.

"I need to pluck out all the dragon's teeth and claws...! Stab icicles into its eyes and carve off its scales one by one! Tear its wings to shreds and grind its horns into powder!"

"Wow."

"I'll mince its tail to make broth and burst its heart! It would be fun to tear off its limbs and make it crawl on its belly! And since its testicles and genitals are unnecessary, I'll just crush them completely. Kyahahahaha!"

So her deranged personality was a default passive trait.

The object of her madness had simply shifted from Papa to the dragon.

If we ever need to torture Ignite, I could just hand him over to Yukiko.

"How about it? Isn't it exciting just to imagine?"

"...Y-yes, exciting."

"Then let's do it together!"

"Me too?"

"Yes, we're comrades, aren't we?"

Yukiko draped her arm over my shoulder and pulled me closer.

The hypnosis was successful. Yukiko no longer saw me as an enemy or as her father.

She was treating me as a comrade, just as I had implanted in her mind, viewing me as a fellow avenger.

I had thought I might need to raise her body temperature with hypnosis before administering the injection...

But I breathed a sigh of relief that it wouldn't be necessary.

"This is no time to waste! We must quickly make the villagers our comrades too!"

"Huh?"

"We need to make them desperately want to chew on dragon flesh just like us! If we unite with one heart and mind, we can achieve our revenge, and no one will be alone anymore!"

"...You mean you want to persuade the villagers?"

"Yes!"

"What if the villagers refuse to join your cause?"

"Well?"

Yukiko kept smiling brightly without giving any definite answer.

I became afraid of what she might do if people didn't follow her words.

Should I hypnotize her to ensure she doesn't harm anyone except dragons?

"Hmm...."

After careful consideration, I decided to leave it be.

I feel sorry for the villagers, but what I need are fighters, not people who desire peace.

I chose to believe that Yukiko would select snow women who were willing to fight.

*It seems the snow woman issue has been more or less resolved.*

[Finally, I can escape from this wretched place.]

*But I feel like I've forgotten something very important.*

[I think I know what it is.]

*What is it?*

[You'll find out soon enough.]

*Just tell me already!*

As I was expressing my frustration to Prah...

Slash-!

The sound of something being cut echoed in my ears, followed by a crumbling noise.

When I turned my head, Rin was standing there with her hand on her sword hilt.

From the circumstances, it seemed she had cut through the door to enter.

I couldn't believe she had sliced through a door made of Dark Obsidian, albeit somewhat corroded, as if it were tofu.

But what truly shocked everyone present was something else entirely.

"Master!"

Rin had my underwear in her mouth.

Ironically, I was the owner of said underwear.

"There's one more insane human here."

"..."

I couldn't bring myself to acknowledge her as a companion.

Either not noticing my feelings or choosing to ignore them, Rin approached me with a bright smile.

"I've been searching for you everywhere. So this is where you were!"

Rin removed the underwear from her mouth but was still rubbing it against her nose, sniffing it.

Her face was even slightly flushed.

"How did you get here?"

"I followed your scent, Gracious Teacher!"

I regretted ever comparing Rene to a puppy.

The true puppy was right here.

I could almost see a tail that shouldn't exist wagging from Rin's backside.

A tail wildly wagging with joy at our reunion.

"Then that underwear...?"

"Ah! I borrowed this briefly in case I lost your scent along the way. I sincerely apologize for borrowing it without permission."

If she truly felt sorry, I wish she would stop sniffing the underwear right now.

No matter how you look at it, she appears to be nothing but a pervert with a scent fetish.

Seeing this hidden side of Rin made my head throb.

Rin wasn't like this in the original work.

It was a moment that made me realize the impact of my actions.

***

"I've been abandoned...."

Inside the girls' dormitory at Felix Academy.

A pink-haired female student was curled up in a place that should have been empty during class hours.

Her appearance was in a pitiful state—haggard and completely drained of energy.

Her hair, except for her empty crown, was disheveled, and her skin had become dry and flaky.

Her body was becoming like a tattered piece of paper, and her once knee-length breasts had disappeared, leaving only emptiness.

"I've been abandoned by Jun-hyeok...."

She kept repeating the same words like someone who had lost her mind.

The pain of being brutally dumped by the one she loved.

Unable to endure this, Sherin had become a complete wreck.

*Why? Why was I abandoned?*

Though she questioned it, she already knew the answer.

The reason she was abandoned was because of changes in her appearance, which she had once been proud of, and the emergence of a rival.

Sherin had been defeated by a woman in a crystal ball whose whereabouts she didn't even know.

"If it were the old Bern, he would have kept looking at me...."

Though she never expressed it, Sherin knew that he liked her.

That fact had always boosted her self-esteem.

She had even thought she wouldn't lose to any woman in the world.

However, after tasting the bitterness of defeat, Sherin briefly considered a second-best option.

*No. Jun-hyeok is much better than Bern. What woman would like such a boring man?*

Sherin, who considered Bern a second choice and looked down on him, had reached a level where she couldn't objectively assess her own situation.

*I'll go back to how things were with Jun-hyeok before. For that...*

Grind-!

Suddenly remembering Hades, Sherin clenched her molars tightly, expressing her anger.

"If only that woman would disappear, I could somehow make Jun-hyeok look at me again...!"

Sherin was lamenting while entertaining such meaningless assumptions.

In the end, it was nothing more than the excuse of a loser.

"I could treat him better...! Why did Jun-hyeok choose such a loose woman?"

Finally, Sherin burst into tears, sobbing heavily.

She had many opportunities to forget Kang Jun-hyeok and make a fresh start.

But Sherin couldn't give him up until the end.

Although she could have given up her feelings for Bern at any time, she couldn't let go of Kang Jun-hyeok.

"Jun-hyeok is mine! He's my destined person!"

Sherin began to tear at whatever she could reach, gradually showing an obsession bordering on madness.

She carved the name of her loved one on the wall with her fingernails and even licked photographs of her former lover with her tongue.

"I won't give him to anyone else...! Never!"

A severe case of mania.

She could no longer be considered normal.

Ch.79 - 076. Your Village Is Doomed!-1
"......I can't see anything."

A calm voice echoed through the darkness.

In the thick black fog, there was nothing but silence.

Even a single softly spoken word spread widely through the surroundings.

"Why is there no one by my side?"

The girl cried out in anguish, but no one answered her question.

Only the sound of a bitterly cold wind could be heard.

The black-haired girl began to walk with difficulty, trudging along. She continued forward until she would meet someone else.

Suddenly, something caught her leg. The girl stumbled and fell forward.

"Ugh...!"

The girl covered her mouth with her palm. The cry wasn't from the pain of falling.

After all, not a single demon would express pain just from falling down.

The reason for her shock was that what she thought was a rock had taken a different form.

A severed demon arm lying alone. From the violently torn cross-section, it was clear that the arm's owner had met a terrible death.

"What in the world happened to this land?!"

BOOM-!

In her anguish, she slammed her fist hard against the ground.

Simultaneously, a massive shockwave erupted within a 500-meter radius around her.

This caused the black fog to clear, revealing an astonishing sight in the open space.

Countless demon corpses strewn across the scorched black earth.

The girl who witnessed this scene could only look down at the ground and sigh deeply.

"If only I had been awake..."

The black-haired girl, left alone without knowing what had happened in the land of darkness.

After looking around with empty eyes, she closed them.

*I need to find out the full truth of what happened here...*

The girl spread her wings, as black as her hair.

Her destination was the continent beyond the sea.

The truth would surely be found on that land overflowing with vitality.

With firm conviction, the girl soared into the sky.

***

"Huh...? This wasn't the place?"

Having finished our business, we left the village early in the morning and headed toward the dwarf village.

Only Rene knew the village's location, as she had visited it with Breeze Sephiron when she was young, so we asked her to guide us.

But even she was lost.

"T-This is strange! It was definitely around here!"

"It was decades ago. It's understandable that it's hard to remember."

"The terrain might have changed, making it difficult to pinpoint the location."

"Or maybe the dwarf uncles moved somewhere else!"

I hadn't had high expectations from the beginning.

It was an old memory—it would be stranger if she found the village right away.

So everyone except Rene wasn't particularly surprised.

We had already set up tents in anticipation of a long search operation.

"I'll definitely find it by the end of today, so please wait here, Bern!"

"Wouldn't it be better if we search together?"

"No! This is a matter of pride in my memory!"

Rene spread her silver wings and flew into the sky.

Since she couldn't see anything no matter how much she wandered on the ground, she must have decided to search from above.

I stared blankly at her retreating figure, determined to find the village no matter what.

"Let's leave the rest to Lady Rene and take a break. Or would you prefer to continue yesterday's sparring?"

"If we're going to pass the time, the latter would be better."

"Good."

I caught the training iron sword that Rin tossed to me.

"I won't go easy on you this time either."

"It's hard for me to ask you not to hurt me since I'm the one who requested the training."

I had realized something in the Dungeon of Envy.

I wasn't using my sword properly.

It was obvious. Before the possession, I was just a college student buried in academics.

The reason I had been able to fight until now was because my body remembered the swordsmanship.

Without having to think separately, my body moved naturally and cut down opponents following the flow.

But I couldn't rely on Bern's body forever.

I needed to understand the sword my body was wielding; only then would its power truly manifest.

Unlike magic, which required creativity, developing swordsmanship meant I had to hone myself.

That's why I had asked Rin to teach me swordsmanship the day before.

When it came to swordsmanship, not only Bern but even Kang Jun-hyeok was a step below Rin.

"Before we begin sparring, have you thought about what I asked yesterday—what is a sword?"

"Honestly, I'm not sure. Within the range I can answer, I think it's a tool for ordinary people and an extension of limbs for swordsmen."

If you trace the origin of swords, you'd find primitive stone knives.

Originally a tool for cutting something, I couldn't come up with any other answer.

"That's not wrong, but it lacks your personal touch. It would be better if you looked at the sword more subjectively."

"Hmm, subjectively..."

"To give you an easy example, for me, a sword is another eye."

"Eye? Don't you sense and judge objects through mana?"

"I rely on mana usually, but it's a bit different in battle. I see the surroundings with my sword and gauge the distance to the target."

Rin pointed her iron sword at me.

Along with the strong spirit rising from her, I felt drawn into her sword.

I couldn't understand what Rin was feeling or seeing through her sword.

But at least I could feel that her words were true.

"It might be difficult for you to understand even if I explain it this way. Our perspectives are different. Still, you need to give meaning to your own sword like this. That's the first step as a swordsman."

"I roughly understand what you're saying."

"I'm glad it was a beneficial time. Then let's begin."

"But I haven't given an answer yet?"

"Sometimes, emptying your mind and clashing swords is a good way to gain insight. The world you see while moving your body is different."

"I can't argue with that."

Just as I nodded—

Clang-!

I parried the iron sword coming toward my nape.

It was a one-sided surprise attack without any signal, but I couldn't blame Rin.

Fights come at unexpected moments, after all.

"Not yet."

The sword I thought I had deflected came rushing back.

If I parried one strike, it became a two-hit combo; if I overcame that, it grew into a three-hit combo.

Rin's sword gradually heated up, making her attacks sharper and more precise.

"How about this?"

"Kuh...!"

After a series of horizontal and vertical slashes, she added a thrust, creating an irregular move.

I managed to block even this variable, but it was a significant issue.

Bern's body had anticipated moves that I hadn't even thought of.

I needed to see more broadly. To understand the sword, I needed a wider perspective.

"You can't gain the initiative by just blocking. Even if it's burdensome, you must not shy away from the pain of twisting your body!"

"Enduring pain..."

Instead of countering, I tilted my head to avoid the thrust aimed at my face.

My cheek was slightly cut, but enduring the pain, I dove into Rin's embrace.

A vertical slash rising to the lower point.

Clang-!

Rin smoothly blocked the sword by folding her extended arm.

I could push through with strength, but I wanted to face her with technique alone.

It might be like showing off in front of a master. But to grow in the future, now was the time to be audacious.

I stepped back from Rin.

Pulling my sword back to my waist, I put strength into my right arm.

As I moved forward again, I stepped with my left leg and swung the sword widely.

It was a sloppy horizontal slash, almost like a tantrum.

"That's an excellent sword."

Before I could retort with "This thing?", my supposedly best strike was countered by Rin, and I was pushed back.

If I hadn't maintained my center of gravity, I might have fallen on my backside.

That meant it was an attack with strong recoil when blocked.

Yet Rin evaluated it as excellent.

Was this some new form of mockery?

"It may be hard to believe, but it's true. Until now, there was no heart or will in the swordsmanship you showed. In contrast, that last strike, though weak, showed a glimpse of the sword you're pursuing."

"The sword I'm pursuing?"

"Yes. It's something you need to realize yourself, so I can't explain in detail, but I guarantee that even I won't be able to ignore it once it's complete."

Not Bern's sword, but 'my' sword.

I still couldn't grasp it fully, but just knowing it existed made my heart swell.

It meant that even for me, who had never held a sword before the possession, there was a path forward as a swordsman.

"If you learn detailed movements from now on and reinforce the noticeable weaknesses, you'll gradually improve."

"I see, thanks for the advice."

"Don't mention it."

Rin, who had somehow approached very close to me, raised her sword.

She brought it down toward me. Her words and actions were contradicting each other.

I barely blocked it, but the ground was slightly dug up.

If it weren't for Bern's trained body, I might have been crushed.

"I tried to modify the strike you showed in my own way. How was it?"

"...You adapted it right after seeing it once?"

"Yes, why?"

They said she was a genius with the sword beyond approach, and it was true.

I thought that if Rin hadn't died prematurely, some episodes of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" might have progressed more smoothly.

Especially if she had lived until Part 7's Sword Demon arc, she might have absorbed the Sword Demon's techniques and become a monster on par with Kang Jun-hyeok.

Imagining that, I couldn't help but chuckle.

"I-I'm sorry! I should have asked for your permission first...!"

"That's not why I laughed. I just had a somewhat futile fantasy, so don't worry about it."

"Is that so?"

"Yes. Actually, I'd like to ask you to do it once more. I think I might understand the technique better if I experience it directly."

"Understood!"

Rin took her stance to demonstrate once more.

Just as she raised her sword and stepped forward—

"You immoral bastards! If you want to play with swords, go somewhere else—mmph?!"

Suddenly, the ground opened up, and a short person jumped out from inside.

However, Rin's foot stepped on their crown, sending them back into the ground.

An impressive entrance followed immediately by an exit.

"Hmm... That person who just popped out, was that a dwarf?"

"Yes. Judging by the short stature and long beard, it matches the description of the rumored dwarves, but..."

"It seems they live underground, not on the surface."

"It appears so."

The dwarves we couldn't encounter even after searching everywhere.

The catalyst for finding their village was none other than noise complaints from below.
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The floor I had thought was dirt turned out to be a hatch made of mithril.

A secret passage leading to an underground space.

I was certain that if I climbed down the ladder, I would find a dwarf village.

"I'll go get Rene. Why don't you and Lewen go to the village first, Gracious Teacher?"

"No. I'll wait here, so take your time."

"Understood."

Based on my experience in the Jealousy Dungeon, splitting up wasn't a good idea.

When I was being chased by Yukiko or fighting Leviathan, things would have been much easier if Rin and Rene had been with me.

I've regretted that dozens of times, both then and now.

Since I couldn't rule out something similar happening again, I decided to wait patiently.

*There's no rush, so no need to make things difficult.*

[This is urgent! I must ask father to repair the Demonic Sword as soon as possible...!]

I ignored Prah's childish complaints.

As a human, there was no way I could immediately get an audience with the Dwarf King.

Even possessing a demonic sword, I'd be thoroughly scrutinized.

"Yaaawn!"

"You must be quite tired to yawn like that when you normally don't."

"I've had a series of exhausting events since yesterday, so I'm sleep-deprived."

"With stamina like that, how will you get Rene and my sister pregnant?"

"Please turn on your blinker before entering such conversations..."

"I don't know what this blinker you're talking about is?"

A boy on the outside, an old returnee on the inside.

With Rin and Rene absent, I spoke comfortably with Lewen, knowing his secret.

"So, do you know anything about dwarves?"

"I do. I didn't even know snow women existed, but I've seen dwarves quite often. I've even had intense drinking battles with them."

"So the rumors about dwarves being heavy drinkers are true."

"They're a race that can't live without alcohol. I sometimes wonder if they have alcohol instead of blood flowing through their veins."

I'm glad I brought a few bottles of liquor from home.

I don't know if it'll suit the dwarves' taste, but offering alcohol should help me befriend at least a few of them.

Thinking about this reminded me of the blacksmiths I met in Looqbranton.

They were rough but good-natured—I wonder what the dwarves will be like.

"Tell me everything you know about dwarves."

"Should I tell you about their preferences and traditional events too?"

"Skip those minor details and just give me the essential information."

"Essential information... Ah! Actually, one thing comes to mind."

"What is it?"

"The disappearance of the Dwarf King!"

At Lewen's words, the sword sheath began to tremble.

I could already guess what Prah wanted to say.

The disappearance of the Dwarf King who could repair his demonic sword—what terrible news.

He was surely raging about this unexpected development.

"Tell me the details."

"I don't know the full story. I only heard it from other dwarves. But from what I vaguely remember, the Dwarf King who went to the underground mines to supervise mining operations suddenly vanished. And not just him—over a hundred miners disappeared with him."

"If it wasn't just him but the miners too, that's very suspicious."

"Yeah. The dwarves concluded that someone deliberately kidnapped their king and investigated thoroughly, but..."

"They never found him, which is why it's called a disappearance case."

Lewen remained silent and just smiled.

I should take his silence as confirmation.

"You don't know when it happened?"

"Unfortunately not. But from what I gathered, it probably happened before I was cured."

"Before you were cured..."

That meant the Dwarf King vanished within a year after the original story began.

"Anyway, with the king gone, the dwarves lost their center and scattered. That's why you can occasionally see dwarves all over the world now."

"If there's no king, couldn't they just elect a new one?"

"I heard that his position was irreplaceable, and they preferred to separate rather than elect a new king."

[My father was the first king, possessing unparalleled metallurgical skills. He was so exceptional that people claimed the god of blacksmiths had descended and crowned him king. If someone were to become the next king, they would inevitably be compared to my father, so they probably thought it better to leave the throne vacant or disperse.]

After hearing from both Lewen and Prah, I understood completely.

If the king had defended his throne from before Prah was created until now, his achievements must have been truly remarkable.

There was no position more burdensome than inheriting the will of such a great king.

If someone had placed a crown on my head, I would have thrown it away and fled immediately.

"This is quite troublesome. If we tell the dwarves, they'll dismiss us, but if we keep quiet, I'll keep wondering why the Dwarf King disappeared."

"Right? That's why regression isn't always a good ability. It's only valuable if people believe and follow you. If I could solve everything alone, that would be different..."

Lewen pulled his legs close and buried his face in his knees.

Despite regressing dozens of times, he couldn't prevent his sister's death.

Even with the ability to regress, he couldn't overcome an innate disease.

Lewen had said that he didn't regress with his previous life's abilities—only his "memories" remained when he started over.

"I didn't mean to bring up such a depressing topic. Anyway, the Dwarf King's disappearance is a predetermined event. If you want to prevent it, we should act now."

"You're right."

I had said I would wait for Rene, but it didn't seem like a bad idea to go to the village first and assess the situation.

The dwarf that Rin had stepped on should be regaining consciousness by now.

I should talk to him first.

Just as I made this decision and stood up—

"You insolent humans...!"

An angry voice came from the hatch, and the dwarf we had seen earlier emerged.

But this time, he wasn't alone—numerous dwarves swarmed out.

Moreover, they were all armed.

As befitting a race of metallurgists, the armor and weapons the dwarves wore were all exquisitely crafted.

Each piece was of such quality that selling just one could fetch a fortune.

"This is dwarf territory and the domain of the Mad Dragon! Humans have no right to set foot here!"

"Masters, please calm down first!"

"Would you be calm in this situation? You trespassed on our land, caused a disturbance, and injured our kinsman. Leave immediately if you don't want to get hurt!"

"I'm sorry! I sincerely apologize for that. We had no idea you were living underground. And stepping on his head was an accidental mishap."

Surprisingly, this was true.

If I had known they were underground, I wouldn't have sparred with Rin, and there would have been no reason to step on a dwarf's head.

All of this stemmed from ignorance, so I hoped they would be lenient.

But the dwarves frowned, showing no intention of forgiveness.

"Apologies are useless!"

"There will be no leniency, so leave at once!"

"This is your final warning!"

"I'm sorry, but I don't understand why you're so angry. Would you please explain it to this inadequate person?"

Despite my apology, the dwarves showed no signs of calming down—they only grew angrier.

Faced with their extreme rage, I scratched my cheek nervously, breaking into a cold sweat.

I'd never heard they had anger management issues.

"The masterpiece I was about to complete was ruined because of your commotion!"

"My mithril armor...!"

"I dropped the minerals I worked so hard to obtain into the furnace!"

Lamentations from dwarves could be heard from all directions.

It seems the footsteps Rin and I took caused intense vibrations in the underground village.

[Dwarves are obsessed with alcohol and smelting. Having their work interrupted would make them furious.]

*Even if we didn't know, it seems we did something unforgivable...*

[That's right. So to escape this situation, you'll need to use your secret weapon.]

Time to open the alcohol.

I took out a bottle of liquor from my dimensional storage.

The liquid sloshing refreshingly inside the transparent bottle.

The bubbles rising slightly with each movement caught the dwarves' attention.

*Works like a charm.*

The plan was to gradually calm them down with liquor.

Once they cooled off, I would ask for forgiveness while becoming drinking buddies.

Then, I could seek an opportunity to meet with the Dwarf King...

"Bern!"

Rene's voice came from high above.

Her volume was rapidly increasing.

It wasn't that she was raising her voice—there was only one reason: the distance between us was exponentially decreasing.

And that meant...

"I heard you found the dwarf village, so I rushed back!"

CRASH!

Rene, who had been descending straight down from the high sky, landed forcefully on the ground.

The impact shook the earth, causing cracks to form in the floor where we stood.

Her violent landing created a shock that even mithril couldn't withstand.

"...Haha, fuck."

Just when I thought I might be able to befriend the dwarves, all my efforts were ruined in an instant.

As the ground collapsed beneath me, I fell through, entering the dwarf village I had been so eager to find.

Though it could hardly be called a village anymore.
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"I-I'm so sorry...!"

"It's alright. This much can be repaired quickly."

The dwarf village had met with disaster as the ceiling collapsed.

Fortunately, there were no casualties, but most of the village facilities were destroyed.

The responsibility clearly lay with us, but strangely, they were quite submissive.

Unlike at first when they were desperate to drive me away, their attitude now was excessively humble.

"So this is what they mean by the taste of power."

"Don't get used to that taste. Kang Jun-hyeok also became reckless after becoming king."

"You don't need to worry about that. The power isn't mine..."

It belongs to the Mad Dragon Breeze.

Even if I became Rene's husband, it wouldn't make me great.

I'd just be wearing the label of the Mad Dragon's son-in-law.

The Mad Dragon's achievements would never become mine.

"Anyway, I'm glad things are working out smoothly."

"This looks smooth to you, brother?"

The village was devastated.

I felt sorry about it, but what could I do?

The dwarves were the ones who built their village underground to avoid being noticed by other races.

*If they had anticipated and prepared for a collapse, this wouldn't have happened.*

[If they had made the foundation with mithril, they would have been well-prepared. It's just that Rene is ridiculously hea—]

Before Prah could finish speaking, Rene glared at me with fierce eyes.

My entire body tensed up under the sharp gaze of the dragon's pupils.

I hadn't done anything wrong.

Moreover, only I should have been able to hear Prah's words.

Yet Rene had reacted, which sent chills down my spine.

"What's wrong?"

"Nothing. I must have been mistaken."

"I see..."

Wiping away the cold sweat from the back of my neck, I scolded Prah.

*Watch what you say. Don't you know a woman's weight is a serious matter?*

[I'm sorry. I never thought Rene would react to my words.]

This wasn't the gentle Rene I knew.

Since reuniting with Breeze, her attachment to me had strangely increased.

If she had descended slowly to the dwarf village, nothing would have happened.

Yet she came down urgently, as if being chased by something.

Could something bad have happened?

"Lord Bern."

As I was worrying about Rene's behavior, a dwarf with a prosthetic leg approached from behind me.

Judging by his snow-white hair and beard, he seemed to be an elder of this village.

"You called for me?"

"We dwarves committed the grave error of speaking rudely to you without knowing you were an acquaintance of the Mad Dragon. We are truly sorry."

"Ah, it's fine. To be honest, we caused trouble first."

"Even so, we have betrayed the kindness of the Mad Dragon who has protected us dwarves for hundreds of years. We will accept any punishment, so please just tell us what it is."

"If I were to harm you after your village has been destroyed, heaven would not forgive me."

"Lord Bern, you are truly magnanimous. I'm ashamed of how we treated you."

"I'm really fine, so please raise your head."

We were receiving apologies from people whose homes we had destroyed.

It felt strangely uncomfortable rather than good.

"This is no time for apologies. Shouldn't you be restoring your village?"

"You speak wisely. But this level of damage is manageable."

"What? How?"

Not a single building seemed intact—it would take at least a month for humans to restore such a village.

"If our King helps, it will return to its original state in just four days."

"You can fix a completely destroyed village in such a short time?"

"Yes, it's entirely possible for our King. His skills have reached a divine level."

"That's impressive..."

[Of course! For my father, fixing a village is nothing!]

The proverb "the bear does the work, but the human takes the money" came to mind.

The dwarf king achieved the feat, but Prah was getting the praise.

"By the way, where is your King?"

"Today, His Majesty went to the underground mine to supervise the miners. I believe he'll return soon, but..."

This sounded familiar.

Not just me, but Lewen's expression also darkened.

I began to worry that a disappearance might have occurred.

"Does the King visit the underground mine often?"

"Well, yes, I suppose so. He's so obsessed with ore that he prefers the mines to the palace."

"I see."

The dwarf king frequently visits the underground mines.

So it was too early to be certain he had disappeared.

"The King is quite late today though."

"He probably found some rare mineral."

"Well, he did come back late for that reason before. But..."

"What's the matter?"

"The King aside, why hasn't Alfred returned? He promised to have drinks with me today."

"Come to think of it, the miners who should have returned by now haven't come back either. Is the King keeping them there?"

I was certain now.

A disappearance involving the dwarf king and the miners.

And it was happening today.

I slapped my forehead and rubbed my eyes with my palm.

"Is-is something wrong?!"

"Problem..."

There were too many problems.

The collapsed village, the missing dwarf king, and the dwarves who didn't know their leader was in danger.

One difficult situation after another was giving me a headache.

Still, I knew what I had to do.

"I just remembered something I'd forgotten, don't worry about it."

"I see."

"By the way, if it's not too much trouble, could you tell me where the underground mine is located?"

I needed to rescue the dwarf king before he disappeared completely.

That was the best course of action I could take right now.

[That's it! Go rescue your father-in-law, contractor!]

Who's a father-in-law?

***

"This is our pride and attraction, the Baldur Mine."

Guided by a dwarf familiar with the geography, we arrived at the entrance of the underground mine.

Unlike the mine in Looqbranton, this one had a tunnel-like entrance.

According to what we were told, the mine's interior had a spiral structure, and as you moved forward, you would descend deeper underground.

In other words, you could reach the depths simply by moving forward, without having to wander around.

When I questioned this unique structure, I was told that the natural cave had been that way since ancient times.

"We've just continued mining while maintaining the cave's original form."

"That's fascinating."

"It's one of nature's wonders."

After hearing the dwarf's explanation, I sent him back, asking him to tell the villagers to stay away from the mine for now.

The dwarf seemed puzzled but agreed without asking why.

I wanted to explain the situation, but even I didn't know what was happening inside the mine.

I had no choice but to act as if nothing was wrong.

"Shall we go then?"

"W-wait a moment!"

"Hm? What's wrong?"

Just as I was about to enter the mine, Rene urgently grabbed my arm and stopped me.

Her pupils were trembling, unable to focus.

I didn't know why, but her restless appearance seemed dangerously unstable.

"Do we really have to go in there?"

"Why not?"

"Well..."

Rene opened her lips then closed them tightly.

Was it something uncomfortable to talk about?

Normally, I would have taken her aside to ask, but there was no time now.

If we delayed, the dwarf king might disappear completely.

Having already aroused the dwarves' suspicion, failing to rescue their king would be disastrous.

They might mistake us for kidnappers.

Yet I couldn't just tell the dwarves their king had been kidnapped without clear evidence.

That's why I chose to go quietly and rescue him.

"We'll talk about it later."

"Ah...!"

As I turned my back, I heard Rene's regretful sigh behind me.

Ignoring it, I entered the mine, with Rin and Rene following.

Rene still wore a displeased expression.

Did she have some unpleasant memories of Baldur Mine?

"Rene, if it's difficult, you can go back to the village. Rin and I will check the inside of the mine."

"I-I'm fine! Really..."

Rene started mumbling something weakly again.

Her behavior today was strangely unusual.

I was concerned. Should I pause the search and seriously listen to what she had to say?

As I was thinking this, Rin spoke in a low voice.

"Gracious Teacher, I sense dwarf mana within a 500-meter radius."

We hadn't been in the mine for even five minutes, and we were already about to encounter dwarves.

I wondered if the disappearance was just my unfounded worry.

But seeing Rin reach for her scabbard and take a defensive stance, I changed my mind.

"We should be careful. There's an alien mana mixed with the dwarf's mana."

"Alien mana?"

"Yes. It's mana that gives me chills just by sensing it."

"Black magic?"

"No. It's completely different from the mana used in black magic. While mana normally dissolves in the air as a gas, this mana is liquid—a form I've never seen before."

I carefully drew my sword as well.

If even Rin, who had received the blessing of mana, couldn't identify it, it couldn't be ordinary.

As I was watching ahead and swallowing nervously, the dwarf Rin had mentioned appeared in the distance.

"Pickaxe...!"

A dwarf wearing a black liquid substance like a mask.

The eye area was open, but his pupils had no focus.

Despite being unconscious, the dwarf's body was moving around normally.

"Pickaxe...!"

The dwarf-like being had been mentioning pickaxes since earlier.

Was it asking for a pickaxe?

As I was pondering what to do, Rin spoke urgently, as if she had realized something.

"Gracious Teacher! I've found the source of the alien mana!"

"Where is it?"

"Right there!"

The place Rin's finger was pointing to was where the dwarf was standing.

"Hmm? You mean the source is underground?"

"No! Please look a little higher!"

I raised my head.

Only then did I notice something protruding between the dwarf's legs, swaying slightly.

Frowning, I looked more closely to identify what it was.

"Good heavens..."

Between the dwarf's legs hung a pickaxe.
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Rene had a dream.

A dream so vivid that she was still trembling even after waking up.

It couldn't be helped.

The scene that unfolded in her dream was too horrific to believe.

Bern leaning against the cave wall, lying down.

His beloved sword had been thrown to the ground, and his legs were severed.

Whether unconscious or not, Bern hung his head low without the slightest movement.

A black shadow was slowly approaching him, though she couldn't remember exactly what it looked like.

She only remembered it as a monster drooling excessively, desperate to devour anything in its path.

The monster leaped forward, landing right in front of Bern in a single bound.

It opened its mouth wide, licking its lips, then slipped Bern's head down its throat.

When about half of Bern's body had been swallowed...

Crunch-!

The monster bit Bern's body in half with its sharp teeth and began chewing noisily.

Bright red blood burst forth, flowing down from its mouth to the floor.

Rene, watching this scene, screamed in anguish.

But no sound came out. In the dream, she was merely a spectator.

She couldn't close her eyes tightly or turn her head away. Her gaze remained fixed as if she had to watch until the end.

Only after witnessing Bern's demise to the very end did Rene finally wake from her dream.

When she opened her eyes and bolted upright, her back was already soaked with sweat.

What kind of dream had she just experienced? How could it have seemed so real?

Rene hugged her trembling body and sobbed.

The horrific death of her beloved.

Even if it was just a dream, it was an experience difficult to accept.

"Hic...!"

Rene's eyes grew moist with tears.

The tears streaming down her cheeks showed no sign of stopping for quite some time.

*That must never happen...*

After a long while, when her tears finally stopped, Rene's eyes had transformed into something fierce.

The vertical pupils of a dragon, sharp and menacing.

She hadn't forgotten that dragon blood flowed through her veins.

Dragon-kind possessed something akin to prophetic dreams.

It was a phenomenon that appeared when one approached a crossroads of fate—a story she had heard directly from her mother, the Mad Dragon.

*I must change this. I must...!*

Rene ground her teeth.

Always protected by Bern, always standing behind him—she changed her mindset.

She opened her fierce eyes with determination, vowing that this time she would be the protector, that she would change this cruel future.

***

"What in the absurd...!"

A dwarf whose head had been engulfed by black liquid.

And the source of that black liquid was said to be a pickaxe.

I understood that much.

But why was the problematic pickaxe attached to the dwarf's groin?

No matter how I thought about it, it was a scene difficult to comprehend.

"If we cut off the pickaxe, will he return to normal?"

"I'm not sure about that either. Perhaps he might never return to normal."

Nothing ventured, nothing gained.

I decided to try cutting it off, but...

When it came time to actually do it, I hesitated.

Given its location at the most important part of a man's body, I couldn't help but waver.

"Since we don't know what state they're in, let's first try to neutralize them..."

Crack-!

Before I could finish suggesting we subdue them without touching the pickaxe, Rene darted forward and snapped the shaft of the pickaxe.

Watching this scene, I instinctively hunched over and grabbed my groin.

The pain that every man experiences at least once in his life.

That universally relatable pain was transmitted to me.

"Urrrghhhh!"

The dwarf's pain became my pain, his scream became my scream.

The only consolation was that the black substance enveloping the dwarf's head slowly began to fall away.

It seems Rin was right—the pickaxe was the culprit.

"Are you alright?"

"I-I'm fine."

It's not like I was actually injured.

It was just that my empathy triggered, making my lower abdomen feel strangely chilly.

If I had been the dwarf, I might have asked to have my neck cut instead.

"All done!"

"Good job..."

The dwarf lay on the ground, foaming at the mouth.

The pickaxe separated from his body had transformed into a black substance.

Thankfully, the pickaxe wasn't originally his male organ.

*Prah, do you know what this black substance is?*

[I don't know either. Originally, mana isn't visible to the human eye, but I find it hard to believe that mana could exist with such a vivid and sticky texture.]

*Hmm...*

[You look like you have something on your mind?]

*I'm not certain, but I've seen a similar case before.*

It was from the Demon World Forest episode in Part 3, where Bern was heavily criticized for implausibility.

The main story was about strange phenomena detected deep in the forest, prompting the Academy to decide on an expedition.

The story ended with the successful stabilization of the forest's anomalies, but the true culprit was never revealed, leaving only loose ends.

"A pitch-black clay that didn't belong in the forest."

The phrase explicitly mentioned in the novel was strangely similar to the black substance I was looking at.

*The problem is that the mastermind behind the Demon World Forest episode never revealed themselves until the end of the series...*

Hints appeared sporadically, but they never actually showed up.

Looking back, there were more things to criticize about the author.

Bern's Doormat Husband ending was so intense that I hadn't thought about it at all.

[So the conclusion is that you don't know either.]

*That's right. But there are some things I'm certain about.*

[What are they?]

*That it's not the work of demons.*

Until the resurrection of the Demon King, the demons moved cautiously and meticulously.

Demons who thoroughly concealed their identities or cut off their tails to avoid detection.

It didn't seem like they would scatter black mana in a field or cover a dwarf with it.

In fact, in the Demon World Forest episode, there wasn't even a hint connecting it to demons.

[If not demons, then...]

*The possibilities are either the Magic Tower or magical beasts.*

[I'm not sure about the Magic Tower, but if it's magical beasts, I have some ideas about which ones.]

*Oh, as expected of the Demonic Sword Wiki!*

[I don't know what that means, but stop calling me that.]

*Got it. So which creatures are you thinking of?*

[Have you heard of the Four Perils?]

Four evil monsters from Chinese mythology.

They are named Taowu, Taotie, Qiongqi, and Hundun, each with a hideous appearance.

They had been referenced in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" but never directly appeared.

*I've only heard the name.*

[They are secret weapons and magical beasts secretly created by the first Demon King. They were made to defeat the first Hero. But they were made too powerful to defeat the Hero, so even the Demon King couldn't control them.]

*Don't tell me...*

[Yes. All four escaped from the Demon King's castle and were released into the world.]

*For something like that, there's surprisingly little known about them, isn't there?*

[One of them was reportedly annihilated by the first Hero, and another was captured and disposed of by the first Demon King.]

*What about the remaining two?*

[I don't know. After their two companions died, they completely disappeared. They probably instinctively sensed danger and went into hiding.]

There were more dangerous elements lurking in this world than I had thought.

Why should I suffer because of settings the author carelessly discarded?

If I ever return to my original world, I'll find the author's house with a hammer in hand.

That's how far the author's trolling has gone—beyond what words can resolve.

*Just tell me who the remaining two are.*

[Qiongqi and Hundun. The others were killed.]

*So this incident is likely the work of one of those two.*

[That's probably the case. I've never seen the Four Perils in person, so I can't say for certain which one it is.]

*I guess we'll have to find out ourselves.*

I sighed deeply and collected the black substance in an empty bottle.

While the substance was in contact with my skin, I felt nauseous, dizzy, and my head spun.

"Are you alright?!"

"Ugh...! I'm fine."

After quickly putting it in the bottle and removing my hand, my head cleared again.

I now knew for certain what had taken over the dwarves' minds.

"How could you touch something like that so carelessly! What if something had happened to Bern's body?!"

"S-sorry."

Rene burst out in anger, sobbing.

She was much more emotional than usual today.

Finding this strange, I voiced a thought that suddenly occurred to me.

"Ah! By the way, Rene, are you...!"

"Yes?"

"Is today your spawning day?"

"......"

Rene's expression turned ice cold.

Followed by Prah's condemnation.

[Go die outside.]
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After receiving a stern warning from Prah to watch my words more carefully.

I headed into the mine, keeping an eye on Rene's mood.

Rin's continued silence suggested she also thought I was in the wrong.

My straightforward personality means my mouth sometimes gets me into trouble.

I know I should exercise restraint, but it's not easy in practice.

They say habits formed at three last until eighty, don't they?

I'm deeply reflecting on it, but there's no guarantee I won't slip up again.

*I should bow my head and sincerely apologize to Rene once this situation is over.*

[Make sure you don't forget to apologize properly...]

I apologized immediately, but my sincerity must have seemed lacking as Rene's expression remained dark.

As we ventured deeper into the mine, the shadow on her face grew darker.

My guilt intensified along with it, causing sweat to form on my forehead.

It felt like experiencing what it's like to be a great criminal.

I almost wished Rene would just scold me thoroughly or hit me to get it over with.

"Gracious Teacher, I think you should prepare now."

"Understood."

There must be other dwarves nearby.

Following Rin's directions with her exceptional mana detection ability, I prepared to cut down the source of the corruption.

Since we'd confirmed this would save the dwarves, there was no reason to hesitate any longer.

I quietly leaned against the cave wall and approached in the direction Rin indicated, holding my breath.

"There they are..."

Beyond the wall, I could see two dwarves.

The black objects covering their heads indicated they had been corrupted.

I drew my sword, intending to neutralize their pickaxes to save them, but when the dwarves turned around...

I realized their condition was different from the first dwarf we'd encountered.

The black substance that had consumed their heads had now spread down to their abdomens.

Moreover, the pickaxes I had identified as the source were nowhere to be seen.

Instead, large iron swords were embedded in their chests.

"Judging by their equipment, they don't seem to be miners but rather guards stationed at the mine."

"I think you're right. If even the guards meant to protect the mine have fallen, the situation inside must be much worse."

"We should hurry."

"Yes."

There was no time to waste observing the situation.

Rin and I quickly sprang forward, each approaching our designated dwarf in a single breath.

They noticed our presence too late and tried to assume defensive positions, but it was futile.

I struck before they could even raise their arms.

A diagonal line appeared across the iron sword embedded in the chest.

Half of the blade fell away silently, transforming into a black substance.

Simultaneously, the dwarves collapsed, slumping to the ground.

"What should we do with them?"

"I'd like to send them outside, but we don't have that luxury. It's unfortunate for them, but we'll have to ask them to stay here for now."

"Understood."

We'd already proven that leaving them here wouldn't endanger their lives.

There were no magical beasts inhabiting the Baldur Mine, and thanks to the dwarves' systematic management, there was no risk of collapse.

The only potential danger was one of the Four Perils that might be lurking in the depths.

*I hope it hasn't devoured them already...*

[If you're referring to my father, don't worry. He was quite accomplished in combat as well as smelting. The Four Perils would be formidable opponents, but he's not one to die easily at their hands.]

*That's reassuring, but...*

The miners in the mine were different from the king.

Not everyone would possess combat skills.

If there were casualties, they were likely among the miners.

They were closer to civilians who needed protection, but it wouldn't be easy for one to fight while ensuring the safety of the miners.

Yet, as a leader, he couldn't simply sacrifice the miners either.

I wondered if the position of king had become a heavy burden for him.

"Let's hurry."

"Yes!"

We moved through the mine with light but measured steps, neither too fast nor too slow.

We liberated the dwarves we encountered from the black mana and steadily progressed.

During this process, I noticed that the deeper we went, the worse the mana corruption became.

The first dwarf we met had it on his head, the second had it down to his abdomen, and the third had his lower body consumed.

The dwarves we encountered afterward were practically covered in black from head to toe.

As we proceeded even further, they had transformed to the point where it was difficult to even call them dwarves anymore.

"W-what is that?!"

"It looks hideous..."

"Its movements are extremely disturbing."

Wobbling and undulating.

Something black that had lost all semblance of a dwarf.

The previously featureless black substance now had distorted eyes and teeth.

It moved on all fours, rolling its eyeballs around in all directions.

When it suddenly noticed us, it fixed its pupils and widened its eyes.

"Kieeeeeek!"

The bizarre cry was just the cherry on top.

It evoked disgust in the way it had grotesquely transformed the dwarves.

With furrowed brows, I instantly cut the pickaxe embedded in the monster's back.

As always, the black mana, having lost its source, melted away and released the dwarf's body.

However, this time, the muscles and bones throughout the body were twisted, indicating death.

It meant that severe corruption led to death and transformation into a mindless monster.

"Shit..."

I had been trying to refrain from cursing, but it slipped out at the sight before me.

What if someone dear to me had been corrupted and transformed like this by the black substance?

The thought made my stomach churn with nausea.

"Gracious Teacher, I hear numerous footsteps. They seem to be coming in a horde."

"That cry from earlier must have summoned its companions."

"Should we retreat for now?"

"No. As long as there's even a slight possibility that the Dwarf King is alive, we must press on."

The other dwarves might be too late to save, but we don't know about the king.

If he's still fighting the Peril at this moment, we need to hurry and join him.

Our objective is not to save all the dwarves but to rescue the king.

"No matter how many come, we'll face them."

[That's the right attitude.]

The runes on the demonic sword began to glow red.

It seems Prah is also lending his strength, accepting my resolve.

"I will follow your decision, Gracious Teacher."

Rin was lightly stretching her neck, preparing for the impending battle.

Maintaining her composure, she was readying her sword in her own way.

"Rene..."

"...Alright, but please don't overdo it."

"I promise to retreat if it gets too dangerous."

"...Okay."

Meanwhile, Rene still wore a worried expression.

It didn't seem like she was upset about my explosive remarks, but rather that something else was weighing on her mind.

What was making her so troubled?

I wanted to ask, my lips twitching with the desire to speak, but it was regrettable that there wasn't time.

"Kiiiik!"

"Kirik! Kiik!"

The mutated monsters bared their teeth, emitting irritating screeches.

Glancing at Rin, she shook her head from side to side.

There was no life response within the mana, meaning all the dwarves inside the monsters had already departed from this world.

"...This is the only way to honor them."

A magic circle began to form above my palm.

The mana within my body rapidly decreased as the magic circle quickly took shape.

Once I confirmed the blue-tinged magic circle was complete, I clenched my fist.

"Kieek?!"

"Keruk!"

Crack!

The monsters at the rear of the group rushing toward us instantly froze.

Then, they transformed into ice pillars reaching the mine's ceiling, blocking their retreat.

The only direction the monsters could move was straight ahead.

And there, we stood waiting.

"I'll take care of all of you here."

"Kiiik...!"

Raising Prah, I leaped into the horde of monsters.

***

Twitch.

In the deepest part of the Baldur Mine, a black dog sitting there shuddered.

Its six eyes, which had been closed, began to rotate rapidly, and acidic saliva started to flow from its mouth.

Its crushed legs wriggled and reconstructed themselves, eventually forming legs similar to those of a dog.

However, unlike ordinary creatures, the black dog had elongated arms extending from both shoulders.

"Grrrr...!"

A low, threatening growl.

The dog of chaos, harbinger of madness and calamity, instinctively sensed it.

Not far from here, a worthy opponent was approaching.
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"Screech..."

The sword dug into flesh.

It carved through the monster's bones and cut off its breath.

When I pulled the sword back out, pitch-black blood splattered across the floor.

For monsters that had been completely corrupted, with their very essence hidden within their bodies, there was no choice but to kill them decisively.

"With the one you just killed, Gracious Teacher, the cleanup is complete."

"Are they all dead...?"

"Yes, we've thoroughly confirmed each kill, so there's no doubt."

"Good work, then."

I wiped the foreign substance from the monster's body off my sword and sheathed Prahf.

The ice pillars I had created to block their retreat had served their purpose, so I shattered them along with the monsters trapped inside.

Having dealt with every monster in the vicinity, we shouldn't encounter any more for a while.

I stepped forward again, heading deeper into the depths.

"Aren't you going to rest?"

"Even though it was an unavoidable fight, we've lost a lot of time. We need to hurry."

The monsters weren't exceptionally strong. At most, they were comparable to B-rank magical beasts.

However, there were quite a lot of them, which made the process of dealing with them troublesome.

*Should I have used more magic? If I had, I could have annihilated them faster...*

[Using magic in such confined spaces would likely have been disadvantageous. Your judgment was not wrong.]

*What if I had reduced the firepower?*

[It would have negatively affected the two people nearby.]

*I suppose you're right.*

Fire and ice cause temperature changes, water and earth alter the terrain, while wind and lightning create volatile conditions.

Considering how any magic would transform the battlefield, it was better to refrain from using it.

Unless it was in an open space, or the targets were widely spread out.

[Don't be hasty. If you make a mistake because of impatience, that would truly be the worst outcome. Always choose the lesser evil over the worst. Though it pains me to say this about Father, I would find losing you more heartbreaking than losing him.]

*...I understand.*

I smiled bitterly and slightly slowed my pace.

Both Prahf and Rene were worried about me.

It would be better to appear more relaxed to put them at ease.

"Gracious Teacher."

When Rin called out, I reflexively grabbed Prahf's handle.

However, it seemed she wasn't alerting me to an enemy, as she quickly added:

"It's not an enemy this time! There's no need to prepare for battle."

"Not an enemy...?"

"Yes. Judging by the pure mana I sense without any impurities, it seems to be a survivor."

A survivor in the depths where most had transformed into monsters.

Only one person came to mind.

"Lead the way."

"Understood."

Rin, who had been covering our rear, moved to the front and began running.

After sprinting for quite some time, she suddenly stopped at a certain point.

She silently stared at the wall before drawing her sword.

Ssssslish-!

A sound like a slithering snake was heard.

Simultaneously, a line appeared on the wall's surface, and it crumbled along that line.

Her swordsmanship was as excellent as ever. However, unlike usual, Rin didn't sheathe her sword.

"Uooooooh!"

From beyond the collapsed wall, a sturdy dwarf roared and raised a greatsword as big as himself.

Despite the sudden situation, Rin calmly deflected the attack with her sword.

The greatsword cut through the air and plunged into the ground to Rin's right.

"Not bad, woman. To block my attack."

"Your attack was simply too predictable."

"Then how about this?"

The dwarf spun around once in place and used the rotational force to swing his greatsword fiercely.

This attack was too powerful to simply deflect, so I drew Prahf and stepped between them.

Clang-!

A clear metallic sound rang out in all directions as sparks flew.

I managed to block the heavy blow from the greatsword, but my arms tingled.

The opponent's strength was equal to or greater than Bern's.

"Gracious Teacher! Are you alright?!"

"I'm... fine."

I swung my arms a few times to loosen the stiffened muscles.

I straightened my posture again, preparing for the next attack, but the dwarf with the greatsword was just staring at me blankly.

No, to be precise, he was looking at my demonic sword.

"Well, I'll be! What an incredible coincidence! To see the demonic sword I made here of all places."

"...Could you possibly be the Dwarf King?"

"I'm Bolmond. Didn't the other dwarves even teach you my name?"

"No."

"Tsk! Those guys always like dumping work on me."

Bolmond pulled out a thick pipe from his chest and put it in his mouth.

He used magic to place a small ember inside the pipe and blew out thick smoke.

"Anyway, the fact that you've come this far means you know what's going on, right?"

"Of course."

"Did the guys outside the mine know about this situation and let you in?"

"No. We sensed something strange inside the mine and came in on our own."

"Hmm..."

Bolmond glanced at Rene from the corner of his eye and nodded silently.

He seemed to have figured out how we were able to enter the mine without provoking the dwarves.

He was a dwarf with exceptional perception and situational awareness, worthy of maintaining his throne all this time.

"Sssip! Phew! So you heard the request to save me from the demonic sword."

"That's not wrong, but I also have other matters I'd like to ask of you, Bolmond."

I took out the demonic sword of Polymorphism that I had brought from the Dungeon of Jealousy.

Bolmond briefly examined the demonic sword and clicked his tongue.

Judging by his furrowed expression, the condition of the sword wasn't very good.

"It may look fine on the outside, but the inside is completely damaged. It'll take at least two days to repair."

"You can tell just by looking?"

"Kid, do you know how many years I've been hammering iron? I can give you an estimate just by glancing at it."

Well, he was the pinnacle of the dwarf race, known as the best in the blacksmith industry.

When it came to weapon condition, forging, and minerals, his words were absolute.

"Anyway, wanting to restore the third demonic sword means you're trying to complete the Primordial Demonic Sword."

"..."

"If you're wondering how I know it's the third one, swallow that question back down your throat. I know without being told that your demonic sword absorbed the Blood Demonic Sword, kid."

"You truly live up to your reputation."

"Spare me the obvious flattery. Let's get out of this godforsaken place already."

Bolmond limped painfully through the wall.

Only then did I realize that about half of his thigh had been eaten away.

When I tried to take out a healing potion, Bolmond raised his hand in refusal.

"It's useless. This is a wound from being bitten by that damn son of a bitch lurking in the depths of the mine. Neither potions nor healing magic work on it."

"Still, you should at least stop the bleeding..."

"I'm planning to amputate the leg along with the affected area once we get to the surface, so leave it be. I'll just replace the missing leg with a prosthetic, so let's hurry to the surface. Why is the rescue team so slow?"

"Ah, understood."

The Bolmond I had seen so far was tougher than anyone else.

Despite having lost half a leg, he treated it as no big deal and was stoically enduring the pain.

His appearance was like Zhang Fei from Romance of the Three Kingdoms, but his behavior was closer to Guan Yu.

[Father is a dwarf born in a lava zone, so his personality is fiery and wild. When he created me, he even tried to melt me in lava because he didn't like the design...]

*So that's why you said you'd be less sad if your father died?*

[I won't deny that. No matter how great a father he was, he was still a ruffian who once tried to kill me.]

A burning son and a father who literally tried to burn his son.

I marveled at this dysfunctional family.

[Anyway, my father has always been like that. You'll have to understand.]

*I got it.*

His stubborn personality was also evident in the way he refused offers to be carried on someone's back, insisting on walking steadily forward.

Could anyone in the world stop him?

I was smirking at the thought that no one could when it happened.

Without warning, a cold killing intent pierced through my back from behind.

Bolmond, Rene, and Rin all quickly turned their heads toward me.

Their faces showed a mixture of shock, fear, and contempt.

Swallowing hard, I turned around.

A shadow under a torch not far away.

From within it, a brown dog with six eyes stretched its head forward.

It was approaching me with its mouth split open wide enough to tear its cheeks.

My vision instantly turned black.
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"...wake up!"

"Hmm?"

"Student Bern, wake up!"

I raised my head at the scolding voice calling me, rubbing my half-closed eyes.

I opened my eyes at a desk surrounding the teaching platform.

"Openly napping during my class? You must have quite the nerve?"

"Rin...?"

"Calling a professor by name too? This won't do. Student Bern seems in urgent need of etiquette lessons. Follow me after this class ends."

What's going on here?

I lost consciousness and when I opened my eyes again, Rin had become an Academy professor and I was a student...

"Huh? Why am I saying this like it's strange?"

I should have been a student at Felix Academy from the beginning.

Yet I found myself questioning why I was finding the current situation odd.

Beyond everything else, I couldn't even remember what I was doing before losing consciousness.

It felt like I'd forgotten something important.

"Student Bern, where is your answer?"

"Ah, yes!"

"Very well. Let's continue with the lesson."

Professor Rin turned around and refocused on her lecture.

As I scratched my head in a half-asleep state, a delicate giggle came from the seat next to me.

When I turned my head, there was a familiar figure glancing at me and laughing.

"I told you to go to bed early yesterday, didn't I? That's what you get for not listening to me."

"Shut up."

"Even when I give you good advice, you ignore your childhood friend, so you deserve this punishment."

The girl snickering about my self-inflicted misfortune was my childhood friend.

Her name was Rene. As one of the rare Dragonians in the world, her dragon's nest was close to my home, so we'd been playing together since childhood.

Our relationship was good enough that we even attended the Academy together.

"You're the only student who would dare to doze off during the notoriously strict Professor Rin's class... Ow!"

"And you're the only one talking during my class, Student Rene."

A piece of chalk flew from the teaching platform and hit Rene's forehead.

It was a satisfying blow just as I was starting to get annoyed at my childhood friend's mockery.

"Bern, the same goes for you."

Thwack!

A piece of chalk flew and struck my forehead too, even though I was just listening.

As I rubbed my forehead from the intense impact, I heard a deep sigh.

"It seems you have no intention of taking my lecture seriously. When students aren't prepared to learn, there's no point in continuing. Therefore, today's lecture will be replaced with self-study."

As soon as Professor Rin closed her book, sharp gazes from around the room turned toward me.

It seemed they wanted me to take responsibility for disrupting the class.

While falling asleep was my fault, the chatting was clearly Rene's fault, which felt unfair.

"Student Bern, follow me. Student Rene, I'll add one more individual assignment for you to complete by tomorrow."

"N-no way!"

Professor Rin beckoned to me with her finger and left the classroom.

I passed by my despairing childhood friend and carefully followed the professor outside.

Click-clack.

Professor Rin made only the sound of her high heels, saying nothing.

I wondered what punishment she was planning for me.

During the silence, thousands of anxious thoughts made my body tremble.

"Sit here."

I nervously entered Professor Rin's private office.

Following her guidance, I sat on a soft sofa.

I thought it would be nice if she made some tea to help me relax, but I was in a position to be punished.

Such a request would be shameless.

"Professor, I'm sorry! Yesterday I stayed up late... Eek?!"

"Shh!"

Professor Rin climbed onto my lap on the sofa.

She placed both hands on my shoulders and faced me directly.

Just as I was about to demand what she was doing, her index finger touched my lips.

"If someone hears our voices and comes looking, it would be awkward for both of us, wouldn't it? Please lower your voice a little."

I didn't understand what was happening, but I nodded slightly in agreement.

Then Professor Rin smiled gently and spoke.

"You really are hopeless. I never thought you would openly sleep while your loving partner was lecturing hard at the front."

"Ah...!"

Only then did I remember.

Professor Rin and I were secretly dating.

"I miss it..."

On the day of the entrance ceremony, I had overslept and rushed toward the Academy.

While hurrying across the Capital, I happened to find a child in trouble.

The boy was desperately looking for someone, and seemed to be unwell, staggering as he walked.

Helping the child meant I would definitely be late—a difficult situation.

I agonized over the choice but ultimately decided to help him.

I carried the boy on my back and searched around the Capital for his family.

After about 30 minutes of effort, I was able to meet someone who appeared to be the boy's older sister.

She thanked me and promised to repay me, but I declined and left without looking back.

Just doing a good deed was satisfaction enough for me.

Instead, I became known as the only late student at the Academy and became the subject of ridicule from many students.

As I began my bitter Academy life and lived each day busily, unexpected good news came my way.

The sister of the boy I had helped turned out to be the famous Professor Rin at the Academy.

She came to me to thank me again and expressed her desire to repay me somehow.

I waved it off, saying I had only done what I should have.

But Professor Rin became more persistent, eventually grabbing my hand firmly.

I still can't forget what happened then.

"I fell for that side of you. Please go out with me...!"

Professor Rin confessed to me with a flushed face.

This was the woman known for firmly rejecting countless men who had approached her.

It was an unbelievable situation, but Professor Rin was sincere, and I ended up accepting her confession in a daze.

And now, she and I were still in love, spending happy days together.

"But why did I forget such an important fact?"

I felt an inexplicable sense of dissonance in my memories.

Even though I remembered everything clearly, had I forgotten it as if it were a fabricated memory?

As I narrowed my brows trying to identify this sense of dissonance—

Rin's arms wrapped around my neck. Her face drew even closer.

"You're thinking of something else with your lover right in front of you. If you keep doing that, even I might get upset."

"S-sorry."

"Hehe...! Of course, I've come to love that side of you too."

Rin frowned as if angry, but soon began to smile broadly.

Her face gradually came closer until her lips met mine.

It started with a soft, light bird kiss, then gradually became more passionate in demanding me.

"Is this okay during school hours?"

"Isn't the sense of taboo what makes it more thrilling? A professor and student secretly making love during sacred educational hours. We're doing something no one could imagine."

"You're disqualified as a professor."

"I don't care. I only need your love♡"

We pressed our lips together once more and embraced each other strongly.

This time, we shared a sticky, moist love, mixing our tongues.

I'm happy. So happy I wouldn't want to wake up if this were a dream.

"I'd like to do more here, but unfortunately, we'll have to postpone that."

"Hmm? Why?"

"Because class will end soon."

"Ah..."

Rin was the most popular professor at the Academy.

During every break, numerous students would come to her seeking knowledge.

As a professor, she couldn't refuse students with academic enthusiasm.

So I couldn't monopolize her time forever.

"If you want to continue, I don't mind?"

"No, let's stop here for today."

Rin had said she wouldn't mind if our relationship became known, but I still didn't want it revealed.

Hadn't I resolved to keep our relationship secret until I could become someone worthy of taking responsibility and making her happy?

Though disappointing, I was still an immature student; it was time to step back.

"Then I'll be going now, Professor."

"Yes, I hope to see you awake during my next lecture."

"I understand."

I straightened my clothes and left the office.

My face burned with embarrassment at what I'd done.

Of all things, falling asleep during my loved one's lecture—there could be no greater shame in the world.

"...Hmm?"

While briefly wondering how to overcome this shame, a question suddenly arose in my mind.

"...Why did I refuse?"

I understood the reason.

I had resolved to cross the line with Rin only after becoming a proper adult.

But that point didn't make sense to me.

Hadn't I recently decided not to hide my desires in front of the person I love?

"Ugh...!"

That sense of dissonance invaded my mind again.

I still couldn't quite grasp what this dissonance was.
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The rooftop of Felix Academy during lunch break

This place, a sanctuary and landmark for students, was where Rene and I had come today as usual.

Rene with her homemade lunch box, and me with a rye bread sandwich bought from the school store.

"So what did the professor say after dragging you away?"

"Nothing much. Just threatened to give me an F if I fall asleep in his class again."

"And you call that nothing...?"

Rene looked at me in disbelief.

I had made that up, but maybe I went a bit too far.

"I'm kidding. He scolded me harshly, saying next time it wouldn't end with just a lecture."

"That's it?"

"What else would there be?"

"I got extra assignments, but you just got scolded? That's discrimination!"

"It's not discrimination, it's the difference in our usual behavior. Remember? When we were distributing teaching materials recently, everyone except me ran away. Later, everyone regretted it when they found out it was Professor Rin who had asked for help."

"Ugh! I can't argue with that."

The truth is, I had planned to run away too.

But Rin had given me a heads-up that she had secretly asked the students to help, so I stayed.

That was Rin's subtle way of trying to give me extra credit.

It felt a bit like cheating, which pricked my conscience, but having received demerits since the beginning of the semester, I was in no position to refuse such help.

"Anyway, since you benefited from that time, stop running away and take the initiative from now on!"

"When you say things like that... it somehow irritates me."

Lunchtime, when I could chat with my childhood friend while enjoying a meal, was relaxing.

We started with complaints about recent events and quickly moved on to stories from our childhood, laughing and chattering away.

I suppose it's because these were common topics we could both relate to.

"Remember when we rode a sled from the top of the snow mountain and went straight down 1KM? That lady scolded us so severely."

"Yeah, she yelled at us saying we were crazy kids with wet ink still behind our ears!"

"Thinking about it now, she was right—it was insane."

"We were young enough to be fearless back then. But it was fun, wasn't it?"

"It certainly was."

Being childhood friends for twenty years, we had accumulated plenty of joyful and exciting memories.

On the snow mountain, we had snowball fights or built people and dragons out of snow.

In the village, we enjoyed festivals together or wandered around eating delicious food.

Memories that naturally made the corners of my mouth turn up.

Rene seemed to feel the same way, as she was brightly smiling and chattering away.

"What? Why are you staring at me like that?"

"I'm just looking."

"Ah! I get it! You want some of my lunch, don't you? Well, it does have those meatballs you like, so it's understandable."

"That's not it..."

"Your intentions are so obvious, why hide it? If you want some, just say so honestly! I'll be generous and give you one!"

Rene picked up a delicious meatball with her chopsticks and held it out to me.

When I pulled my face back at her gesture, she tilted her head in confusion.

"Don't you want it?"

"No, it's not that, but it's a bit... embarrassing."

"Embarrassing...? Oh!"

It was no different from the "aahn~!" gesture that couples often do, which made it embarrassing.

Rene seemed to have no such thoughts at first, but after hearing my words, she seemed to realize it.

The evidence was her face turning as red as a radish.

"D-don't think anything weird!"

"Mmph?!"

Rene's chopsticks plunged into my mouth.

The sweet and savory flavor of the meatball spread throughout, making my tongue dance.

She's usually quite clumsy, but strangely enough, she's good at cooking.

"Delicious..."

"R-really? That's good!"

My embarrassment had somehow disappeared, but Rene's cheeks were still flushed.

She casually put the chopsticks that had been in my mouth back into her own, then belatedly realized what she'd done and seemed to self-destruct. It was quite cute.

*Perhaps this is why the male classmates are attracted to Rene...*

I felt a bit conflicted about my popular childhood friend.

Even though I already had Rin as my lover, why did I feel a tightness in my chest whenever I looked at Rene?

This sense of dissonance kept tormenting me.

"You don't look well. Did something bad happen?"

"Ah... it's nothing."

"Really?"

"Really."

"Well, that's good then..."

Rene fidgeting with her chopsticks and me awkwardly smiling.

The previously cheerful atmosphere had vanished, replaced by an awkward current.

As I was wondering what topic could break this atmosphere, Rene spoke first in a soft voice.

"Hey. Do you remember the promise we made when we were little?"

"Promise?"

"Yes, a promise we made when we were about 9 years old..."

"Umm..."

What promise did I make with Rene when I was 9?

My mind went blank at the sudden question.

I tried my best to remember, but nothing came to mind.

"...Seems like you don't remember."

"I'm sorry."

"It's okay, it wasn't an important promise anyway."

That was a lie.

Having been childhood friends for so long, I could read Rene's expression.

She was hiding a pitiful emotion behind her smile.

"Oh? Lunch break is over. Let's hurry to the next lecture hall!"

Rene headed toward the rooftop door with a forced smile.

I should have grabbed her arm and asked about the promise, even forcibly.

But my body wouldn't move as my heart wanted.

Unable to remember anything, all I could do was watch Rene's retreating figure miserably.

***

Afternoon classes.

Unfortunately, I couldn't concentrate on even a single hour of class, instead trying to recall the past.

The promise I made with Rene when we were 9. It must have been a precious memory that I should never have forgotten, so I wracked my brain as hard as I could.

The result was a sinking defeat. Even by the time to go home, I couldn't recall anything.

*That's strange.*

When I was talking with Rene earlier, I could recall plenty of childhood memories.

But like a missing puzzle piece, I had no memory of when I was 9.

If it had been that important, I wouldn't have forgotten it.

If wracking my brain doesn't work, I'll give up cleanly. I left the lecture hall alone.

*Did she go home first today?*

Normally, Rene would have come by now after finishing her other lectures, asking to go home together.

But in the corridor, tinted orange by the setting sun, there was no one but me.

I walked listlessly toward the main gate, looking out the window.

Outside, a few students who hadn't gone home yet were talking loudly.

"Are you going to the guild today too?"

"Ugh, I don't feel like it..."

"But you promised yesterday! We agreed to go together today!"

"Fine, fine, we'll go together...!"

Why did the word "promise" have to come up in other people's conversations too?

I felt like my stomach was about to burst.

I was walking down the corridor with a deep sigh when:

"Just now heading home?"

"Ah... Professor Brand."

"Hurry home before the sun sets completely."

"Yes, sir."

A specialist in minerals who had received countless love calls from Felix Academy after working as a mineralogist.

With his generous and refreshing personality, he was quite popular among students.

And he was the only married professor among the academy's faculty.

The wedding ring on the ring finger of his left hand was proof...

"Ah!"

"W-what's wrong?"

"Professor! Have you seen Rene by any chance?"

"Rene? She did go up to the rooftop saying she left something there..."

"Thank you, Professor!"

I hurriedly ran toward the stairs.

There was a warning from behind not to run in the corridor, but I had no time to walk slowly.

That's because I had finally remembered the content of the promise.

"Rene!"

I burst through the door.

On the windy rooftop.

I saw a girl with silver hair fluttering in front of the iron fence.

Her skin, dyed by the sunset, looked even more beautiful.

"Bern? Why are you here..."

"At lunch, you asked if I remembered the promise we made when we were 9, right?"

"Huh? Y-yes, but... Have you been thinking about it all this time?"

"Yes. I just remembered it."

Eleven years ago. It was a time when the snow on the snow mountain melted once every 100 years.

The flowers that had been frozen all along regained their vitality, and the entire mountain was lush and green.

Even then, Rene and I played on the mountain.

Since it was our first time seeing the snow mountain without snow, we were excited.

And because of that, Rene had an accident falling off a cliff.

Fortunately, since she was a Dragonian, her life wasn't in danger.

"But you were badly hurt and crying at the bottom of the cliff."

"That's right..."

I hurriedly went down to the bottom of the cliff and helped the injured Rene.

Even so, she wouldn't stop crying.

"To stop your endless tears, I made a drastic condition. I said I'd grant any wish if you stopped crying."

"You really do remember."

Rene approached me with a wistful smile.

Her warm hand touched my cheek.

"The promise at that time was..."

It was an innocent promise to get married when we grew up.

The kind of promise that boys and girls make as little kids and then forget as they grow older.

But the fact that Rene cherished that promise meant that she...

"Rene, I..."

"It's okay. You don't have to try to keep that promise."

"...Are you sure?"

"Yes. Just know one thing."

Rene's hand rose to my other cheek, and my face was pulled close.

Rene raised her heels.

I felt the soft, moist touch of her lips.

"My feelings haven't changed from then until now."

"..."

"I don't mind if you have someone you like. I'll make sure you turn to look at me eventually."

Rene left the rooftop with a confident smile.

I was dumbfounded by the warmth still lingering on my lips.

What on earth had just happened to me?

After what had passed like the wind, I couldn't close my mouth.

***

Courtship from two women.

Those who had stirred the hearts of countless men liked me?

My face burned at the absurdity of it all.

*Is this what happiness feels like?*

I couldn't stop smiling at this dreamlike situation.

If no one had been around, I would have shouted into the air.

But to avoid creating a black history, I kept it in my heart for now.

When I returned to my apartment in the Capital, I would release this desire to my heart's content.

"Yes...!"

Arriving at my home, I took out my key and unlocked the door.

Entering quickly and closing the door behind me, I was about to shout to my heart's content, but...

An unexpected figure was there to greet me.

"Master! Welcome home!"

"Huh...?"

A beautiful girl with white hair, red eyes, and bright red horns on her head.

"Would you like dinner first? Or a bath?"

She was wearing only an apron, revealing her snow-white body.

"Or perhaps..."

She covered her mouth with a ladle, but her upturned corners of her lips were visible.

Lovingly bending her waist slightly, she looked up at me from below.

"Me? Kyaha♡"

"...That's going too far."

I grabbed my cheek hard.

Feeling the soft touch at my fingertips, I bit my lip tightly and pulled at my skin as if tearing it off.

Then all the scenery before me began to shake.

The world I was seeing suddenly went dark and then gradually brightened.

[You've, you've awakened!]

"Huff...!"

What was in my hand was a black object.

This thing was the cause of the absurd illusion I had been seeing.

And the culprit who created this black object was not far away.

"Kruk?!"

A black dog, bewildered that I had escaped from the illusion of the black object by my own power.

There was no doubt that this creature was one of the Four Perils occupying the Baldur Mine.

"You dare to thrust the abyss at me so blatantly?"

*Crunch-!*

Grinding my molars, I glared at the black dog as if I wanted to kill it.

"You're a son of a bitch that shouldn't exist."
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As the illusion crumbled, I was finally able to return to reality.

A happy dream created from my memories. I almost couldn't escape from it.

But had the black entity failed to realize that I knew Hades's true nature?

It made a terrible move by bringing out the Demi-lich.

*If it had been Marianne instead, I might have fallen for it...*

Anyway, thanks to experiencing the abyss, I was able to break free from that false world.

And along with that, I felt anger toward the Peril who had given me such a nasty surprise.

But before anything else, assessing the situation was the top priority.

"Where am I?"

[The dog that jumped out from the shadows swallowed you and brought you to its nest. When you arrived, the black object was already covering your head.]

"Phew...!"

I was relieved to know that Rin and Rene were safe.

"So I was taken alone..."

Except for Hades's appearance, the world inside the illusion had been sweet.

What if a devastating situation had been unfolding in the real world meanwhile?

The moment I woke from the illusion, I might have gone mad with rage right there.

"So now I just need to deal with that mutt?"

[While you were immobile, I identified its true nature by its appearance.]

"Didn't you say you'd never seen one of the Four Perils before?"

[I've heard enough rumors to be sick of them. Its true name is Chaos—a creature with a dog-like body, pitch-black skin, six eyes and legs, and a mouth split wide from side to side. It's a Peril that aims to create disorder in the world.]

I never thought I'd face in reality a legendary creature I'd only heard mentioned a few times.

Its appearance was closer to a monster than any ordinary animal.

I could feel its intimidating presence even before fighting.

"Grrrr...!"

Chaos was displaying hostility toward me.

It was dripping acidic saliva and making threatening growls.

It looked ready to lunge and tear me apart at any moment.

"Any weaknesses?"

[The Four Perils have no weaknesses. That's what brought both admiration and despair to the First Demon King.]

He had prepared a means to kill heroes for certain, but couldn't control it.

In the end, he had to deal with it himself, which must have been quite troublesome.

Power that can't be controlled is just a bomb waiting to explode.

And now I had to fight such a bomb.

[Fight with all your might. Otherwise, you won't win.]

*It feels like I'm taking some kind of test.*

[That's somewhat accurate. This opponent requires you to use every bit of power you've gained so far.]

*Good, that's what I wanted.*

I couldn't gauge my own level.

I only had the goal of becoming as strong as a dragon.

That's why I needed an opponent who could help me objectively assess my skills.

After my fight with Leviathan ended inconclusively, leaving me disappointed, another opportunity had arrived.

This wasn't a practice match but a life-or-death battle—a single match with my life at stake.

"No need to delay, let's fight right now."

I walked slowly forward while keeping my eyes on Chaos.

Shing.

I drew Prah from its scabbard, firmly resolving to take the creature's neck.

The distance between Chaos and me was about 300 meters.

But this measurement meant nothing.

"Krooooook!"

A tremendous roar echoed through the cave, threatening to wash it away.

In the blink of an eye, Chaos appeared right in front of me.

It charged toward me with the claws on its shoulder-legs raised.

Clang!

I swung Prah to deflect the right claw.

I avoided the left claw by slightly twisting my body.

Dancing with my steps, I dove into Chaos's embrace and swung my sword, but—

It pulled its body back and dodged with ease.

"Is that the end of the sizing up..."

Chaos and I exchanged moves, lightly gauging each other's abilities.

Since we had fought using only physical abilities without any special powers, the real battle would begin now.

"Krung!"

Chaos began running around at an invisible speed.

It seemed to have shadow-related abilities, showing off its skill of entering and exiting darkness.

It moved quickly, creating confusion in its movement patterns.

"So you want to compete with speed?"

Then I would respond in a different way.

I kicked off the ground and dashed forward quickly.

With a charge that risked collision, I escaped from Chaos's encirclement that surrounded me from all directions.

Without stopping, I created a magic circle on my palm.

"Reverse Gravity."

The gravity reversed.

As space flipped, my body floated upward.

With wind wrapped around my entire body, I landed lightly on the ceiling.

Chaos performed an acrobatic spin in mid-air before landing on the ceiling as well.

"Gruk!"

"Now you won't be able to move freely."

Unlike the flat floor, the ceiling was full of stalactites.

It wouldn't be able to move as easily as before.

Of course, my movements would be restricted too, but that didn't matter.

The current me could cut through not only the stalactites but also Chaos beyond them.

"Let's continue...!"

The runes on Prah emitted a pitch-black light.

Black sword energy surrounding the blade began to cut through everything around.

I swung my arm with all my might, sending forth the sharply rising energy.

"Grung!"

"Where do you think...!"

Chaos was about to jump by putting strength into its hind legs to avoid the sword energy.

However, the gravity in this area was already in my grasp.

I intensified the gravity further, pressing down hard on Chaos's body.

Just when I thought I had cut it for sure—

Crack!

Chaos opened its mouth wide and bit the approaching sword energy.

In the end, the black energy dissipated after only slightly cutting its cheek.

Witnessing this scene, I was dumbfounded.

"Can sword energy normally be bitten away like that?"

[Your opponent is one of the infamous Four Perils. Don't forget it's a being beyond common sense.]

"Then I'll need to prepare something much bigger."

[Are you thinking of using Blood Magic?]

"I was all prepared to use it before, but the fight ended without me getting to try it."

[In Leviathan's case, its body was so large that it would have been easy to hit, but this opponent is different. It's large from a human perspective, but it's agile and will be difficult to hit.]

"It's fine. If I use it when things get dangerously close, I won't miss."

[I wish the contractor would take better care of his body...]

Despite the criticism, Prah respected my decision.

The runes engraved on the blade flashed red and even sparked.

I could tell it was drawing out maximum output.

"Krwaaaaaaak!"

Chaos, feeling uneasy about this, charged forward with a monstrous cry.

It was coming straight at me, destroying all the stalactites in its path.

Fragments of stalactites destroyed by Chaos grazed my forehead and mouth, drawing blood.

The wounds stung, but I endured the pain and calmly took my stance.

[Are you ready?]

*Yes.*

[After this is over, your body will be under strain. You won't be able to move for a while. Are you really okay with that?]

"It doesn't matter. I plan to end it with this strike."

My vision gradually turned blood-red. My heart started beating wildly, and my breathing became labored.

The blood throughout my body was spinning like a whirlpool, and the smell of blood lingered in my nose.

"Hssss...! Hoo...!"

I took a deep breath and exhaled while looking straight ahead.

Chaos was glaring with its blue eyes and showing its pointed teeth.

However, my focus wasn't on the rabid beast but on something else.

A straight line splitting space in half like a horizon.

A pure white line was gradually expanding in all directions like roots.

I gripped Prah's handle tightly and extended my arm.

Before the blood flowing from my forehead could cover my eyes, before Chaos's claws could tear my body to shreds—

I swung my sword through the air with all my might.

"Krwaaaa...ak?"

Just as Chaos's foot was about to stomp down on me from close range—

I turned my back, completely defenseless.

If someone else saw me now, they would curse me for being insane.

But there was no problem. After all, I had already cut it.

Crack!

The sound of ice breaking came from all directions. At the same time, my vision distorted.

Space began to twist and gradually misalign.

Crash!

As Prah's runes faded, the torn space ruptured.

Chaos's body shattered like a broken mirror into countless fragments.

The magical beast created by the First Demon King collapsed to the ground without even a scream.

My single strike had taken its life.

"It's over."

My vision started to darken.

The recoil from cutting through space had arrived.

As strength left my body, my consciousness rapidly blurred.

*I guess it's okay to rest a little...*

And so my world temporarily went dark.
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...Drip! Drip!

Dew that had formed on the stalactites fell onto Bern's cheek.

The coldness of the dew seeped in, pulling up the deeply sunken consciousness of the man.

"Cough! Cough!"

As soon as he regained consciousness, Bern vomited a large amount of blood onto the floor.

Having used forbidden power to display a divine technique that could cut through space itself, his body couldn't help but be damaged.

Bern spat out the blood he had been holding in his mouth and gasped for breath.

Tears welled up in his eyes as he expressed his pain.

His muscles were twisted, his bones creaked, and he was groaning in agony, struggling to endure while barely able to breathe properly.

As time passed, though it still throbbed, the pain lessened enough for Bern's breathing to stabilize.

Unlike before when he couldn't move at all, he was now able to move his fingers and arms.

Bern loosened his stiffened muscles through light stretching.

[Is your body feeling better?]

"Yeah. Not in optimal condition, but still."

[Don't say that. It wouldn't have been strange if your body had burst apart.]

Sword technique that cuts through space.

Bern had executed a technique that should only be possible for a Grand Sword Master.

Normally, it would have been absolutely impossible, but he had used blood magic as a shortcut to temporarily exceed his physical limits.

The price was being engulfed in extreme pain.

"It would definitely be hard to do this twice."

[Until your body can fully accept the power, blood magic is sealed! I won't accept any objections, so don't feel disappointed.]

"I got it. I'm already deeply regretting it anyway..."

Bern's blood was flowing backward, leaking from his mouth.

Since it wasn't an easy power to withstand the recoil of, he resolved not to use it for a while.

It seemed unlikely he would use it again unless his life was in danger.

"More importantly, I need to get out of here quickly. Rin and Rene must be very worried."

[Wait, just a moment!]

"Huh?"

[Before we go, isn't there something we need to do?]

"What? Do I have to fight someone else?"

[We need to collect the spoils! Fighting so hard only to leave empty-handed would be absurd!]

"Ah."

Bern turned around and approached the Black Hound he had killed.

Looking at the Chaos beast's corpse, which had been reduced to something like minced meat, he stroked his chin.

"But I have no idea what I should take."

[First of all, you must collect the teeth and claws. The claws can be boiled thoroughly and used as medicine, and the teeth can be pounded and used as weapon materials.]

"The teeth smell like rotting meat though?"

[Are you going to give up because of that? After all this trouble?]

"Ugh! Fine, tell me what other parts I should take."

[I'm not certain, but it's better to assume all the internal organs are poisonous. As for the rest...]

Bern dismembered the Chaos beast according to Prahf's instructions.

Neatly stripping off the hide, skillfully cutting out the internal organs, and so on.

Forgetting his severe muscle pain, he was performing the dismemberment work skillfully.

Thanks to the hunter's experience dwelling within Bern's body, the work proceeded smoothly.

"Seems like I'm about done."

[It's a shame there aren't many usable parts because the corpse is in such poor condition.]

"Can't be helped. You said from the beginning that this was an opponent I couldn't defeat without going all out."

[When you put it that way, I have nothing to say.]

Bern wiped the sweat from his forehead and threw the harvested parts into his storage subspace.

Just as he finished the dismemberment and storage, about to leave, he belatedly realized a major issue.

"...Where's the exit?"

[Come to think of it, I don't know which way we should go out.]

"Didn't you see where Chaos dragged me in from?"

[Unfortunately, Chaos brought you here after swallowing you. Like you, I was in darkness the whole time, so I don't know where the entrance is, let alone the exit.]

"Now that you mention it, something seems strange."

[What do you mean?]

"Well, if Chaos swallowed me and then chewed, I would have died, right? I don't understand why it brought me here alive."

[When you put it that way, it is a bit strange...]

Bern wondered why Chaos hadn't killed him.

He closed his eyes briefly to think, then voiced a hypothesis that suddenly occurred to him.

"We didn't explore the entire mine, but we never saw any dwarves that Chaos had directly bitten to death, did we?"

[Ah, they all died from the transformation caused by the black substance.]

"This is just my guess, but what if Chaos actually wanted to create its own kind?"

[Its own kind?]

"All the monsters created by the black substance looked similar to Chaos, right? Considering that, it probably can't increase its numbers through reproduction. So maybe it was trying to form its own group using the black substance."

[So you're saying the reason Chaos didn't kill you was because it wanted to turn you into one of its kind through the black substance?]

"Something like that."

Bern nodded repeatedly, thinking it was a sufficiently credible explanation.

Though it came from his own mind, he considered it a brilliant deduction.

Just as he was feeling proud of himself, Prahf countered his theory.

[That's quite a strange story. If my memory serves me correctly, the First Demon King planned to conquer the world by creating stronger hybrids through crossbreeding between the Four Perils and other species.]

"Are you saying the Four Perils have reproductive organs?"

[According to my memory, yes. The plan never got on track because all the Four Perils escaped before I could confirm it firsthand.]

After hearing Prahf's explanation, Bern's face darkened dramatically.

Moreover, he was breaking out in a cold sweat.

[Your complexion doesn't look good. What's wrong?]

"I didn't see it when I was dismembering it just now..."

[Didn't see what? What are you talking about?]

"Chaos's reproductive organs! Between its legs was flat with nothing attached, not even a split! So I thought it was asexual...!"

The Four Perils have genders too.

Prahf's statement led Bern to hypothesize that the black dog he had killed wasn't actually Chaos, but that the real one existed elsewhere.

Nothing was more distressing and terrifying than the fact that the opponent he had defeated by overexerting himself was a fake, and that the real one was still out there.

[Don't worry too much. Either my memory is wrong, or perhaps Chaos alone was different from the other creatures and had no gender.]

"Y-yeah, that must be it."

Bern breathed a sigh of relief at the thought that he wouldn't have to prepare for another fight.

Fighting again in his poor physical condition—he was certain he would never win no matter how hard he tried.

Bern desperately hoped in his heart that his hypothesis was wrong.

[Besides, if it had reproductive organs, why would it need to increase its kind in such a way?]

"Well, that's true. For the prosperity of the species, it could just find one dog to be a breeder and increase the numbers that way."

[Hmm... Even if Chaos had reproductive organs, that probably wouldn't have happened.]

"Why not?"

[I've heard that all the Four Perils, without exception, have high pride. They would never view someone who isn't their equal as a potential mate.]

"..."

[And there's one more important condition. Befitting their title as the Four Perils, they extremely dislike good people. While they detest those with kind hearts and righteous characters, there are rumors that they wag their tails and follow truly evil people. The First Demon King was powerful but had a somewhat soft heart. So much so that I think you're more wicked than the First Demon King.]

"S-stop..."

[Huhuh! If the contractor had been the First Demon King, the Four Perils might have followed him well. Though your power is still immature, someday you'll become as strong as him!]

Prahf continued his praise-like comments about Bern while laughing happily.

Bern's expression grew increasingly stiff as he listened.

That was because everything Prahf had said so far was filled with flag-raising content.

It was comparable to the classic "Did we get him?" flag, and the resulting pain would be Bern's burden.

[I've rambled on, but anyway, you don't need to worry...]

"Woof!"

[Hmm?]

A puppy's bark interrupted Prahf's words.

It came from somewhere a bit far from where they were.

Bern turned his head toward the sound, startled.

A small, cute Pomeranian.

It was running toward them, wagging its fluffy tail and fur.

"Woof! Woof! Huff huff...!"

The puppy was running toward Bern, earnestly pounding the ground with its adorable paws.

To an ordinary person, it would have been a heart-flutteringly cute sight.

Bern's heart was also pounding wildly.

Only the reason for his racing pulse was quite different from that of an ordinary person.

"...Fuck?"

[A d-dog with suspiciously high mastery.]

To Bern and Prahf, the small Pomeranian looked different.

It was emitting a black aura with a ferocious nature that seemed capable of devouring everything in the world.

As his instincts sent out a red alert of danger, Bern began to back away.

However, the puppy that approached in an instant leaped toward Bern.

"Kyeeng! Kyeeng!"

The black-furred Pomeranian bit firmly onto Bern's pants and desperately clung on.

Seeing this, Bern desperately grabbed his pants to defend them.

"Th-this son of a bitch is Chaos!!"

It was truly chaos.

Ch.89 - 086. Chaos-8
The unexpected appearance and true nature of Chaos created a confusing situation.

But more than anything else, what made me dizzy was Chaos's behavior.

With its front paws raised, it was trying to pull down my pants.

I was desperately holding my pants up, resisting with all my might.

"Prah, help me!"

[Hmm...]

"What are you doing? Do something!"

[The thing is, I don't sense any hostility from that puppy. I don't think you're in any real danger, so I don't need to intervene.]

"My chastity is in danger! I like having more money, but I don't want to become suspicious!"

Chaos wagging its tail like a broom was certainly cute.

But no matter how cute it was, I absolutely couldn't see it in a sexual way.

I know some people have those kinds of preferences, but it was impossible for me.

If only certain parts were non-human like Breeze, I could accept it, but a completely original animal form is too much!

"Kyiing...!"

"Oh?"

As if my wish had been heard, Chaos removed its mouth and backed away slightly.

Perhaps it had mind-reading abilities.

I could feel relieved that we wouldn't end up fighting needlessly.

"Can you understand what I'm saying?"

"Woof!"

Chaos answered energetically and stuck out its tongue.

Panting and wagging its tail, its appearance was truly adorable.

So much so that it was hard to believe this was similar to the Chaos creature I had just dismembered.

"Then first, if you are indeed Chaos, one of the Four Perils created by the first Demon King, turn around in place."

"Woof!"

Chaos gave a short answer and began spinning around me.

Even though one turn would have been enough, it ran around excitedly.

"Stop!"

"Kyung?!"

I shouted for it to stop, thinking it wouldn't stop unless told to.

Chaos stopped in place but lost its balance and fell forward.

Despite its fur being disheveled and dirty, Chaos trembled all over before its eyes sparkled brightly.

The slightly protruding tongue was a bonus.

I seriously began to doubt whether this puppy was really the infamous Chaos of the Four Perils.

"Okay, I can see that you understand what I'm saying. Can you speak human language?"

"Kyuuung..."

Like a rain-soaked puppy, Chaos lowered its tail and slightly bowed its head.

Apparently, speaking human language was too difficult a request.

[It says it can't do it now, but it might be able to later.]

"What? You could understand what it was saying?"

[This sword can understand the language of all living beings. I possess this translation ability because I never know what kind of being I might contract with.]

Well, in the original story, there was even a dog that carried a sword in its mouth and cut people down.

In that context, a demonic sword understanding dog language isn't particularly strange.

Trusting Prah, I asked him to tell me what Chaos was saying.

"So what do you mean by 'later'?"

"Woof woof! Aoorl!"

[It says its power has diminished because its clone died. It's asking us to wait until the full moon night.]

Chaos's words to Prah, Prah's words to me, my words to Chaos.

Human, demonic sword, and puppy.

I couldn't help but laugh at this bizarre combination.

The outrageous request from Chaos also contributed to my laughter.

"I know magical beasts become twice as strong during a full moon. You might attack me again then, and you're asking me to wait? Are you making fun of me?"

"Kyiing...!"

[It says that will absolutely never happen.]

No sooner had Prah finished speaking than Chaos flopped onto its back.

It was completely upside down with its belly fully exposed.

A commonly known posture of submission.

"Kying! Kyiing...!"

[Chaos says it watched you fight its clone from a distance and was impressed. It felt a thrill at your sword skills that could even cut through space, and it expresses a desire to follow you for life.]

"That power isn't something I can properly control yet. Besides, I can't really use it without Prah."

"Woof! Woof!"

[It says that doesn't matter. There's another reason it's completely fallen for you...]

"What is it?"

"Woof! Heh heh!"

The Pomeranian jumped up and down in place, smiling brightly.

It was looking at me with clear, spotless eyes, to the point where it was becoming uncomfortable.

Meanwhile, Prah remained silent for a while before finally relaying Chaos's words.

[Kekup...! It, it says it really likes how your personality is tremendously trashy... Ahahat!]

"Somehow I thought it might be something like that..."

There was a part of the Four Perils' characteristics that Prah had mentioned earlier that made me flinch.

They like evil people.

Honestly, I wasn't sure if this would apply to me.

Even though I've done many terrible things to others, I've also done quite a bit of good.

So I thought it would neither like nor dislike me.

But I was completely wrong.

"Do I really look that trashy?"

"Woof woof!"

[Why ask such an obvious question? I've told you before, haven't I? There are times when you seem more wicked than any demon. What I can say for certain is that you've surpassed the first Demon King in terms of terrible personality.]

I was acknowledged as a personality disaster by both a member of the Four Perils and a demonic sword.

Naturally, there wasn't a shred of joy in that.

Strange. I thought the world was full of people more wicked than me.

For instance, the Magic Tower Master conducting human experiments, or the Demon King trying to throw the world into chaos.

Even that Pink-Haired Slut who turned her childhood friend into a Doormat Husband and then framed him later is more wicked.

*I think I'm relatively good compared to them!*

[Ha!! Your conscience is dead, contractor. That's exactly the part that reveals your true personality!]

With Prah's intense objection, the debate about my personality came to an end.

Now I needed to resolve the matter of Chaos standing before me.

"So the point is you want to submit to me?"

"Woof!"

"Fine. You don't need to flip over on your back again. Just answer my questions."

Chaos, who was about to flip over again, straightened its body and nodded its head cutely.

"First, why did you attack the dwarves' mine?"

"Arrrr...!"

For the first time, Chaos frowned and made a threatening sound.

It seemed to harbor ill will toward the dwarves.

[It says the dwarves first took away its most precious treasure.]

"What did they steal?"

"Kang! Kang!"

[The Full Moon Stone... The dwarves were definitely in the wrong here.]

"Indeed."

Magical beasts become stronger on the night of the full moon.

And I know that the Full Moon Stone can amplify a magical beast's power at all times, even without a full moon.

Having taken such a precious item from a magical beast, I can understand Chaos's anger.

It would be like someone taking Prah from me without permission.

"Grrrr...!"

[It says it couldn't forgive the dwarves who stole its treasure while it was quietly sleeping with the Full Moon Stone. So it wanted to take revenge on them and increase its own kind.]

"Why did you want to increase your kind?"

"Aooo!"

[It had been lonely after parting ways or losing the other Four Perils it had been close with. So it tried to increase its kind to alleviate the loneliness, but...]

Chaos stared at me blankly.

It slowly approached me and tapped my shoe with its front paw.

"Kyiing..."

[It says it was disappointed because you killed them all.]

"Woof! Woof!"

[So it would like you to accept it. It says it's willing to follow you for life.]

It was my mistake to judge Chaos as evil without knowing the full story.

An incident caused by the inconsiderate actions of some dwarves.

As a third party, I shouldn't have interfered and had no right to say anything.

But I got involved to save the Dwarf King.

I might consider accepting Chaos since I bear some responsibility, but...

"No."

"Woof?!"

"The risk of accepting you is too great."

Chaos killed innocent dwarves in its quest for revenge.

At this point, any chance for negotiation between the two sides was gone.

If I were to keep Chaos with me, it would create discord with the dwarves.

And I was already carrying a demonic sword—if I also kept one of the Four Perils by my side, I might truly become a wanted criminal.

I explained in detail why I couldn't accept Chaos.

"Kying! Kying! Kyiing!"

[It's strongly pleading that there won't be any problems if it uses its unique ability.]

"Woof!"

Chaos wagged its tail vigorously, saying it was time to show off.

It jumped high using a nearby rock as a foothold and then dove straight toward the ground.

Was it going to crash headfirst?

That's what I thought, but surprisingly, Chaos slipped into the shadow cast on the ground.

Then it peeked out, showing only its head from within the shadow.

It looked like it was swimming underwater.

"Woof woof!"

[It says it can hide in shadows like this, and can go anywhere there are shadows.]

"Come to think of it, your clone also appeared through shadows, right? Can other people enter them too?"

"Kyiing...!"

In response to my question, Chaos shook its head from side to side.

It meant only it could enter the shadows.

"What, I got my hopes up for nothing... Wait, you can go anywhere there's a shadow?"

"Woof!"

"Even to a location completely opposite from here?"

"Woof! Woof!"

Chaos answered with a bright smile.

Even without Prah's translation, I could tell it was affirmative.

"...Then if you do one errand for me, I'll accept you."

"Heh heh heh!"

[It's begging, saying it will do anything you ask.]

"Good."

I took out a necklace from my pocket.

It had a peculiar shape with two ice picks stuck in a small bust.

It was a very precious artifact I had obtained from the Prihart Temple.

"Just place this necklace along with a note where I tell you to. Simple, right?"

"Woof! Woof! Woof! Woof!"

Chaos jumped out of the shadow and into my arms, then began licking my cheek frantically.

I suppose that means it accepts.

*Kekekekek! Pink-Hair, I'll be your Cupid of love!*

[How on earth can this person be considered good-natured...]

Ch.90 - 087. Chaos-9
The matter with Chaos was gradually being wrapped up.

The dwarves had stolen Chaos's Full Moon Stone, and Chaos had killed the dwarves.

Judging by the crimes alone, Chaos's fault could be considered greater, but this was a fantasy world of survival of the fittest.

In a place where the sword comes before the law when wrongdoing occurs, theft and murder weren't all that different.

For that reason, I decided to conclude the matter by keeping Chaos hidden in my shadow and telling the dwarves I had dealt with the culprit who occupied their mine.

With the byproduct I'd extracted from the avatar, deception wouldn't be difficult.

"But there's something I need to do first."

[What are you planning to do?]

"Even if it's one of the Four Perils, it's still classified as a magical beast, right? I need to put a contract collar on it first. That way there won't be any problems when it comes out of the shadow later."

[Indeed, if you were to bring it to the village as is, people would be extremely wary.]

The black Pomeranian tilted its head at my fixed gaze.

It had been doing all sorts of cute things, but the reason Chaos didn't feel adorable was simple.

It had been constantly emitting magical energy that pricked at my skin.

If I exposed ordinary people to magical energy so strong that even I found it prickly?

Nine times out of ten, it would cause an uproar. That's why I needed to leave a mark indicating it was a tamed magical beast to avoid problems.

"So I'm thinking of putting a collar on you. Is that okay?"

"Woof!"

Chaos wagged its tail vigorously, indicating it was fine with it.

I wondered if it might feel constrained, but it seemed okay.

I felt extremely uneasy about subjugating a perilous beast that had even rebelled against the Demon King.

But since I couldn't just let it roam free, I sighed and began drawing a magic circle on the ground.

"For the catalyst, I'll use Chaos's hide and my blood..."

I gripped Prah's blade tightly in my hand.

Blood began to seep out through the deeply penetrating blade.

I frowned at the pain of the blade cutting into my flesh.

Since shallow wounds quickly regenerated for me after consuming the troll's pill, this was unavoidable.

[It would be troublesome if you fainted from anemia again, so moderate yourself.]

'Don't worry. I don't want to lose consciousness anymore either.'

I dropped a large amount of blood onto the hide I had torn from Chaos's avatar.

The bright red blood seeped into the black hide.

Simultaneously, the magic circle I had drawn on the ground began to glow.

"Among the contract terms, there are three main things I want from you."

First, without my permission, no aggressive or threatening actions whatsoever.

Second, autonomous movement is only allowed within a three-kilometer radius around me.

Third, swear absolute obedience until the moment of my death.

"If you abide by these three clauses, I'll take responsibility for you and look after you as your master."

[These restrictions are even more severe than the conditions of my contract with you.]

'You can't do anything on your own, but that's not the case with Chaos, right?'

[If this body could obtain polymorph abilities...!]

'Say that after you get them.'

[Kugh! Just you wait, contractor...!]

'Your words went off track. Anyway, if Chaos doesn't accept the contract terms, I'll turn my back without hesitation.'

It might seem cold.

But I wasn't trying to raise a pet.

My counterpart was not only a magical beast but one of the Four Perils, a legacy of the first Demon King.

If I took it in with the mindset of raising a cute pet, someday Chaos would tear out my throat.

Therefore, I had to push forward with a somewhat forceful attitude.

"If you've decided to accept, place your paw here."

Would Chaos accept the contract conditions?

Before I could even get nervous, the Pomeranian lifted its front paw and gently pressed it onto the hide.

There wasn't even a trace of hesitation.

As Chaos readily accepted the contract magic, a dark red leather collar appeared around its neck.

"Turns out you're the one with no hesitation, not me."

"Woof!"

A leather bracelet also appeared around my wrist, indicating that Chaos was now bound to me.

I couldn't help but laugh at how it had accepted the contract without a moment's hesitation.

Just then, Chaos jumped into my arms and began licking the palm where I had cut myself.

The wound would have already healed due to my excellent regeneration ability.

Yet it was quite cute how diligently it was trying to stop the bleeding by licking.

'The contract ended surprisingly quickly.'

[That just means Chaos has fallen head over heels for you. You've grown into quite the bad boy, capable of charming one of the Four Perils. I'm extremely proud.]

'Don't talk like you're my mother.'

[Hoot!]

After flicking my finger against the sword, I slowly rose to my feet.

Holding Chaos in my arms, I walked straight ahead.

Even though I hadn't asked where the exit was, my instinct told me it was this way.

As we approached the outer wall of the cave, Chaos, which had been panting in my arms, began to bark.

"Woof! Woof! Woof!"

The outer wall then turned black and began to melt away like slime.

It seemed that where I had been until now was a private space Chaos had created inside the mine.

"You shouldn't show yourself to the dwarves for a while. Let's get into the shadow first."

"Woof!"

Chaos slipped out of my arms and landed on the ground.

With tiny steps, it approached my shadow and dove in.

As it merged with my shadow, Chaos temporarily disappeared from sight.

"Bern!"

"Ah..."

As soon as Chaos vanished, a familiar voice called from behind me.

There was only one person who added an honorific to my name.

It was Rene, the silver-haired woman who glowed faintly even in the dark mine.

"Are you alright? Are you hurt anywhere?"

"I'm fine! As you can see, I'm perfectly okay."

Rene rushed to me and examined me all over.

There were bloodstains and dirt here and there, but no wounds.

Since I had fought with all my might before sustaining any major injuries, the only damage was internal muscle strain from the recoil.

Therefore, my appearance was spotless without any visible injuries.

"You seem more hurt than I am. You have small wounds all over your body, and you're sweating like a flood."

"That's because I've been running around looking for you! After you were dragged away by that black dog, I searched every corner of the mine! But I couldn't find you...!"

She must have been extremely worried, as she began to sob.

From her urgent voice, I could infer how shocked and concerned she had been.

I felt I had done something terrible—I should have come out earlier to reassure Rene.

"I'm sorry for making you worry."

"Hiccup...!"

I embraced Rene and patted her back.

It was natural for her to show tears given her sensitive nature.

Moreover, today she had been particularly concerned about my well-being.

In the midst of that, she had witnessed me being dragged away by a monster—wouldn't that have been a devastating shock?

Thinking from Rene's perspective, I felt quite sorry.

"Bern..."

"Yes?"

"Hugging you tightly has calmed me down a bit."

"I'm glad to hear that."

"But you know what? Why do I smell female dog saliva on your palm?"

"Ah...!"

Rene was smiling brightly, yet not smiling at all.

I had completely forgotten.

The original puppy I had been carrying around was right here.

***

"Thank you! Thank you!"

God is alive.

When does a priest truly feel this?

When first receiving baptism? When healing someone with holy power? Or perhaps when performing miracles through prayer?

There could be many occasions, but at this moment, Sherin was worshipping and praising God more fervently than ever before.

The necklace that had been naturally placed on her desk when she woke up.

At first, she had been angry at its bizarre form with two ice picks embedded in the chest area.

However, Sherin's anger subsided when she saw the note placed beside the necklace.

The note described the necklace's use and effectiveness.

Below that, it stated the gift was sent by a guardian angel supporting true love.

Sherin trembled with joy.

Not only was God watching over her love but also supporting it!

What could be more blissful for a priest?

"Empowered by this blessing, I will surely reclaim my love...!"

Sherin prayed with her hands clasped before the necklace.

Hot tears flowed from her eyes.

It was a testament to how moved she was.

This was her last chance to reclaim Kang Jun-hyeok's distant love.

She vowed not to waste it.

Ironically, she never questioned who had given her this opportunity.

The old Sherin would have been suspicious of such a situation.

But her mind had been pushed to the limit by numerous curses.

She was desperate enough to grasp even a rotten rope.

Sherin clutched the necklace tightly in both hands and held it to her flattened chest.

"I must make plans right away...!"

Kang Jun-hyeok, exhausted by Sherin's endless obsession, had placed a tracking spell on her.

It was a spell cast with the intention of avoiding her wherever she came looking for him.

Since it was cast by Kang Jun-hyeok, who had grown faster than others and reached a certain level of proficiency, Sherin couldn't break it on her own.

Though she desperately wanted to use an artifact, Kang Jun-hyeok escaped like a ghost, making it impossible.

So Sherin selected a time when Kang Jun-hyeok couldn't escape, and there was a perfect opportunity.

"In two weeks, that bitch who stole Jun-hyeok from me is having a handshake event?"

Kang Jun-hyeok would definitely appear there.

Moreover, she was confident he wouldn't run away, if only to shake hands.

"Hahah...! Kyahahahaha!"

Sherin began to laugh maniacally.

She waited only for the day when she could swear eternal love along with her revenge.

***

Meanwhile, the white-haired girl preparing for the handshake event in two weeks was troubled by other concerns.

"Master will come. He won't come. He will come. He won't come. He will come..."

She was fortune-telling by pulling teeth from a skull one by one, like plucking petals.

After doing this for a while, when the fortune said "he won't come," she threw the skull to the ground.

She felt she should devise another plan instead of wasting time like this.

'To attract the great Master's attention, I need to prepare a bigger gift...!'

Hades wanted to draw in Bern to watch her monumental first public event.

She began planning while looking at the mountain of gold coins.

And so, the day of reckoning that many had been waiting for was slowly approaching.

Ch.91 - 088. Since Ancient Times, There Were Two Swords - 1
I emerged from the Baldur Mine, with all the incidents there finally over.

As I left the mine, supported by Rene and Rin who had joined us belatedly, countless dwarves welcomed me with open arms.

A hero who had saved numerous kinsmen, rescued their king, and eliminated the root cause of their troubles.

Each of them showed their respect, hailing me as their champion.

*Not a bad feeling at all.*

[You've accomplished a feat that few could achieve. Such treatment is only natural.]

Six burly dwarves dressed in black gathered around me and hoisted me up.

They carried me on their shoulders, marching forward with great dignity.

For some reason, I felt like I should be lying in a coffin.

Though their method of transport was strange, at least they were taking me to the right place.

A tent erected amidst the collapsed village. It was a medical tent with a soft bed prepared.

"You managed to survive despite being caught by that bastard. Impressive."

"Oh, Bolmond, you were here too?"

"Can't you see this leg of mine?"

Bolmond lifted the leg that had been half-torn away by Chaos.

His once mangled leg had been neatly amputated.

He had mentioned cutting it off completely and attaching a prosthetic—apparently he wasn't joking.

"Are you alright?"

"Don't worry, it's been cut cleanly without any excess. Now I need to return to my forge and make myself a prosthetic."

"What? Can you work as a blacksmith with just one leg?"

"Even without eyes, I have a nose that can smell iron remarkably well. Even without arms, I have a mouth that can swing a hammer. Do you think I can't continue the work I've been doing for thousands of years just because I'm missing one leg?"

"I apologize, I didn't mean to disrespect your skills. I just thought that after experiencing such a terrible ordeal, it might be better to entrust the prosthetic to another skilled blacksmith."

"Pah! Rather than entrusting my prosthetic to someone else, I'd sooner ask my pet mole to make it. I'm the best in the world, so why would I ask someone else? Why would I want a prosthetic that lasts only a hundred years when I can make one that will last a lifetime? What a waste of ore that would be!"

"I... I see."

The dwarf king's pride reached the heavens.

Well, it would be strange if the blacksmith who created the first demonic sword had low self-esteem.

"So you're going to make it right now?"

"I have a pile of work waiting, so I must go. Besides..."

Bolmond pulled out Polymorf's demonic sword that he had placed beside him.

He looked down at the sword with what seemed like compassion.

"I need to hurry and fix my broken child."

Though he once wanted to destroy it because he didn't like it, now it seems he considers it a child precious enough to put in his eye.

*How nice. Having such an excellent person as a father.*

[Hmm! Though I may harbor some minor resentment, the fact that he is the father I respect most in this world remains unchanged.]

A dwarf and an ego sword as father and daughter.

Though a somewhat unusual combination, family love is always heartwarming to see.

As I was smiling at this thought, Bolmond reached his hand toward me.

"With that in mind, hand over the demonic sword you're carrying."

"Pardon?"

"Just to avoid any misunderstanding, I'm not asking for it back. I'm offering to repair your sword while I fix the damaged one. You'll be staying here for a while anyway, right?"

"That's true. Then I'll leave it in your care."

"Good."

I drew the sword from my waist and handed it to Bolmond, scabbard and all.

For a swordsman, a sword is like a limb, so it shouldn't be handed over carelessly, but I figured it would be fine with its creator.

Just as my beloved sword was about to leave my hands, Prah quietly dropped a comment.

[Hehehe...! When I return to your embrace, this one-handed sword will be reborn as a greatsword, so prepare yourself!]

For a moment, an image of Prah with a bulging blade flashed through my mind.

It seems my brain has been corrupted as well.

Thud!

Only after banging my head against the edge of the bed did my mind finally calm down.

Bolmond was looking at me suspiciously, though.

"Please take good care of my sword."

"Y-Yes..."

By becoming a greatsword, she must have meant that she would increase in size when combined with Polymorf's demonic sword, right?

That's what I chose to believe.

...God, please.

***

The next day.

The reconstruction of the dwarf village began in earnest.

At the same time, a funeral was being held for the families and relatives of the dwarves who had died in the Baldur Mine.

I had planned to spend a comfortable day in the medical tent, but...

Before the funeral officially began, a dwarf wearing priestly robes came looking for me.

"Lord Bern, could you spare a moment?"

"Of course. What is it?"

"If it's not too much trouble, I was wondering if you could attend the funeral."

"The funeral?"

"Yes. You are a hero to us dwarves, and your presence would be a great comfort to many."

"Would that really be alright? I'm concerned some might resent me for not saving them sooner."

"There are no such foolish individuals, so please rest assured. Moreover, your attendance was the wish of the bereaved families. I've merely come to convey their request."

"I see."

Rene, Rin, and Lewen had disappeared somewhere, and Prah, who usually kept me company, had also left my side.

The only being by my side was Chaos, but I couldn't openly summon the root cause of this incident.

For these reasons, I was currently very free and quite bored.

With nothing particular to do, attending the funeral to comfort them didn't seem like a bad idea.

"Alright. Please lead the way."

"Yes! Just follow me."

I left the bed I had grown fond of and leisurely strolled through the streets.

The medical tent where I had been staying was in the center of the village, so on the way to the funeral, I had the opportunity to observe the village reconstruction.

Dwarves hammering diligently on top of buildings.

They were actively moving about, building new structures where collapsed ones had been.

"The dwarves here all have remarkable skills."

"Thank you for your kind words, but construction is our basic competency. If we couldn't do at least that much, we couldn't call ourselves dwarves anywhere."

In this fantasy world without heavy machinery, the dwarves were building structures at a pace far superior to modern construction sites.

What would be considered miraculous craftsmanship in the modern world was just basic skill to them, leaving me speechless.

If they had at least used magic, I might understand, but they were creating everything through pure skill, hammering away. How could I not be amazed?

If I ever decided to seclude myself on a remote island, I'd want to bring a dwarf along to build my house.

"Lord Bern?"

"Ah, I'm sorry! I was lost in thought."

"Hahaha! I see. Shall I continue guiding you?"

"Yes."

Following the street straight ahead, we finally reached our destination.

The place we arrived at wasn't a funeral hall as I knew it, but a cemetery near the Baldur Mine.

It was a communal cemetery for those who died in unfortunate accidents at the mine each year.

Since this incident also occurred in the mine, the funeral was scheduled to be held at the Baldur Communal Cemetery.

"Thank you so much for coming to the funeral...!"

"You don't need to thank me so much. I'm just here to show my face."

"But still..."

"Please treat me as an ordinary attendee. I ask this of you."

I waved my hand at the dwarf who was bowing in gratitude, asking him to raise his head.

I couldn't do anything for those whose mutations had progressed severely.

It felt strange to receive thanks when I should have been blamed.

"I understand. Then, priest, I'll take care of Lord Bern from now on, so please proceed with the funeral."

"Yes."

As the dwarf priest who had guided me left, a representative of the bereaved families took over.

He explained the funeral proceedings and traditions in place of the priest.

"We dwarves basically conduct cremation funerals. In the past, many preferred burial because they wanted to become one with the earth, but trends have changed now."

"Why is that?"

"If buried, only a tombstone remains, but with cremation, bone ashes are left."

"I suppose a custom of preciously storing the ashes in containers has developed?"

"No. We use the bone ashes to make weapons!"

For a moment, I doubted my ears.

Making weapons from the ashes of the cremated?

The concept went beyond unique to bizarre.

"Dwarves are a race that loves smelting and minerals. A weapon made from the ashes of the deceased becomes that person's new form!"

"S-So those dwarves who occasionally carry weapons around are...?"

"Most likely family members. Oh! There's a good example right there."

The dwarf pointed his finger at someone.

In the direction he indicated was a female dwarf with twin swords at her waist.

"That's Ms. Glare who lives next door to me. The red sword she carries is her previous husband, and the blue one is her husband before that."

"Uh..."

"For your information, Ms. Glare and her husbands were known for their harmonious relationship. If you look at the hilts, they're quite worn down. That's evidence that Ms. Glare spends passionate nights with her husbands."

Gender-reversed elves, perverted orcs who love panties, undead who stream online, snow women who ride yetis like sleds, and now dwarves who have intimate relations with swords.

Damn, why aren't there any normal non-humans in this other world?

Ch.92 - 089. Since Ancient Times, There Were Two Swords -2
The dwarven custom of making weapons from remains and treating them like family.

It was a practice I could never understand, but I couldn't deny their ancient tradition.

Besides, it wouldn't be appropriate to make a fuss in a place where solemnity was required, would it?

I forced a smile and quietly nodded.

After listening to the dizzying explanation, the funeral ceremony officially began.

While everyone observed a moment of silence in the sacred atmosphere, I carefully slipped away.

Since they'd said it was fine as long as I made an appearance, leaving now shouldn't be a problem.

As I dusted myself off and headed back to the medical tent, I noticed the scenery hadn't changed much since not much time had passed.

However, personally, many things looked different to me now.

Most dwarves carried weapons at their waists or on their backs.

Just a day ago, I thought these were for self-defense, but now that I knew the dark truth, it made me uncomfortable.

The weapons they carried might actually be made from the bones of their family members or lovers.

*This other world is insane...*

Like the Buddhist monk Wonhyo, it would have been better if I had drunk from a skull without knowing what it was.

Now that I knew the truth, it was hard to simply ignore it.

After peering into an abyss I shouldn't have, my preconceptions had changed.

I shook my head vigorously to clear my thoughts and continued forward.

Instead of wasting time on useless thoughts, I decided to get some good rest.

As I was walking with that firm resolution, I spotted a human—a rare sight in a dwarven village.

A mysterious-looking human woman with her hood pulled low.

She was arguing with a dwarf who had set up a stall.

"Ma'am, no matter how many times you ask, my answer remains the same! That item is no longer in our village!"

"...I really need it. Even a tiny amount would do. If you have any, won't you sell it to me?"

"I told you, we don't have any!"

It was quite interesting to see a human in a dwarven village that wasn't fond of other races.

In my case, I had the prestige of the Mad Dragon backing me, but it wouldn't be easy for others.

I was curious how she knew about the dwarven village and how she had been accepted by them.

I stopped in my tracks and eavesdropped on their conversation.

"Listen carefully. The item you're looking for was discovered by my neighbor Malkus, and he left the village with it, dreaming of striking it rich. Do you understand now?"

"Hmm..."

"So instead of wasting time here, you should try to find Malkus and get the item from him. That would be much more productive."

"I see."

The woman turned away and trudged off disappointedly.

She apparently hadn't been able to get what she needed.

I carefully approached the stall and showed my face to the dwarf who had been talking with the woman.

"Welcome... Oh my! Who do we have here!"

The dwarf's facial muscles, which had been contorted with irritation, completely relaxed as his expression brightened.

The difference in treatment compared to the woman from earlier was so stark that it made me feel a bit uncomfortable.

"The hero of the dwarves, Lord Bern, gracing my humble establishment! I'm truly honored!"

"You can tone down the flattery..."

"Flattery? This is genuine respect from the bottom of my heart!"

"Hahaha..."

I scratched the back of my head and laughed awkwardly.

I wasn't used to such lavish praise.

Rin sometimes showed similar reactions, but she was the person I loved, so that was different.

This was the first time I'd been so highly regarded by someone I'd just met.

"By the way, what brings you here, Lord Bern?"

"Ah, right. I wanted to ask about the woman who was just here..."

"Oh?"

The dwarf shopkeeper gave me a meaningful smile.

He seemed to be making a huge misunderstanding already.

"So Lord Bern has taken a liking to the woman who just visited my shop?"

"What?"

"You already have more than two beauties by your side, yet you're not satisfied! 'Heroic womanizer' comes to mind!"

"It's not like that. Please don't misunderstand. I just thought she looked familiar, so I came to ask about her."

Though her hood had obscured her face, her figure and what little I could see of her face created a sense of déjà vu.

I shouldn't have seen her before, yet she felt strangely familiar.

My curiosity wouldn't let me be, so I came to find out directly.

After explaining this, the shopkeeper scratched his cheek and seemed embarrassed by his assumption.

"I apologize for jumping to conclusions. As an apology, I'll tell you everything I know. So what would you like to know?"

"First of all, doesn't this place have an isolationist policy? So why is there another human besides me walking around freely?"

"Ah, that's because she's an adventurer directly employed by His Majesty the King."

"You mean Bolmond?"

"Yes. Although she's human, she's known for being tight-lipped and skilled, so whenever we need materials from outside, we entrust her with the task. His Majesty has instructed us to treat her well."

Among adventurers, some stay in specific villages, becoming part of the community and accepting requests there.

The woman from earlier seemed to be that type of adventurer, and she had even been chosen by Bolmond.

She must be quite skilled.

The Dwarf King might have a picky personality, but he's regarded as a living legend.

"I see. Could you tell me her name, by any chance?"

"Hmm. Was it Hyena? I believe it was something like that..."

"...Could it be Hyesha?"

"That's right! So you do know her!"

"Yes, though we're not particularly close."

That was a lie. Hyesha and I had never exchanged a single word, and she didn't know me.

The reason I knew her real name was simple.

Hyesha was a heroine in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

And she was none other than Kang Jun-hyeok's mentor.

She was a skilled fighter who would proudly win the Martial Arts Festival in the capital a few months from now.

Admiring Hyesha's strength, Kang Jun-hyeok would forget about his original master, Bern, and cling to her.

Hyesha would initially reject him, but as they say, no tree remains standing after being struck ten times.

After persistent requests for training, she would eventually accept him as her disciple.

What followed was a predictable development.

As time passed, Kang Jun-hyeok would show his ability to surpass his master.

Through numerous incidents and hardships, Hyesha would gradually develop feelings for her disciple.

That's how another heroine would be added to Kang Jun-hyeok's lineup.

*Though predictable, Hyesha's character development was quite delicious.*

The progression of a stern woman being won over, becoming cute and charming.

With such a story and character, Hyesha had formed her own support base in the community.

Not that it mattered to me, since my favorite character was the sub-protagonist.

"By the way, what were you discussing with her? It seemed like voices were about to be raised."

"Oh, don't even get me started! Two days ago, my neighbor Malkus was lucky enough to find a mineral in the mine that she wanted, and now she comes to bother me about it every day."

"A mineral?"

"Yes. The Full Moon Stone, known as 'name your price.'"

I wasn't particularly surprised.

I already knew that the Full Moon Stone was what Hyesha wanted.

However, my shadow began to ripple violently.

That's because the Full Moon Stone that this Malkus character had taken originally belonged to Chaos.

I stomped hard on my shadow to calm Chaos down.

If Chaos were to emerge now, it would put me in a difficult position. Moreover, Chaos might lose the opportunity to recover the Full Moon Stone.

Now that we knew the thief's identity, we needed to gather more information and make a plan to get it back.

"Malkus left the village the same night he obtained the Full Moon Stone. He probably wants to sell it and live a life of leisure. He was the type who hated work but loved drinking."

"I see."

"Sigh! Malkus is the one who took the Full Moon Stone, so why does she keep coming to me..."

What followed was the shopkeeper's long litany of complaints.

Though there wasn't any useful information in his grumbling, I was satisfied with the good information I'd already gathered.

The fact that Hyesha, Kang Jun-hyeok's mentor and heroine, was staying in the dwarven village, and information about the dwarf who had stolen the Full Moon Stone.

Using this information was entirely up to me.

*Just when I thought I could catch my breath, I've got a mountain of tasks to handle...*

Chaos's Full Moon Stone, Hyesha, and Malkus.

There were many things to deal with, but I knew exactly what to do first.

I watched Hyesha walking away in the distance.

*Kang Jun-hyeok's heroine, huh...*

The corners of my mouth naturally turned upward.

Well, I gave him the Pink-Haired Slut, so it's only fair if I take one for myself, right?
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Hyesha was a character with many secrets.

She wasn't famous enough to have been mentioned even once before her appearance.

Though she possessed extraordinary power, she had lived quietly without flaunting her strength like a reclusive master.

The fact that she won the Martial Arts Festival, where skilled fighters from all regions gathered, turned the kingdom upside down.

At a time when the image of adventurers and guilds was declining, an adventurer named Hyesha claimed victory with an overwhelming performance.

The Holden royal family realized they had been neglecting talented individuals all this time.

Thus, the kingdom began searching for and gathering talents like Hyesha.

*It was ridiculous that after building up so much power, they were destroyed overnight by the Demon King.*

Still, it wasn't meaningless.

Under the fallen kingdom, everyone united around Kang Jun-hyeok to stand against the demon race.

If the kingdom hadn't employed these talented individuals, the skilled fighters might have been defeated one by one, possibly leading to humanity's extinction.

Hyesha's influence on the main story was immeasurably significant.

*In fact, there were quite a few speculative posts in the community suggesting that without Hyesha, they would have lost the war...*

I had no doubt that building a relationship with her now would provide reliable support in the future.

I followed behind Hyesha, suppressing my presence, footsteps, and even my breathing as much as possible.

Though I seemed to be following her smoothly, she suddenly started running toward somewhere.

Had she realized she was being followed?

If my tailing had been discovered, it would be better to stop, but if I lost her now, I felt I might never have another chance to connect with her.

It seemed necessary to take some risk.

*Stalking someone doesn't really suit my personality...*

Sighing deeply at the fact that sometimes one must do unpleasant things, I spurred my legs forward.

I ran following the faint wild scent lingering in the air.

This unintended chase finally ended when we reached the wasteland outside the village.

In a space without any cover, there was no way I could deny following her.

"Who are you? Why are you following me?"

Hyesha drew the greatsword from her back and thrust it into the ground.

It meant she wouldn't hesitate to fight depending on the situation.

The greatsword was of considerable size, more suited for crushing than cutting.

Someone else might have been intimidated, but I wasn't concerned at all.

Hyesha wasn't a swordswoman who used greatswords, after all.

"I apologize if I made you uncomfortable. But I had no intention of harming you. I just didn't know how to approach you properly."

"I don't think stalking someone shows respect for the other person."

"I sincerely apologize for that."

I bowed deeply to express my genuine apology.

Among adventurers with sky-high pride, bowing was unheard of.

Of course, I wasn't an adventurer, but to Hyesha, my bow would carry significant meaning.

"So why did you follow me?"

"I heard you were looking for a Full Moon Stone."

Hyesha's eyebrows twitched at the mention of the Full Moon Stone.

There were complicated circumstances behind her sensitive reaction to it.

"The Full Moon Stone awakens and stimulates the instincts of magical beasts. It's also a special mineral that fully contains the essence of the moon."

"And?"

"Since you don't seem to be a magical beast tamer, the stone would be of significantly less value to you. Yet you desperately want it... perhaps..."

"Because my client offered a large sum for it."

Is that the excuse she's going with?

I could have led her to reveal the true reason, but beating around the bush wasn't my style.

"That eyepatch on your left eye is quite unique."

"...You seem to know everything."

Hyesha pulled her greatsword from the ground and shouldered it.

It seems she intends to kill me to silence me.

Normally, I would have tested whether I could fight equally against the Martial Arts Festival champion.

But now I was a swordsman without even a single sword, let alone Prah.

How could a swordsman without limbs fight?

"Haha...! Extreme choices are harmful."

"Are you saying that knowing who made me this way?"

The greatsword pointed at me.

Hyesha was threatening me, effortlessly holding with one hand a greatsword as big as herself.

With such incredible strength, fighting her without a weapon was unthinkable.

Even if neither of us used weapons, I couldn't guarantee I would win.

"Please calm down. I'm an unarmed civilian, you know?"

"If you were a civilian, you shouldn't have followed me and stirred things up."

"If I mentioned a truth that shouldn't be spoken, doesn't that mean I wanted to gain your trust that much?"

"I see. I'll show you respect by giving you the opportunity to be eliminated right here."

It seems too late for a peaceful resolution.

Was I too direct?

I had planned to mention her secret and suggest a deal, claiming I knew a solution.

But given Hyesha's personality, I suspected the outcome would have been the same even if I had been more tactful.

It took Kang Jun-hyeok a long time to become friends with her too.

To become close quickly, I would need to overpower her. She was the type to follow the strong.

"I guess I have no choice."

I clenched my fists and took a stance.

If you don't have teeth, use your gums. Without a sword, I intended to fight using martial arts enhanced with magic.

Seeing that Hyesha hadn't put away her greatsword, it seemed she wouldn't use her main weapon.

That meant even if winning would be difficult, I at least had a chance to prove my skills.

"I ask for your guidance."

"Don't expect mercy."

Hyesha kicked off the ground and closed the distance in an instant.

As she raised her greatsword to strike down, I leaped backward to avoid her range.

KWANG-!

Stones flew in all directions from the blow that shattered the earth.

Indeed, judging by its weight and blade size, this was definitely not a sword meant for cutting opponents.

Yet Hyesha was handling the greatsword with complete freedom.

"Can't you move any faster?"

"Of course I can...!"

I dodged by watching the trajectory of the greatsword and dove into her space.

I swung my tightly clenched fist toward Hyesha's chin, but she quickly raised her greatsword vertically.

With a booming sound, both the greatsword and the bones in my right arm began to vibrate intensely.

Having slammed my fist into a hard metal plate, the impact was tremendous.

But this too was within my expectations.

"This might tingle a bit."

"Magic...?"

The magic circle I had prepared on my hand activated, releasing a high-voltage current.

Fortunately, the sword seemed to be made of conductive material, as Hyesha immediately let go of the greatsword.

But electricity moves incredibly fast, so some of the current flowed into her body.

She frowned and trembled—the initial symptoms of paralysis.

"Using such cheap tricks...!"

"You should have anticipated it."

I never miss an opening created by a wrong judgment.

Taking advantage of the moment when Hyesha's hands were empty, I approached her again.

I threw a straight punch aimed at her abdomen.

I expected it to land effectively since she no longer had her greatsword to protect her.

But even in her electrocuted state, Hyesha dodged elegantly with an aerial somersault.

Then she immediately drew two swords hidden in her sleeves.

Not a greatsword user but a dual-wielder. Hyesha's main weapons were twin swords.

Ambidextrous, she could skillfully use any weapon, but with twin swords, she became one of the world's top fighters.

Normally she sealed her arms with the heavy greatsword, but when serious, she drew her twin swords.

I didn't expect her to get serious so soon...

"Your composure ends here."

Hyesha showed resistance to paralysis, ignoring it lightly, and charged at me with even greater speed than before.

When I deflected one sword with the back of my hand, the other sword came rushing in from the opposite side on a different trajectory.

Even if I barely blocked that one, the first sword I had blocked earlier was coming at me again.

A relentless series of slashes with no delay.

I concentrated fully, knowing that failing to block or dodge even one strike could lead to a fatal wound, but my body was beginning to dull.

Shallow cuts began to appear all over my body, starting from my hands.

Should I use a strategy that sacrifices my body, trusting in my natural healing ability, to look for a chance to counterattack?

As this extreme measure was swirling in my mind:

"How dare you point your blade at my gracious teacher?"

CHAENG-!

With a scraping sound, sparks flew from the clash of blades, and Hyesha was pushed back.

A black-haired woman naturally stood in front of me.

Her sword was still in its scabbard at her waist.

A swordswoman with speed in a different sense from Hyesha.

It was Rin, known to the world as the Blind Sword Saint.

"You've got some nerve targeting my unarmed gracious teacher in front of me."

"...Are you that man's companion?"

"Not a companion, but lovers who love each other!"

Rin's words made my face burn hot.

Her sudden declaration made me feel embarrassed.

"Then the woman behind must be your companion."

Hyesha's finger was pointing at Rene, who had arrived late.

It seems Rin and Rene had been spending time together in this area.

They were hostile before, but it looks like they've become closer.

"She is... my Holy Sword sister-in-law."

Like me, Rin spoke directly without beating around the bush.

While Hyesha, not understanding the meaning, tilted her head in confusion.

Rene was furiously yelling at Rin, asking if she had lost her mind.

They say lovers grow to resemble each other, and that seems true.

"Anyway, that's not the important point. What matters is that you harmed my gracious teacher. For that alone, I will eliminate you here."

"Do your best if you can."

An unexpected match between the strongest adventurer and the sword saint.

It was an epic matchup that made my heart pound, but my gaze was drawn elsewhere.

Rin's sword and Hyesha's twin swords. If they were to clash...

"Is this a threesome?"

"B-Bern?!"

The dwarven customs were ruining my values.
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The fight between Hyesha and Rin wasn't very long.

The two of them just stood there, glaring at each other.

While I was watching suspiciously, wondering when something would happen, Hyesha put away her twin swords.

"To think the day would come when I'd be outmatched in swordsmanship. I'm speechless at your level of skill."

"You yourself possess considerable expertise. I was quite impressed."

Out of nowhere, the atmosphere turned warm as they exchanged compliments.

Am I missing something?

I glanced sideways at Rene's expression, and she seemed just as confused about the situation.

Meanwhile, Rin turned around and came back to my side, resolving our confusion.

"I fought her and returned victorious."

"You won? To my eyes, it looked like neither of you did anything."

"Swordsmen who have reached a certain level can engage in virtual duels through breathing, posture, gaze, and aura. Even without physically moving, they can gauge each other's level and techniques."

"That's actually possible...?"

If it had been Bern, he probably would have known about this, but unfortunately, my knowledge wasn't that deep.

I had no idea such a fighting method existed, nor did I know how to do it.

Compared to people of this world, I really have been raised in a greenhouse.

I must have been making a serious face without realizing it, because Rin hastily spoke up.

"O-of course! Not all swordsmen can engage in virtual duels! Those who focus on practical combat often don't know how to conduct virtual duels...!"

"I see."

Her flustered panic despite having done nothing wrong.

I found it cute whenever the usually composed Rin became agitated.

I waved my hand dismissively.

"You don't need to be so concerned about my reaction. I was just amazed that such a combat method exists in this world."

"Is that so?"

"And I actually think it's pretty good. It means you can resolve things without bloodshed, right?"

"That's true, but I've heard that at higher levels, virtual duels can kill the opponent's spirit. So while there's no bloodshed, it's not necessarily safe."

"What happens when someone's spirit is killed?"

"I've never seen it myself, so I can't say for certain, but I imagine they become something like a lifeless zombie."

I thought it might be better to just die outright.

I had been planning to ask for instruction if I could learn this technique since it didn't require bloodshed, but now I completely lost interest.

Forgetting about virtual duels, I turned my attention to Hyesha.

Having lost to Rin, she was leaning against her greatsword, quietly watching us.

She was true to her character setting—becoming docile in front of the strong.

Rin was the one who defeated her, but would it be okay for me to make a proposal?

With half determination and half worry, I approached Hyesha.

"First, let me make something clear. I know what you're hiding, but I have absolutely no intention of exposing it. The only reason I'm bringing up your secret to get your attention is for one thing—to make a deal with you."

"A deal..."

"It's a very tempting offer. I guarantee you won't regret hearing it."

"Well, let's hear just how tempting it is."

I raised the corners of my mouth into a confident smile.

As if overflowing with confidence.

"I will lift the curse you're currently suffering from."

I thought she might show at least some reaction even if she wasn't surprised, but Hyesha's response was extremely indifferent.

Her eyes were cold. She didn't seem to hold even a shred of expectation.

Her complete lack of reaction made me feel a bit awkward.

"Cut the jokes. My curse isn't some trivial thing that priests can remove with holy power."

"I know."

"What would someone like you know?"

"I may not have experienced it firsthand, but I'm well-versed in that curse."

Hyesha tore off the eyepatch covering her left eye.

It was the moment her secret was nakedly revealed.

Inside her iris, split in half, were multiple torn pupils.

A bizarre eye that no living creature possessed.

If that had been all, it would have been bearable, but the changes began the moment Hyesha removed her eyepatch.

Her left arm turned mottled and swelled up at a frightening speed.

Bright red spots prominently appeared on her face.

Just as the spots, creeping up like centipedes, were about to invade her right eye...

Hyesha put her eyepatch back on.

As if by magic, the spots disappeared completely, and her arm returned to its original form.

"As you can see, the curse placed on me is of a different caliber. Even with the power of artifacts, it can't be cured, only maintained. How do you propose to heal me?"

Of course, I plan to use my prior knowledge as a possessor to treat it.

However, since I can't reveal my secret, I needed an excuse to cover it up.

And conveniently, I had a good means of deception.

I raised my right hand and showed Hyesha the back of my hand.

A blue sacred energy blooming—the mark of a follower of Prihart.

"A divine mark..."

"Yes, my deity has granted me the wisdom to lift your curse."

In truth, there was no such thing.

Prihart was not a god of medicine or healing, but a god of ice.

There was no way he would know how to lift curses.

But that was fine. Since the temple was hidden in the northern snow mountains, it had little recognition.

The low awareness wasn't a disadvantage but rather an advantage.

She might know that the mark engraved on the back of my hand was proof of being a believer, but she would never know which deity it represented.

If I spoke well, even if I said it was the ice god, to Hyesha, it could be perceived as a god of wisdom or healing.

How could she refute me when I claimed my deity was such a god?

"..."

"You still seem to find it difficult to believe."

Hyesha maintained her distrustful gaze without saying a word.

Born in the slums and having spent an impoverished childhood, she was even cursed by a trusted comrade.

It wouldn't be strange if she had become an icon of distrust.

Without showing her a miracle directly, it would be difficult to gain her trust.

"Very well, I will solve that curse within a month. Until then, I won't demand anything, so why not entrust it to me as if you have nothing to lose?"

"You're asking me to entrust you with a request on the premise of paying afterward?"

"That's right. Moreover, I'll demand compensation according to the results. If you don't think the outcome is satisfactory, you don't have to pay."

"I have to admire that confidence at least."

Hyesha shook her head with a weary smile, as if tired of it all.

It was a habit she often showed in the novel.

An automatic reaction that came out whenever Kang Jun-hyeok was being stubborn or doing something reckless.

It meant that while she was sighing as if she couldn't handle it, she also liked it in a way.

"Fine. If you're being that bold, I'd look bad if I didn't accept."

"So you're accepting my deal?"

"Yes. But I'll add one more condition."

"What is it?"

"Cut off your pinky finger right now and give it to me. Then I'll accept the deal."

In the slums filled with distrust, the value of a finger was higher than that of a tongue.

Asking for a pinky finger was a common oath in the slums.

"I'll keep the severed finger safe, and on the last day, I'll have a renowned doctor reattach it."

If I couldn't keep my promise, the severed finger would never return.

It meant I would never be able to make promises with my pinky finger for the rest of my life.

That's why in the slums, the pinky finger became an icon of oaths.

"You showed quite a bold ambition, surely you're not saying you can't even do this much?"

"Haha...!"

I laughed awkwardly.

Seeing my reaction, disappointment was evident in Hyesha's expression.

It seemed like she thought I was all talk and no action.

But the reason I was hesitating was different.

It wasn't because I was burdened by cutting off my pinky finger.

"If you're afraid to cut it yourself, I'll help you. Or are you a person who's even afraid of cutting off a finger? How pathetic."

"...I'll cut it."

Since she went as far as to berate me, there was no need to hesitate any longer.

Fizz!

I emitted a thin, sharp dagger-shaped current from my index finger.

Without hesitation, I placed it against the finger of my other hand and sliced down.

Blood flowed from the cleanly cut surface as the finger fell.

Hyesha caught the falling pinky finger midair.

"I have received the token of the oath. With this, I accept your deal, now quickly stop the bleeding..."

Splash! Splat!

"Hmm...?"

Hyesha, who had been nodding with her eyes closed, opened them at the sound of objects continuously falling into the pool of blood.

The objects were severed fingers.

My pinky fingers that I was cutting off each time they regenerated.

"Hahaha! My pinky fingers can be duplicated!"

I am invincible, and a troll's regeneration is divine.

I'll string together the severed pinky fingers and make them into anal beads.

When I jokingly said that to counter her provocation, Hyesha's face turned pale.

It was the reaction I wanted, so it felt thrilling.

"Gracious Teacher, if it's alright with you, please do mine as well!"

"Huh...?"
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He was a madman.

My first impression was that he was a stalker. He kept following me around, so I confronted him looking for a fight.

His skills were above average. Even though he seemed to be fighting with unfamiliar combat techniques, he possessed excellent battle sense.

Especially when he wrapped lightning magic around his fist, it sent chills down my spine.

If I hadn't quickly removed my hand from my greatsword, I would have been in serious trouble.

While my fighting spirit surged, fear also crept in.

What if he had been holding an exceptional weapon in his hand?

The more I imagined it, the more frightened I became, but I was confident that I, with my dual swords, was stronger than he was now.

Anyway, just when I thought I was gaining the upper hand by continuously swinging my swords, a troublemaker appeared.

A woman with pitch-black hair, unlike my somewhat dull gray hair.

She had a mysterious aura and a sharp fighting spirit hidden beneath her calmness.

Surprisingly, she parried my sword without even drawing her own from its scabbard.

It meant she had mastered the art of energy projection to an invisible level.

As I assessed the situation, it became clear that the black-haired woman was the stalker's lover.

She apparently couldn't stand by watching him being beaten one-sidedly.

I accepted whoever came at me.

I fought with the woman too, but amazingly, all my techniques were blocked, and I even faced counterattacks.

An encounter with skilled fighters who could overwhelm me.

I wondered why such powerful people had come looking for me.

Suddenly curious, I decided to seriously listen to his story.

Since he seemed to know about my curse, I thought he might offer to cure it.

Sure enough, he proposed a deal with healing as a premise.

I had visited over hundreds of priests and doctors, but there had been no solution.

How could he cure a curse that even high priests couldn't heal?

It would be impossible even if he were a believer chosen by god.

Yet he showed no signs of giving up, so I decided to show him the severity of the curse.

I removed my eyepatch artifact and let the wretched curse run wild.

Pain pierced my brain, but I endured it.

So the man would be terrified and give up on treatment.

However, he instead became more determined and added a radical condition.

He said he would solve my curse, which I hadn't been able to resolve for nearly ten years, in just one month.

Was it bravado? Or was he serious?

Unable to gauge his intentions, I added his pinky finger as an additional condition.

Only then could I see the man's troubled expression.

As expected, he had resistance to the act of mutilating his body.

Given the confidence he had shown so far, I thought he would cut it off without hesitation, but his true self was a feeble fellow.

Feeling disappointed, I snapped at him.

As a result, the man reluctantly showed the act of cutting off his pinky finger.

Since he showed his determination, I should give him corresponding trust.

That's what I thought.

But the wound had already healed, and the man continued to cut off his little finger.

What he had found troubling wasn't the physical damage. It was that his determination might seem weak because of his regenerating finger.

Not understanding his intentions, I had berated him, so the offended man began to do crazy things.

He even uttered the vulgar statement that he would make anal beads for me with his pinky fingers.

"A-anal beads?!"

How could he say such obscene things without hesitation?

My face burned hot, and I couldn't look at him properly.

He must have gone completely mad.

As I was wondering how to scold him, I heard a voice I had heard once before.

The black-haired woman asking him to make some for her too.

I felt like I had encountered beings I should never have met.

***

The day after meeting Hyesha.

Having keenly felt Prah's absence the previous day, I visited Bolmond's forge.

I was curious about how much progress had been made.

Aside from the polymorph, I was curious about the modified form of Prah.

What would it be like to make an already excellent sword even better?

Curiosity was hard to resist.

"What? Kid, how did you get here?"

"I asked other dwarves for directions, and they even guided me here directly."

"Tsk! Just because you helped them once, they're all over you like you're some hero."

"Thanks to that hero, a dwarf who survived the calamity is standing right in front of me."

"I could have returned safely without your help! You brat!"

Bolmond burst out in anger.

But knowing what his future would have been if things had followed their original course...

I just kept smiling.

No matter how much he denied it, the fact that I saved him wouldn't change.

"Tsk! Ptui!"

Seeing my consistent reaction, Bolmond wore a sullen expression.

He was muttering curses under his breath, saying he didn't like it.

"So the reason you came here is to see your beloved sword, right?"

"Yes. My patience isn't good enough to just wait for the results."

"Premature ejaculator."

"That's a bit painful to hear."

As if that wasn't enough, I'd recently been told by Rin and Rene that my pace had gotten faster.

I know the cause. When the iron sword became a holy sword, its sensitivity increased too.

I need to find a solution soon.

"Don't touch anything without my permission."

"Yes, sir."

Bolmond beckoned me to follow him with a flick of his finger.

I followed behind him, entering deeper into the forge.

It felt hot from the outside, but once inside, the heat became even more intense.

It felt like I had come to a volcano rather than a snowy mountain.

"Listen well, youngster. The furnace in my forge doesn't use ordinary fire, but the eternal flame that rises when a phoenix is born."

"Your scale is different."

"Yes, so if you touch something wrong, you might burn not just the forge but the entire village, so as I warned you earlier, don't touch anything."

"Even my sword?"

"Yes! Your sword is already absorbing the phoenix's flame! How did you handle it to make it so greedy..."

Bolmond sighed deeply and shook his head.

He needed flames to operate the furnace, but Prah was absorbing them.

It seemed he wanted to force the flames out, but since it was like his child, it wasn't easy.

Perhaps because I absorb various powers wherever I go and get stronger, Prah also chose to become stronger.

Or else...

[Contractor, just wait. I'll give you a hot night you'll never forget...!]

...it might be absorbing the flames while saying something like that.

I was starting to become afraid of Prah, who had undergone polymorph.

*I wonder if it's not going to show me a burning hammer but a burning scabbard.*

Prah is a weapon born under a dwarf who has sex with swords.

If it had been indoctrinated with their insane customs, it might pounce on me.

And since a swordsman and his sword are one, I can't separate from it.

"Why are you standing there blankly? Hurry up and follow me!"

"I'll follow right away!"

"Tsk! Where did you leave your mind?"

Grumbling, Belmond walked among his works.

The number of weapons and armors placed on the way to his private workshop seemed to exceed thousands.

Among them were weapons I personally coveted, and none had any flaws.

"I don't have any weapons to give you. Don't eye them."

"As if I would covet other weapons when my sword is so jealous?"

"Yet you're the bastard who always takes something, just like now."

My wrist was caught as I reached for a tiny dagger.

I thought I could take at least one small one, but it's a shame.

"Even if lava enters my eyes, I won't hand over my children to others. Be satisfied that my daughter has chosen you."

"Fine, I understand."

The weapons lined up along the way were all masterpieces and children that Bolmond had created throughout his life.

Each one was beautifully crafted, and I could fully understand if someone said the creator was the king of dwarves.

That's probably why I coveted them more.

*Well, Prah alone is already a weapon beyond my station.*

Moreover, Prah wasn't a completed sword.

It grows stronger as it absorbs demonic swords scattered around the world.

Its current performance is already terrifyingly strong, yet it's still growing.

Plus, although it occasionally says unnecessary things, it keeps me company so I'm not lonely.

*Hmm...? At this rate, it's almost...*

No, it's a sword.

How could I take Prah as a spouse? I'm not a sword maniac.

Let me calm down and clear my mind by looking at other weapons.

"Hey, you rascal! Just because you got a human body, you're openly advertising! Advertising!"

Before entering the workshop.

While I was visually examining other weapons.

Bolmond, who had entered the workshop, was shouting and arguing with someone.

From the content of the conversation, I could roughly guess who he was talking to.

I wondered what Prah, who had gained the long-desired polymorph ability, would look like.

I peeked my head out from behind sturdy Bolmond's back.

And made eye contact with the woman behind his shoulder.

Black hair reaching her shoulders, tied in a low ponytail.

Peculiarly, the black hair gradually turned red towards the bottom.

Her face was slender and beautiful, with sharp eyes and long eyelids.

Unlike Rin and Rene with their youthful faces, she had a mature charm.

She wore a tank top that revealed her navel clearly, and leggings that clung to her legs.

Familiar red runes were engraved on her iliac line below her navel.

Her chest was relatively perky, showing cleavage and curves.

If she bent her legs slightly, it seemed like the underside of her breasts would be visible.

An appearance that would naturally make one stare if they lost focus.

But her identity was undoubtedly Prah.

That's because she was currently making a circle with her index and thumb fingers, sticking out her tongue and licking it.

"Whew...!"

To think she would try to seduce me as soon as she became human.

I wanted to scold her harshly, but it seemed unnecessary.

There was someone who reacted more intensely to her behavior than I did.

"You... you've really gone mad!"

"Ah! Father, this isn't what it looks like...!"

"Now that your master has arrived, you have no shame! Why? Why don't you just pour molten metal down there while you're at it?"

After absorbing the phoenix's flame, Prah's personality had become even more fiery.

At the same time, it had become a fire-attribute filial demonic sword.
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Meeting Prahf again could be defined in one word: hollow.

When I first met her eyes, it's a blow to my pride to admit, but I was honestly excited.

Among all the women I'd met so far, none except Breeze gave me that mature feeling.

And even with Breeze, since she was a widow, I honestly had to deal with a sense of guilt when approaching her.

Above all, she didn't give off a leading impression.

In contrast, Prahf's appearance had a strong dominant vibe.

Her funky and uniquely cheerful appearance stimulated men's hearts.

She seemed like someone who would tease you but still comfort you well when you leaned on her.

If she had fans, they would be numerous regardless of gender.

The thought that such a charming woman was mine made me feel strangely elated.

But that sentiment didn't last long.

Bolmond's hammer struck Prahf's head, shattering my fantasy.

As a bump formed on her head, she was dragged away by her father, who claimed her modifications weren't complete yet.

She went from being a cool older sister figure to a tomboy girl, and my heart stopped racing.

Prahf was still Prahf after all.

Anyway, it seemed I needed more time to meet the complete version of Prahf.

It looked like there were still many parts that needed modification.

I decided to leave her with Bolmond and exited the forge.

I had achieved my goal of checking the progress of the work.

Moreover, since I had also seen Prahf, there was no need to stay at the forge any longer.

Coming out to the street, I turned my steps toward our assigned lodgings.

Today again, Rene and the Rin siblings were absent.

What were they plotting somewhere without my knowledge?

I was curious but let it slide this time.

Sometimes not knowing heightens the anticipation.

Above all, I'm not their guardian. I had no particular intention to restrict them as long as there were no signs of NTR.

"Bro."

"Hm? What is it? Weren't you supposed to follow your sister?"

"I was going to, but the atmosphere between those two seemed off. I felt like I'd just be in the way if I tagged along."

"...Is that so?"

"Aren't you going to ask what the sisters are doing?"

"Even if I asked, I don't think they'd tell me."

"You really have a different level of perception compared to Bern."

I shrugged my shoulders.

Bern's greatest flaw despite having everything else: perception.

If he had been someone who could quickly read the atmosphere and make the right judgments, he wouldn't have reached a bad ending.

If you have a stubborn personality, you should at least have some perception, but he lacked even that, which was his downfall.

"So you called me to provoke my curiosity?"

"No, I called you for something else."

"What is it?"

"There's someone I want to introduce you to."

"Do you have a girlfriend among the dwarves or something?"

"No way. I want to be buried properly when I die, not become someone's weapon."

"So you knew about the dwarves' customs too..."

He could have told me when I asked about dwarves.

If he had, I wouldn't have attended that funeral.

"So who is this person you want to introduce me to?"

"Just follow me."

Did he make a friend his age while I was busy with other matters?

Though he looks young, his inner self is hundreds of years old, so it's hard to imagine him becoming friends with someone his apparent age.

And it's equally difficult to imagine him becoming friends with a dwarf uncle because of his appearance.

I was very curious about who Lewen wanted to introduce me to, so I followed him.

An alley full of debris that hadn't been fully restored.

Following the dark path, there was a building that came into view.

A building like those often seen in Western movies.

Opening the cowboy doors wide and entering, there were oak barrels scattered everywhere instead of tables.

Dwarves sat on smaller oak barrels, sipping their drinks.

"This way!"

Even after entering the tavern, Lewen's footsteps didn't stop.

He passed the counter where the bartender was and flung open the door behind it.

I wondered if such recklessness was acceptable?

I was concerned, but no one stopped or even commented on Lewen's actions.

As I hesitantly entered through the door, the smell of leather hit my nose, a scent that couldn't be detected in the tavern.

Meanwhile, Lewen, who had gone inside, was standing next to a dwarf with a white beard that reached down to his waist.

Judging by his appearance alone, he reminded me of a dwarf sage from classic fantasy movies.

However, seeing the various tanning tools in the leather apron pocket, he was undoubtedly a leatherworker, not a sage.

"Lewen, is this young man the one you wanted to introduce?"

"That's right."

"Hehehe! Quite a sturdy lad, I see."

I thought I had become somewhat of a celebrity in the dwarf village, but it seems not all dwarves knew me.

His straightforward reaction to me was evidence of that.

"Bro, let me introduce you. This is Master Chester, the best leatherworker among the dwarves."

"Ah, hello."

"Welcome to my workshop, human child."

Clap clap!

When Master Chester clapped his hands twice, the bartender behind the door brought three teacups on a tray.

It seemed this place was both a tavern and Chester's workshop.

It was an unusual structure, but on the other hand, it had the romance of a master's hidden workshop.

"Lewen, why did you introduce Master Chester to me?"

"Since your clothes and protective gear have become rags, I brought you here to replace them."

Indeed, the leather clothes I was wearing were tattered in various places.

Marks from claw tears, burn marks, ice spear tears, and more.

I had never replaced my damaged armor despite fighting numerous enemies.

"I've been living carelessly..."

Although my dependence on armor had decreased after gaining the troll's regeneration ability, that didn't mean it was unnecessary.

I'm still human, so I feel cold and heat, and severe injuries like having an arm cut off were hard to endure even with pain resistance.

"I appreciate it, but you could have told me your purpose from the beginning."

"It's more fun to keep it hidden until the end. Besides, there's another reason I brought you here."

"What is it?"

"Aren't you curious how a mere kid like me became friends with such a warm-hearted old man in just a few days?"

"That is a bit curious, actually."

No matter how sociable Lewen was, it wouldn't have been easy for someone too young to drink to become friends with a dwarf uncle.

Moreover, while I could understand accessing the outskirts of the village tavern, entering a hidden workshop within the tavern would have been difficult.

Despite this, the fact that he became friends with Master Chester suggests there must have been some connection between the two before the regression.

However, what bothered me was that this story could only hold true under the premise that Lewen had revealed his identity as a regressor and that Chester had accepted it.

"The reason is simple. Master Chester is the Sage of Truth."

I thought only his appearance was like that, but he really was a sage.

So this great being known as the Sage of Truth also works as a leatherworker?

I stared at Master Chester with wide eyes.

If he was a sage who had left the chaotic world to live in seclusion in the village, it would make sense.

"As the Sage of Truth, have you comprehended all the principles of the world?"

"Hehehe! Not to that extent. No one in the world, including myself, has reached the truth. The world is a well, and we are all frogs living in it. I am merely a frog who has climbed a bit higher on the inner wall of the well than others."

Master Chester showed a humble attitude as he stroked his beard.

Despite being a sage who could receive the utmost respect wherever he went, he objectively evaluated and humbled himself.

On the other hand, his words carried a profound weight.

"So the title of Sage of Truth is actually too much for me. I'm just an old man who works with leather. Hehehe!"

"You may say that, but the way you've been looking at me since earlier feels like you're seeing right through me."

"You're a perceptive child. I apologize if it made you uncomfortable. It's an innate ability that activates just by looking at others."

Master Chester closed his right eye slightly.

With that, the ripples in space that had been present throughout my body disappeared.

From what I heard, it seemed to be one of his unique abilities.

"It's not an ability that negatively affects the other person, so don't worry. It's just a power to discern what kind of person someone is and their body size."

Master Chester took out a pen and ink from the pocket of his apron and began drawing on a piece of white parchment.

He quickly sketched a human body and jotted down numbers in various places.

At first, I had no idea what he was trying to do. But after seeing the numbers on the human figure in the drawing, I realized.

The owner of the body in the drawing was me.

The height measurement of the body drawn in the blueprint perfectly matched Bern's height as written in the character profile.

"You really did look right through me."

"It's a preliminary survey before work, so I hope you understand. To replace everything from head to toe, I need to take the person's measurements perfectly."

After finishing the drawing, Master Chester took out a knife and began cutting high-quality leather.

His hand movements were at an astonishing level.

However, there was an important point that needed to be addressed.

"I haven't said I want new clothes yet. And I haven't paid either..."

"Lewen has already taken care of the request and the payment."

"What? How would a child have money..."

"Hehehe! You know how to make amusing jokes."

"Bro, why are you acting like this when you know my identity..."

Lewen covered his face with his palm, hitting his forehead.

I was just trying to keep the information hidden until the end, but it seems I embarrassed him.

"So you revealed that you're a regressor."

"I didn't."

"Huh?"

"I recognized it at a glance as soon as I saw him. A warm and clear light-emitting lamp, but the wick of years hidden inside was as thick as mine. Thinking back, it was truly a mysterious spectacle."

"Then, what about me?"

"Hmm..."

Master Chester, who had been working leisurely, suddenly began to sweat profusely.

His expression was filled with perplexity.

Perhaps it's difficult to explain in the case of a possessor?

"It might be better not to hear it, but if you still want to, I'll tell you."

"Yes, I'd love to hear it!"

"...A beautiful and thin veil."

"Ooh!"

As I felt when I heard about Lewen's identity, his expressions had a poetic feel.

It was pleasant to the ear, to the point of comfort.

In the midst of this, my beginning was described as a beautiful veil. I was already looking forward to what would follow.

"When I lifted the veil and looked inside... there was only a pitch-black abyss like lacquer."

"What...?"

This is discrimination.
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"W-what do you mean by 'abyss'? What are you talking about?"

"It means exactly what it sounds like—darkness without end."

"Do you know what that means?"

"Hahaha!"

Master Chester didn't answer but let out a hearty laugh instead.

I brightened with hope that he might know the meaning of the abyss, but—

"I don't know. To be honest, this is my first time encountering something like this, and it's rather frightening."

The sage shook his head and took a step back.

Is this how all vessel hosts are treated?

But then again, his ability to understand even my personality had led him to this "abyss" conclusion.

A rather unsettling result to accept.

"Don't worry too much about it. At least it's the cleanest and purest abyss I've ever seen in my lifetime."

"Is that supposed to be a compliment?"

"That depends on how you interpret and receive it."

"...I suppose so."

Maybe it's something like pure evil.

In the end, the fact that I'm evil remains unchanged.

Actually, just looking at Chaos wagging its tail in my shadow since a moment ago, the answer was already clear.

Strange. My position was supposed to be that of a sub-male lead who escaped from the Academy.

Yet my identity seemed to be shifting closer to that of a Demon King.

"Anyway, it will take about a day to craft suitable clothes and armor for you, so come back later."

"Ah, wait...!"

"Is there something else you'd like to ask?"

"Yes. There's no clear name for it, but it's a power used by ancient demons..."

I had an image similar to the abyss in mind.

During my mock battle with Leviathan, I witnessed a power that created something from nothing.

Since I was supposedly favored by the fundamental being of such absolute power, I wanted to know more.

But Leviathan kept postponing her answers, saying I would understand as time passed.

I had no choice but to find out for myself.

Thinking that the knowledgeable sage might know, I explained what happened and asked.

"Unfortunately, nothing comes to mind."

"I see..."

"But I'm not completely without a guess. In my prime, when I traveled the world with my companions, we happened to discover an ancient ruin. I recall hearing about an inscription on a stone tablet there that mentioned 'the realm of nothingness.'"

"I would be grateful if you could tell me more about that story!"

"Sadly, someone else interpreted the tablet. I'd love to tell you the contents, but it's impossible unless you speak to that person directly."

"Could you tell me who it is?"

"Morks. An elf who loved the forest and was a Barbarian Warrior of the Great Earth Mother."

For a moment, the image of an elf didn't match with that of a barbarian warrior.

But after recalling what elves in this world were like, I finally nodded in understanding.

Considering the average build of female elves, they could indeed be called barbarian warriors.

"You should go find Morks and ask about the tablet. After all these years, she's probably resting comfortably in a cottage like me."

"I understand."

It seems I'll need to visit the elven forest again soon.

I wonder how Marianne is doing?

The day of our reunion isn't far off.

"Do you have any other questions?"

"Would you happen to know Ignite's—I mean, the Red Dragon's weakness?"

"If you strike or stab the pinkish scale among the red ones about 10cm above the wing joint, that should do it."

"Ah! I see..."

Master Chester knew suspiciously much about Red Dragons.

Perhaps it's because he's the Sage of Truth.

But why can he readily tell me about the Red Dragon's weakness yet can't analyze me?

This world is truly difficult to comprehend.

"Feel free to ask anything."

"Do you know the locations of the Four Perils?"

"Two of them have long since departed from this world. Qiongqi is in seclusion in an underwater cave beneath the southern sea of the continent. As for the remaining one..."

Master Chester lowered his gaze to stare intently at my shadow before smirking.

He seemed to know even Chaos's location.

I was about to ask how much he knew, but I caught myself.

"It's perfectly hidden, so I have no idea where it is."

"Ah..."

He clearly knew, yet he deliberately turned a blind eye.

I realized he was being considerate of my situation.

He must also know that Chaos was the culprit who massacred his kind.

Even if everything were revealed here, I wouldn't be able to say anything, but Master Chester chose to overlook it.

I wanted to ask why, but doing so now would be like kicking away his consideration.

"Do you have any other questions?"

"Could I know the locations of the dungeons where ancient demons live?"

"I'll send you a map through Lewen later."

"Could you also mark the locations of the fragmented Demonic Swords?"

"Of course, though there's one place I couldn't pinpoint. You'll have to find that one on your own."

While it was disappointing, knowing the locations of the other Demonic Swords was already a significant gain.

With reduced travel time, I'd have more time to train myself.

"I'd like to know exactly when evening primroses bloom."

"If you're using them for medicine, five days from now would be the best time."

"Am I crazy?"

"There's a doctor in Florence Village who's unparalleled in mental health. Go get a diagnosis there."

Master Chester sharply countered the joke I had casually thrown.

He was an opponent I could never beat in wit.

I had just wanted to satisfy my curiosity before leaving.

But Master Chester paused his leather cutting and raised his index finger.

"By convention, this will be your last question. Choose wisely."

"The last one...?"

"It's unavoidable as it goes against the truth too much."

The last question.

What did I want to know the most?

A way to return to my original world? A means to become stronger than Ignite? A shortcut to living happily?

There was much I wanted to know, but few opportunities.

As I pondered what would be most helpful to ask, I finally made my decision and spoke.

I hope my choice wasn't wrong.

***

The time has come.

All preparations are perfect.

After more than dozens of hours of work, I've obtained the finest body with no problematic areas.

The only regret is that I showed a new appearance just a day ago.

But even that was merely a preview, so Prah could easily move past it.

The true pleasure begins now.

'I can sense the contractor beyond this door.'

With the anticipation of reunion just beyond the door, Prah took a short deep breath to shake off the tension and grabbed the doorknob.

Creeeeak—!

Before the door fully opened, she squeezed through the gap and spread her arms wide.

"Applaud, contractor! I have returned with a human body!"

But Bern wasn't in the room.

Even the presence that had been distinctly felt just 10 seconds ago had dispersed like fog.

As Prah was taken aback by the unexpected scene—

Clap, clap, clap—!

Hearing applause from behind, she turned her head.

Next to the half-opened door, Bern was clapping his hands.

How did he erase his presence and when did he get there?

Prah was curious, but that wasn't the important point.

"Contractor, are you prepared?"

"Prepared?"

"You've borrowed numerous powers from me without paying any price. Do you know why I haven't demanded payment? It was for this moment! The moment when our gazes finally meet as equals!"

When they became the same kind of human through polymorphism.

Prah had been accumulating the debt to compensate with something else.

As part of that plan, even though it was early, she intended to push him onto the bed.

"...Yes, I vaguely suspected you had such intentions."

"You knew?"

Bern silently nodded and approached.

Coming close, he grabbed Prah's chin and pulled sharply.

"You were planning to use the wish you won from our bet to override my refusal, weren't you?"

"So you figured that out too. By the way, contractor, your demeanor and personality seem quite different today...?"

"I've discovered a truth I shouldn't have known."

"What on earth did you hear to make you like this?"

"The method to become a Grand Sword Master."

Bern released his hand from Prah and walked to the bed.

"Grand Sword Masters, of whom only five are said to have existed in history. Honestly, I was puzzled. Considering Rin's level, it wouldn't be strange to call her a Grand Sword Master. Yet she remains a Sword Master. I was curious about the reason, and then I heard a completely unexpected answer."

Bern paused briefly.

Then, with a deep sigh, he shared what he had heard.

"Mind-Sword Union isn't about reaching a certain level—it's about spending a passionate night with your beloved sword. That's the prerequisite."

"...That's correct."

As Bern said, the reason there were so few Grand Sword Masters was quite simple.

All past Grand Sword Masters had unusual sexual preferences, loving only their swords.

"Does bringing this up mean you're prepared?"

"If you can't avoid it, might as well enjoy it, right?"

"Excellent."

That night, it's said that the sound of swords clashing could be heard continuously from the inn where they were staying.
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Obviously, just having a sword doesn't make you a Grand Sword Master.

If that were the case, every swordsman in the world would be walking around with a sword attached to them.

It was merely one of the conditions for reaching a higher realm.

I had only just taken my first step.

"Do you regret it?"

"No, my feelings are complicated, but I don't regret it. Besides..."

Prah lay on her side, looking up at me.

Her bronze skin in the lamplight looked like bittersweet chocolate.

Enough to evoke the desire to lick it.

Did she notice my gaze?

Prah grinned and slightly lowered the blanket covering her body.

Her firm upper chest and tempting cleavage were revealed.

"Hmph! Contractor, you want to do more with this body, don't you?"

"You seem quite relaxed. Just a few minutes ago, you were panting heavily, claiming this kind of pleasure was your first time."

"T-that's because I'm not used to a human body, and it was my first time engaging in male-female intercourse!"

"Then what about declaring defeat pathetically during the act, saying you couldn't win against the Holy Sword?"

"Of course I can't win against the Holy Sword in sexual activities!"

The meaning of "Holy Sword" I had in mind was slightly different, but I decided to let it slide.

"Anyway, as a third-rate sword, you're still too early to seduce me."

"Th-third-rate sword?! Are you finished talking?!"

As Prah lunged at me in anger, I held her back by pressing one hand firmly against her face.

I was about to reinforce the fact that she was third-rate, but—

Tap-tap! Tap-tap!

I was forced to restrain myself by a crow repeatedly pecking at the window from outside.

"Calm down and stay still."

The crow was in a decayed, corpse-like state—a zombie crow. I immediately knew who had sent it.

It must be Hades, who had recently sent me a troll's ring.

I appreciated it, but honestly, I was uncomfortable with her pretending to be innocent while wearing human skin.

The cause was me, who had told her to go make money.

But who would have known she'd degrade herself as a female like that to earn money...

I couldn't express in words how it felt to have my rival return as a female.

"Another messenger. That skeleton sends you letters quite frequently."

"She's a Demi-lich under my control. It's not wrong, but the frequency has increased lately."

"If my memory serves me right, she wanted you to attend an event called a handshaking meeting?"

"Exactly. This message is about that too."

Skimming through the letter attached to the crow's leg, it was encouraging me to participate.

She had sent a letter with the same content recently, and now she was sending another without getting tired of it.

"What are you planning to do?"

"What do you mean? Obviously, I'll decline..."

Just as I was about to answer without even looking at Prah, I noticed the latter part of the letter.

I couldn't continue speaking, and even my shadow began to ripple and fluctuate.

"...I'll have to attend this one."

"Hmm? What did you see that made you change your mind?"

Prah crawled out of bed and clung to me, resting her chin on my shoulder.

Ignoring the fact that her chest was pressed against my back, she began reading the letter over my shoulder.

A grown woman pressing her naked body against a man without any shame.

As expected of a Demonic Sword, she showed no feminine embarrassment whatsoever.

"Oh! It seems something you've been wanting has flowed into her possession."

"That's right. My prediction that it would go to the Capital was completely wrong."

The latter part of the letter was simply a list of tributes to be presented to me.

It was like a collection of gifts waiting to entice me.

Unfortunately, I wasn't someone who could be swayed by gifts, but—

[Full Moon Stone]

Among the tributes was something I needed, making it impossible to ignore.

The stone of many uses that both Chaos and Hyesha needed.

What should have been the prize for winning the Martial Arts Festival had somehow flowed into Hades' possession.

"Was it the dwarf who stole the Full Moon Stone also Skeljjang...?"

"Suke-chan."

"Right! Was it that guy you called Suke-chan?"

"It's highly likely."

The world has truly gone to hell.

The content is an undead archmage lich, yet people unknowingly offer all sorts of valuables.

Though I'm saying this, I just spent a passionate night with a woman who was actually a Demonic Sword.

It was the pot calling the kettle black, so I didn't voice any complaints.

"Well, our next destination is decided."

"Are you planning to go to the lich's handshaking meeting?"

"I have to. To achieve my goal..."

I was already sighing at the situation.

***

"Perfect!"

Kang Jun-hyeok exclaimed while looking at himself in the full-length mirror.

Stylishly dressed, he was quite satisfied with his appearance.

Being naturally handsome, Jun-hyeok looked good in any outfit or hairstyle.

It wasn't for nothing that people said looks complete fashion.

"This outfit will be perfect for Hades' handshaking meeting."

His efforts of trying on various clothes and styling his hair were all for one person only.

The most outstanding woman sweeping across the kingdom and even the entire continent.

Hades the Lurdibinche, commonly known as Hades—he wanted to impress her.

"I'll show that I'm superior to every man who comes there."

Looks, strength, and affection—Jun-hyeok was confident he wouldn't lose to anyone in any aspect.

"I've given up events with heroines and artifacts for this handshaking meeting, but it's fine."

If he could win over the world-renowned Hades, he would have essentially succeeded halfway.

Jun-hyeok had a definite method to conquer other women besides Hades.

He firmly trusted the knowledge from before his possession.

"I can approach the other heroines step by step."

Jun-hyeok loosened the clothes he planned to wear to the handshaking meeting and took a breath.

Even the act of removing his tie looked stylish, and while he was satisfied with himself again, a sudden anxiety crossed his mind.

"What if she already has another man...?"

Although Hades was widely celebrated as everyone's idol, no one knew about her private life.

The beautiful girl was so veiled in mystery that not a single person claimed to have encountered her on the street.

He suspected that such a Hades might be deeply in love with another man, dating him secretly.

"Tsk!"

Jun-hyeok clicked his tongue, clearly expressing his dissatisfaction.

Though it wasn't confirmed, just imagining it soured his mood considerably.

Jun-hyeok furrowed his brow and tried implementing a new magic he had mastered.

A location tracking spell he had developed to escape Sherin's obsession.

If he cast it on Hades at the handshaking meeting, he could peek into her private life.

With that thought, Jun-hyeok twisted his lips into a sinister smile.

"Even if Hades has someone she loves, it doesn't matter..."

He could just take her away.

Sherin, who had now become a ticking bomb, was originally Bern's childhood friend whom he loved.

He had precedent in making her his own, so why couldn't he do it again?

With his handsome appearance and limitless talent, he was the protagonist's body.

Judging that any man in the world would be inferior compared to him, he smiled confidently.

Meanwhile, there was one gaze watching him from a distance.

It was Sherin, who couldn't approach due to the location tracking spell and could only observe from afar.

Just as Jun-hyeok had developed a new spell to avoid Sherin,

Sherin had awakened a new ability to watch him from anywhere.

Clairvoyance, an ability usually obtained by archers of high caliber, had ironically been mastered by Sherin as well.

This showed how her feelings for Jun-hyeok had transformed into something fanatical.

"How cute, our Jun-hyeok..."

From the academy rooftop, Sherin was observing every move of her beloved.

She was fondling a necklace she believed was given by God.

A cold awl at her fingertips.

Caressing it gently as if it were precious, Sherin wore an ecstatic smile.

Imagining the moment she would thrust the ice awl into her beloved's broad chest,

Sherin, like Jun-hyeok, was letting out an evil laugh.

"The day Jun-hyeok and I will be united is approaching, isn't it? Ahahahaha!"

And so, the handshaking meeting, which was expected to become a battlefield, was rapidly approaching.
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I can see the man's clothes are new. What do you think?"

"I didn't expect them to be this good..."

My new armor, completed in just a single day.

Even for something crafted by a master, I hadn't expected much due to the short production time.

However, the leather coat and protective gear Master Chester made for me were much lighter yet thicker than what I'd been using before.

The length was tailored perfectly to my measurements, and it maintained a consistent body temperature through either heating or ventilation depending on the surrounding environment.

"Five layers of enchantment on leather..."

"Did you think Master Chester would give you ordinary leather clothes?"

"No, as the Sage of Truth, this level of enchantment must be nothing to him. I'm just amazed he made something like this overnight."

Just making the top would have been impressive enough, but he also completed the bottoms and all the small protective pieces in just one day.

And it wasn't like the quality suffered either.

Everything from the stitching to the enchantments was perfect.

To be honest, it felt less like wearing clothes and more like having artifacts all over my body.

"Well, he has craftsmanship rivaling the Dwarf King. It's only natural."

"How did you come to know such an amazing person?"

"We met while I was wandering here and there in my later years and shared some drinks. Though it's our first meeting in this timeline, he's someone with excellent judgment, so we became friends quickly."

"I see."

I had the disadvantage of not knowing anyone outside the characters from Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator.

Considering most of them were people from the Academy, I had essentially given up this advantage from the start.

The world is vast, filled with outstanding individuals.

Lewen, who had built countless relationships through his regressions, was excellent at compensating for what I lacked.

In fact, Master Chester was a noble person who had never been mentioned in Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator.

Without Lewen, I would have passed by this connection for my entire life.

"Thank you. Thanks to you, I got to meet a good person."

"Don't mention it. I finally feel at ease now that I've been properly helpful to you."

"You were worried about that?"

"How could I not worry when I'm always just watching from behind? With a body that can barely hold a sword, I can't fight, so all I can do is offer advice."

"Your advice alone is enough for me."

"You might be fine with it, but I'm not comfortable with that."

Lewen waved his hand dismissively.

Unlike Lin and Rene, he hadn't been able to help directly, so it seems he'd been quite troubled by it.

"By the way, what did you give Master Chester as payment that made him refuse money?"

"I traded some information that even the Sage didn't know."

"What kind of information?"

"It's nothing interesting to hear about. Do you still want to know?"

"I'm curious."

"There's a vampire named Matilda that Master Chester has been in love with for a long time. I gave him little details like her favorite foods, her three sizes, things like that."

So even a Sage is still a man.

I never expected someone would trade such excellent equipment for information about a crush.

He must truly love this woman Matilda.

"...Wait a minute. How do you know a vampire's three sizes?"

As soon as I finished speaking, Lewen subtly avoided my gaze.

That evasive behavior could only mean one thing.

This guy's a player too?

There was an alpha male rivaling Kang Jun-hyeok right in front of me.

***

Our business in the Dwarf village was completely finished.

We rescued the Dwarf King who was scheduled to go missing, and repaired Polymorph's demonic sword, which Prah fully absorbed.

Not only did I get a new weapon, but also new armor and a new goal.

To lift Hyesha's curse and secure the demonic swords scattered throughout the world.

And personally, I was aiming for an even higher level.

*I should aim for Grand Sword Master, a level even Kang Jun-hyeok couldn't reach...*

If I reach that level, I believe I won't fall behind even if I have to fight Kang Jun-hyeok in the distant future.

[Yes! Didn't you mix bodies with me to become the greatest swordsman? You can do it!]

*Strange. The world of Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator that I knew wasn't this kind of sexual fantasy...*

At some point, the world had become filled with strange sexual desires.

Liches and dragons, who were known as powerhouses in the fantasy world, either turned into beautiful girls or lusted after their daughter's fiancé.

Elves, dwarves, and snow women all had strange customs.

And I experienced something with a sword that even Kang Jun-hyeok had never experienced.

If there was any consolation, it was that I could do it in human form through Polymorph.

I'm grateful I could maintain at least some dignity.

[Is it because I received my contractor's essence? My sword body feels smoother than yesterday! So, contractor, let's share our love deeply again tonight!]

*Please let it go for today...*

Having left the Dwarf village, I was now heading to the town where Hades' handshake meeting would be held.

I was going to receive the Full Moon Stone and various artifacts she had prepared for me.

I could have received them via crow delivery like Troll's bracelet, but there was a possibility of damage, so I preferred to receive them in person.

Anyway, for that reason, my companions and I were riding in a carriage provided by the dwarves, and we were planning to camp tonight.

And in the midst of this, spend a passionate night with Prah?

The moment Lin and Rene find out, it's over.

It would be difficult to explain that the woman is actually my demonic sword, and even if I told the truth, it would be troublesome.

In the former case, their jealousy would reach the heavens, and in the latter case, they might be disgusted that I could even do it with a demonic sword.

For these reasons, I didn't want to reveal my relationship with Prah to anyone if possible.

"Gracious Teacher? If you're not feeling well, would you like to rest in the luggage compartment?"

"Huh? Ah! I-I'm fine!"

"But still..."

"I'm really fine. I just have something to think about. Don't worry about it."

"Is that so? That's a relief. I thought you were uncomfortable because of my poor carriage-driving skills."

"That's not it. You're actually driving quite well for your first time."

What was truly remarkable was that she was driving the carriage so admirably despite not being able to see ahead.

Even with the ability to sense surroundings through magical power, it was something that couldn't be done without courage.

"Hehe...! It's thanks to Lewen teaching me well."

"Lewen taught you?"

"Yes!"

Among our group, excluding myself, no one should know that Lewen is a regressor.

Yet Lin was openly mentioning that a five-year-old child knew how to drive a carriage.

Shouldn't she find that suspicious?

"Don't you think it's strange that Lewen knows how to drive a carriage?"

"What part of it is strange?"

Lin tilted her head, finding my question puzzling.

Looking back, before she fell for me, she was extremely devoted to her brother.

As someone who wouldn't hesitate to kill for her brother, Lin might not question anything Lewen does.

"It's nothing. Forget I asked."

"Understood!"

Lin, who obediently followed my words, drove the carriage with a bright smile.

Is it because she's sitting next to me on the driver's seat?

She seemed particularly happy today.

"Ah...!"

"What's wrong?"

Lin suddenly stopped the carriage.

She had a serious expression for a moment, but then smiled brightly at me again.

"Gracious Teacher, would it be alright if I go pick some flowers?"

"S-Sure."

"Then please hold the reins until I return!"

Lin jumped off the driver's seat and hurriedly entered the nearby forest.

I was somewhat envious of her showing such a self-centered attitude, strictly following her own will.

I wish I could live comfortably without overthinking things too.

"Sigh...!"

***

"Is that guy for sure?"

"Definitely, just like in the wanted poster."

A pair of assassins alternately looked at the carriage running along the main road and a parchment.

The two, a man and a woman disguised in white hoods suitable for the snowy region, were scouting from a tree.

Their target was the carriage Bern was riding in.

After identifying the characteristics of the man on the driver's seat, they nodded in confirmation that they had found their target.

"But is it okay to assassinate him now? There seem to be many companions."

"It doesn't matter. If we kill all the witnesses too, that's what assassination is."

"Well, that's true, but there's something that bothers me."

"What is it?"

"I don't understand why the western tribes would spend a fortune to request the killing of someone living in the north."

The two were members of a notorious assassination guild, who had come after receiving a request to assassinate Bern.

"You're too soft. Whatever the circumstances, we just need to complete the request and erase our traces."

"I'm worried we might be messing with the wrong person and putting ourselves in danger..."

After the incident at Breeze's nest.

Just as Bern was working to defeat the Red Dragon, Ignite was also planning to have Bern killed.

Originally, he had planned to handle it himself, but he gave up after not leaving Breeze's territory for a long time.

Eventually, he returned to his nest and ordered the humans within his territory to eliminate Bern.

The desert tribes who followed Ignite pooled their money and placed a request with the assassination guild.

This led to the dispatch of the current pair of assassins.

"Hey! You're not acting like an elite assassin! Why are you freaking out? Even if our target is a high-ranking person, it's not a problem at all. We won't be identified, and even if we are, the guild will hide us!"

"What I'm worried about is..."

"Argh! If you don't want to do it, stay out of it! I'll do it all myself!"

The assassin took out the bow she had been carrying on her back.

She pulled an arrow from the quiver at her waist and placed it on the bowstring.

Despite the considerable distance to the carriage and the strong wind, she wasn't concerned at all.

What she relied on was her ability—the eyes of a hawk and unerring aim, excellent abilities for assassination.

As long as no one intercepted it, her power boasted a perfect hit rate.

The woman was smiling with satisfaction, certain she would kill her target.

Until the man behind her screamed in horror.

"Eek...!"

"Hey! At least don't interfere...!"

When the woman turned her head, she encountered an unexpected sight.

A large black dog that had emerged from her own shadow.

It had its mouth wide open, large enough to swallow her whole.

"Wha...?"

Crunch-!

In the end, the woman was devoured by the unidentified monster without even being able to utter her last words.

"This is insane! That thing is insane...!"

Meanwhile, the man climbed down from the tree and began to flee frantically.

After seeing his colleague die without any resistance, he ran with only the thought of survival.

Jumping over grass, crossing trees, the man ran desperately.

When he spotted a woodcutter chopping in the distance, he smiled with relief.

*I-I'm saved...!*

He thought he could buy time to escape by throwing the woodcutter to the monster as food.

The man spurred his legs to move harder toward the woodcutter, but...

Swish-!

With the sound of wind passing by, the leaves beside him split in half.

Along with it, a thin line appeared on his neck, and his head fell off at an angle.

"I sensed a strange killing intent from the forest, but I never expected to find someone with such ungrateful thoughts."

In his fading vision, a black-haired woman approached him.

She smiled faintly as she shook the blood off her sword.

The man thought it was undoubtedly his own blood.

"I won't ask who you are. Go in peace."

"Ah..."

The elite assassins were annihilated in less than a minute.

The reason for their failure lay in their insufficient intelligence.

Had they known their assassination target was someone revered by beings whose limits couldn't be gauged, they wouldn't have even attempted the assassination.

But not knowing the truth, they died in vain.

*I must reflect on this incident. To think I didn't detect the assassins earlier...! If the assassin had been an archer, Gracious Teacher might have...*

He might have only realized the enemy's presence after being attacked.

Crunch-!

Lin ground her molars, unable to contain her disappointment in herself.

As she was deeply reflecting on her mistake and about to return to the carriage...

"Whine...!"

At the sound of a puppy's cry, Lin quickly turned her head.

A puppy was poking the head of the man she had killed with its front paws, licking its lips as if disappointed.

With her hand on her sword hilt, ready to cut it down at any moment, she made eye contact with the puppy.

"Hmm...?"

"Woof?"

The Blind Sword Saint and Chaos felt a strangely kindred connection.
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"I'm back."

"Welcome back. You took a long—ack?!"

Lin had gone to pick flowers and returned, but for some reason, her body was covered in wounds.

Scratches, shallow bite marks, and her skin was covered with dirt and leaves.

No matter how you looked at it, she appeared to have returned from a war rather than flower picking.

"What happened to you?"

"Nothing special."

"Nothing special my foot! You're covered in wounds!"

She should at least try to lie convincingly.

It was obvious she had been in a battle, yet Lin's attempt to pretend otherwise was quite a sight.

As I was contemplating whether to keep pressing her until she told the truth, Lewen poked his head out from the tent.

Quickly assessing the situation, unlike me, he spoke in a menacingly calm voice.

"Sis? How did you get hurt like that?"

"Lewen, this is just...!"

"Tell me the truth. Otherwise, I'm going to get seriously angry."

"Ugh...! The truth is..."

With Lewen joining in the questioning, Lin finally opened up.

According to her, she encountered a black dog while picking flowers.

And for some reason, she had a feeling it was an enemy, so she fought it and got injured.

"A dog that could injure you, sis...?"

"Bern, could it be that monster dog we met at the mine?"

"That's impossible. Didn't Gracious Teacher deal with it personally?"

"Y-yeah, that's right."

Sorry, but it was perfectly alive and hiding in my shadow.

"Besides, it looked quite different from the monster we saw then. It was much smaller and cuter... which annoyed me a bit."

"So you dealt with it?"

"I lost it during the intense fight. For some reason, it retreated obediently."

I had a slight suspicion.

I was about to go look for Lin myself when she didn't return after waiting for a long time.

It seemed Chaos noticed my intention and fled.

*Could she really have fought with Chaos?*

This was a serious matter. I had strictly forbidden Chaos from attacking anyone without my permission.

In other words, Chaos had broken our contract.

"Sis, now that we know, come here and get treated!"

"Ah, alright."

As Lin left for the luggage compartment, Chaos peeked its face out from the shadow.

Chaos's ear was slightly torn, and its fluffy fur was disheveled.

It had definitely fought with Lin.

As I narrowed my brows in displeasure, Chaos looked up at me pitifully.

"Keeeuung...!"

[It says it's been wronged.]

"How can you be wronged when you broke our contract?"

"Woof! Woof!"

[It says it was self-defense. It was planning to quietly retreat, but the human attacked first.]

"Can you swear that's true on the threat of neutering?"

"...Keeen."

[Actually, it says they both instinctively charged at each other simultaneously.]

"Instinct...? Does that make any sense?"

Lin was human, and while Chaos was a magical beast, it was one of the Four Perils capable of proper thought and action.

For both of them to fight on instinct?

Lin might be one thing, but Chaos couldn't have done that considering our contract.

[This body somewhat understands why they clashed.]

*What is it?*

[As you know, both have the image of loyal dogs. Though their personalities differ, their characteristics are quite similar. Because of that, they probably felt a sense of kinship as soon as they saw each other.]

*Shouldn't that make them get along better?*

[You know one thing but not the other. Two loyal dogs under one master are unnecessary. Only the dog that protects its master first will receive all the affection. Therefore, Chaos and Lin inevitably become competitors.]

*You're saying they instinctively realized this and fought?*

[That seems to be the case.]

*They're both crazy.*

I've heard of animal instincts or women's intuition, but I've never heard of sensing a rival and fighting because of it.

After all, competition with a rival is a phenomenon based on subjective thinking.

I never thought they would instinctively consider each other rivals.

*It feels like I'm carrying a ticking bomb...*

For now, I should keep Lin and Chaos apart.

If they're ever left alone together... I have a feeling an uncontrollable commotion would break out.

***

The Steam City, Ainharden.

Also known as the City of Development, it was the most advanced place in the kingdom.

Along with the magic city of Hendakpin where the Magic Tower was located, it formed the two pillars of unique civilization, pursuing development through coal and steam.

As a result, in Ainharden, one could constantly hear the sounds of steam and turning gears.

"Bern! Bern! Look, that doll is moving by itself!"

"It's a wind-up doll."

"Have you been to this city before, Bern?"

"No, but I've seen one carried by an acquaintance, so I know what it is."

I had lived in an era far more civilized than when wind-up dolls were made.

But since I couldn't tell the truth, I glossed over it with a lie.

"What a fascinating city. Everything I see is unfamiliar."

"That's to be expected. It's known as the most distinctive city in the Holden Kingdom."

"To be so knowledgeable about a place you're visiting for the first time—as expected of Gracious Teacher!"

I waved my hand to stop Lin from praising me.

I knew the details because I had thoroughly read the novel's content and setting guide.

I hadn't done any prior research or information gathering.

Being praised for it just made me feel awkward.

[It's all well and good, but it's so noisy I can't think straight.]

*Just bear with it a little longer.*

Ainharden's level of civilization was close to the modern era.

It was a time when numerous inventors in the village, including Chief Adeson, were contributing to an even higher level of civilization.

That's why the gears and mechanisms in the city were constantly turning without rest.

It was an effort worthy of praise, but sadly, this city would be completely erased by the crazed Breeze Sephiron.

As a result, the kingdom's civilization would regress, and people would become completely dependent on magic.

But the future of destruction had been nullified because of me.

*Now that Breeze's catastrophe has been averted, I wonder what will happen...*

I couldn't gauge how Ainharden would influence the future kingdom.

Still, as someone who despised the Magic Tower for preaching that only magic was humanity's hope,

I wished this city would flourish and shut those Magic Tower brats up.

I never thought the butterfly effect would manifest in this way, but I'm really glad I saved Rene.

Thinking about it made the corners of my mouth twitch upward.

"By the way, is this really our destination?"

"Yes, that seems certain."

I was confident we hadn't come to the wrong place from the moment we entered.

[Ainharden welcomes the visit of this era's greatest cult leader, Hades-chan.]

That was the message on the banner at the entrance.

A lich who voluntarily became undead to reach the pinnacle of magic.

This madman, who refused even the peace of death, had recruited the residents of Ainharden, which was contrary to magic.

Furthermore, he was planning to hold a meet-and-greet here.

I had cautiously asked her if she felt any aversion to this.

And Hades replied...

"About half of Ainharden's residents were presidents of my fan clubs, so I had no choice."

In the time I hadn't seen her, the Demi-lich had transformed into a splendid attention-seeker.

She might have come to prefer chatting with viewers and acting cute over producing undead or researching magic.

And the people of this world were enthusiastic about her without knowing that Hades was a lich who once tried to spread a plague.

Is this really another world?

To be honest, if I had known the other world was this broken, I might have sided with the Demon King earlier.

What kind of battle had she been fighting...?

"There are certainly a lot of people here for the event we're attending tomorrow."

"Such a crowd that even the loud steam noises are drowned out... This Hades person's popularity can't be underestimated."

"Mmm..."

According to Hades, about 10 million people were supporting her.

Considering that the average viewer count for streamers I used to watch was barely 10,000, that's about 1,000 times more.

It wouldn't be an exaggeration to say she was more popular than the Holden King or the Pope, so it wasn't strange that Ainharden was packed with people.

"We can't even sightsee like this. Let's go to the inn we reserved first."

"Yes!"

The teeming crowd was just a convenient excuse.

The real reason was that I found it difficult to watch people fawning over wind-up dolls modeled after Hades's appearance.

Some were even lifting the dolls to check their underwear.

What could I say about humans trying to see a skeleton's panties?

For someone like me who had taken the red pill, it was a sight I could hardly bear to see.

Moreover, in the distance, I spotted Kang Jun-hyeok carrying loads of Hades merchandise, looking delighted.

"...Huh?"

Wait, why is Kang Jun-hyeok here?
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Kang Jun-hyeok is in Ainharden? Why?

I wondered if it was already time for his adventure period, but that was definitely not the case.

Normally, he should spend at least a year at the Academy, but it hadn't even been half a year since I possessed this body.

While there were occasional field trips to places like the Demon World Forest or dungeons, students didn't visit places as far from the Academy as Ainharden.

Yet here I was, seeing Kang Jun-hyeok in this distant land.

[Could you have been mistaken?]

'No, that's impossible.'

I had seen Kang Jun-hyeok's appearance countless times through Adokchoe's illustrations.

For me to mistake him for someone else would be absolutely impossible.

This must mean we've deviated from the original Adokchoe storyline.

My actions must have changed the future, with significant consequences for Kang Jun-hyeok.

And I had a pretty good idea what had brought him to Ainharden.

'It must be because of Hades, right?'

Looking back, there were many predictable elements.

First, the Troll's Transformation Pill.

The elixir that Kang Jun-hyeok was supposed to consume had ended up with me through Hades.

What if Kang Jun-hyeok had offered it as tribute to gain Hades' favor?

The theory was so plausible it gave me chills.

The Demi-lich—a monster I created who had captivated over ten million people with her female form.

Kang Jun-hyeok must be one of those ten million.

[Indeed, I recall seeing him delighted with merchandise related to that lich.]

'I never imagined Kang Jun-hyeok would become a Hades worshipper...'

It wasn't impossible.

Being the type to covet other men's women, he had plenty of reason to pursue her if he didn't know her true identity.

It's awkward to say this about myself, but Hades' appearance was that of an unparalleled beauty you couldn't find anywhere else in the world.

[So what do you plan to do now?]

'I don't have any specific plans... No, that's not true.'

Before my possession, I had no ill feelings toward Kang Jun-hyeok.

But after hearing the extended story from the returner who had experienced it firsthand, my feelings changed.

Bern, who fought for humanity and even taught his techniques to Kang Jun-hyeok.

I could overlook him stealing Bern's childhood friend.

I was more upset with the Pink-Haired Slut than with Kang Jun-hyeok.

But I couldn't forgive Kang Jun-hyeok for executing Bern despite knowing the accusations were false.

'He took everything he could from Bern and then repaid kindness with betrayal, that piece of trash.'

Grind-!

I gritted my teeth and twisted my lips.

I couldn't exactly start a knife fight with Kang Jun-hyeok in this crowded place.

For now, I decided to suppress my anger and devise a proper way to make him pay.

'Sigh, I was a fool to trust the Pink-Haired Slut.'

I even gave her a precious artifact, telling her not to waste her life, but to live it to the fullest.

If the eternal bond effect had been activated, Kang Jun-hyeok wouldn't be here.

It seems I'll have to take revenge on the trash protagonist and the Pink-Haired Slut myself.

'Kang Jun-hyeok, you're first.'

I'll repay Bern's suffering twofold.

***

Among the fan base of over ten million, one hundred elite Suke-chans were chosen by Hades.

The day they had been desperately waiting for had finally arrived.

Hades' handshake event in Ainharden, a city ahead of its time.

Even those not among the chosen ten came to this city to see Hades in person.

In the sea of people, Kang Jun-hyeok stood with a triumphant expression.

'Losers who can't even approach Hades-chan.'

Kang Jun-hyeok was gloating because he was one of the ten people who would get to shake hands with her.

As Hades' popularity soared to the heavens, so did his confidence.

He believed himself invincible and Hades a goddess.

That was what Kang Jun-hyeok thought in his heart.

"Thank you all for waiting!"

On the stage that remained conspicuously empty amidst the teeming crowd, a man walked out holding a staff enchanted with a voice amplification spell.

His face was covered with a skull mask, and Hades' signature hood wrapped around his head.

As soon as people realized he was the host for today's handshake event, all eyes focused on him.

Simultaneously, thunderous cheers erupted from the audience.

"Finally, it's starting!"

"I've been waiting foreeeever!"

"Bring out our High Priestess Hades! Right now!"

"Haha! Everyone's so enthusiastic. Don't worry, our High Priestess is already here!"

As soon as the host finished speaking, people immediately looked around.

The Suke-chans, wanting to be the first to see Hades, began searching earnestly for their idol.

The host wagged his finger at them and clicked his tongue.

"You're all so obtuse. Did you really think our High Priestess would appear in such an ordinary manner?"

"What the fuck, you said she was here!"

"Are you mocking us right now?"

"I'll turn you into a tattered golem! You bastard!"

They worshipped Hades, not the host.

Naturally, they wouldn't let the host's deception slide.

If the situation wasn't resolved quickly, it seemed some people might rush the host.

But the host just kept his mouth shut and grinned.

"This bastard is smiling?"

Finally, an adventurer Suke-chan with anger management issues climbed onto the stage.

As he strode forward to grab the host's collar—

"Kuhuk...?!"

A streak of black lightning pierced his heart.

No one could survive having their heart pierced.

Beyond the falling man, they could see the host with his index finger raised.

"I warned you during the previous broadcast, didn't I? I won't tolerate any disruptions to the handshake event."

Suddenly, the host's husky voice changed to a sweet female voice.

He quickly grabbed his mask and flung it backward.

Surprisingly, his robust physique began to shrink, and his skeletal structure transformed into something more delicate.

Luscious hip bones, beautifully curved collarbones, and an irritatingly lopsided smirk.

The audience couldn't close their mouths at the sight.

For good reason—the person they thought was the host turned out to be none other than Hades, whom they had been waiting for.

"I don't need Suke-chans who can't recognize me and resort to violence first!"

Hades looked down at the cooling corpse of the man with contemptuous eyes.

Those who saw the red-eyed beauty were silent for a moment before reacting even more intensely than before.

"Death beam! Death beam! Death beam!"

"High Priestess! Give me a death beam too...!"

"You're the best! Hades-chan!"

Despite someone dying, the Suke-chans cheered and shouted with enthusiasm.

To them, Hades was more precious than the life of a foolish man.

The man had died trying to lay hands on Hades, so it was self-defense.

Some even envied him, considering death by death beam a form of baptism.

Everyone gathered in Ainharden was, without exception, a die-hard fan of Hades.

In that moment, they thought the kingdom's laws could go to hell—only Hades' word was law.

It's only right to respond to such passionate fans.

Hades changed her expression from contempt to a bright smile directed at the audience.

"There was a small disturbance, but thank you all for coming to my handshake event!"

"Kyeeeeeek!"

"High Priestess! Turn my body into a zombie and my soul into a wraith!"

"I just came without even touching myself..."

The city had become a cauldron of madness just from Hades' appearance.

It was no exaggeration to call it a cult gathering.

However, since Hades sent 30% of the donations to the royal family, there was no interference from the kingdom, let alone friction.

As a Demi-lich who had been through it all, her meticulousness was unparalleled.

"Now I'll officially start the handshake event, so the 100 Suke-chans I've chosen should come up to the stage one by one! Note that any Suke-chans who come up without being chosen will be purified. Be careful, okay?"

"Purification...! Please just kill me with a death beam instead!"

"Idiot! Death beams are rewards!"

According to Hades' broadcast rules, Suke-chans had to think of themselves as undead.

Therefore, purification meant death to the undead, making it the most humiliating punishment for Suke-chans.

Wanting to avoid purification at all costs, exactly one hundred people climbed onto the stage.

Hades looked over the Suke-chans standing in a row with satisfaction.

During this, her gaze stopped momentarily at a certain spot.

It was where Kang Jun-hyeok was standing.

"Huk...!"

Kang Jun-hyeok took a deep breath when he realized her gaze was focused on him.

He tried to avoid eye contact as much as possible while controlling his trembling heart, but—

His pupils shook wildly at Hades' gentle smile.

'Is, is this a green light?!'

Kang Jun-hyeok rejoiced, thinking spring had finally arrived for him.
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People came forward one by one to shake hands with Hades.

Some received the soft yet cool touch with reverence, while others shed tears of emotion.

One person even went so far as to hire a high priest beforehand to cut off and preserve his hand after the handshake.

It was a scene of pure madness, yet not a single person in the crowd frowned upon it.

"Wow! How amazing!"

"A hand that touched the leader...! How can it look so sacred?"

"Sell it to me!"

"Get lost! This is mine!"

Some praised his courage, while others coveted the severed hand.

Everyone seemed to consider hand amputation a reasonable action for a devoted fan.

The scene of madness intensified.

Amidst this atmosphere, Kang Jun-hyeok still couldn't calm his racing heart.

What did Hades' smile directed at him mean?

That question kept circling in Jun-hyeok's mind.

"Suke-chan! Aren't you going to shake hands?"

"Ah! I-I'm sorry!"

"Ahaha! This must be your first time at such an event, so you're quite nervous, aren't you?"

Jun-hyeok bowed his head as he faced Hades, who was grinning.

He had planned to subtly appeal to her for recruitment into his harem, but all his plans were instantly ruined.

Jun-hyeok desperately tried to hide his reddening face, feeling ashamed of his major blunder.

This delayed the handshake session, causing jeers from the audience.

"What are you doing, you idiot!"

"Why are you hesitating! Can't you see people waiting behind you for their chance to shake hands with the leader?"

"If you won't do it, switch places with me!"

Voices urged him to shake hands.

But with his heart still racing, Jun-hyeok couldn't lift his head.

With no other choice, Hades approached Jun-hyeok and whispered quietly in his ear.

"What a cute Suke-chan. Come to the café on Bakery Street 2 when this is over. I'll give you that handshake you missed then."

"Ah...!"

After whispering, Hades skipped the handshake and moved on to the next person.

Meanwhile, Jun-hyeok stood dumbfounded, staring at her back after hearing her voice up close.

The person he had so desperately wanted to meet had just offered to see him privately, away from this public setting.

It seemed impossible unless it was a dream.

But the stinging pain from pinching his cheek taught him that this was reality.

Jun-hyeok's heart began to race once again.

***

"Where could Jun-hyeok be?"

After the handshake event ended, the massive crowd began to leave the city.

The town guards were busy controlling the departing crowd.

If there was ever a perfect time to do something, it was now, which was why the pink-haired woman was darting through the streets.

Sherin had come to Ainharden wearing an expensive invisibility cloak, all to reconnect with Kang Jun-hyeok.

She had confirmed that Jun-hyeok wasn't on today's passenger list for the carriage heading to the Academy.

She was determined to find Jun-hyeok somewhere in the city and stab an ice pick into his abdomen.

*Where is he? Where could he be...?*

Sherin's eyes darted frantically from side to side.

She was so focused on not missing even a glimpse of Jun-hyeok that she failed to notice someone else approaching.

"Oof!"

"Ah! A-are you alright?"

She collided with a woman coming from the right alley.

The woman had been carrying all sorts of ingredients in a paper bag as big as her torso.

Because of this, she couldn't see ahead, resulting in the collision.

Fortunately, the woman carrying the groceries was a sturdy Dragonian, so only Sherin fell down.

"Ugh...!"

"I'm so sorry! Can you stand up?"

A helping hand reached toward Sherin, who had fallen backward. Sherin swatted it away, refusing the help.

She got up on her own and scowled deeply.

Her eyes turned vicious, as if she could grind someone to dust at any moment.

"Hey! Can't you watch where you're going?"

"I-I'm sorry! I had so many groceries that I couldn't see ahead!"

"Are you seriously trying to make excuses?"

Despite being partly at fault herself, Sherin was lashing out.

Already on edge, colliding with Rene had caused her to explode.

She finally burst out yelling and began to berate Rene.

"Why don't you try saying the same thing after running someone over with a carriage?"

"That would never happen! I don't even know how to drive a carriage... Ow!"

"Because your body is unnecessarily hard like a carriage, I'm the only one who fell, and even the heel of my shoe broke!"

Sherin repeatedly jabbed her finger into Rene's forehead, pushing her back.

Though Rene had the strength to resist, she accepted the abuse, believing it was her fault.

Sensing Rene's gentle nature, Sherin's sadistic tendencies flared up even more.

"I'm sorry...!"

"Do you think saying sorry fixes anything? What are you going to do about my broken shoe and injuries?"

"I'll compensate you for the treatment costs and the shoes!"

"Do you even know how much my shoes cost before making such promises? Unless you sell your body in a brothel, someone like you could never pay it back in a lifetime!"

"That's fine! I have enough money to pay you back!"

Sherin, who had been irritated by Rene's beautiful appearance, had subtly brought up prostitution to put her down. However, Rene showed no concern and confidently expressed her willingness to compensate.

*Is she from a wealthy family?*

A woman blessed with both wealth and beauty.

Sherin's jealousy began to grow.

She had been born as a farmer's daughter in the unremarkable Northern Region and had never lived a wealthy life.

She had taken pride in her decent face and beautiful figure, but even that was now lost.

Her once-proud bosom had long disappeared, and while her face remained the same, her bare scalp was a glaring flaw.

Moreover, the lover Sherin had cherished had fallen head over heels for Hades and abandoned her.

In the midst of all this, encountering someone like Rene—rich and beautiful—was more than she could bear.

"Ten thousand gold."

"P-pardon...?"

"Ten thousand gold! For the shoes and treatment costs!"

In reality, the shoes weren't worth even three gold, and the injury was so minor that treatment wasn't necessary.

Moreover, Sherin herself was a priest, so she could heal herself even if she had sustained serious injuries.

Demanding ten thousand gold was purely out of malice.

"W-wait a moment!"

Anyone else would have been outraged at such an amount, asking if she was insane.

After all, ten thousand gold was enough to buy several houses and still have money left over.

However, Rene, who wasn't very familiar with human society, believed Sherin's words.

While she had some doubts, she had heard that there were indeed high-end shoes worth ten thousand gold.

Rene quickly opened her money pouch to check her remaining balance.

"I-I'm sorry, but to pay such a large sum, I need to get approval from someone else. Could you wait a moment? This money isn't mine."

"What? Is it your parents' money?"

If it was from her parents, things would get complicated.

While Rene's naivety made her easy to deceive, others would see through the scam immediately.

A wealthy person capable of paying ten thousand gold wouldn't be fooled so easily.

Trying to pull off such an obvious scam in front of a savvy wealthy person?

It would be more than just embarrassing—it could be life-threatening.

"Hehe! Not my parents, but someone dear to me...!"

Rene's cheeks flushed as she fidgeted with her fingers.

Sherin realized that the money Rene had wasn't from her parents but from a lover.

*What's this? She might not be a prostitute by profession, but she's acting just like one.*

There were hardly any wealthy people their age who possessed ten thousand gold.

Therefore, Sherin was convinced that Rene had obtained the money by flattering some rich, older man.

In an instant, Rene was demoted from a wealthy family's daughter to a concubine in Sherin's mind.

Sherin's lips curled up in a spiteful smile.

Since it was a wealthy person's money, she had already given up on the compensation, but she decided to ridicule Rene to her heart's content instead.

"You're pathetically worthless."

"Excuse me? What do you mean?"

"I'm talking about your life. Your face and figure are decent enough, but in the end, at such a young age, you've fallen for someone so insignificant?"

"...What did you just say?"

"Am I wrong? Deep down, you probably think the same. That while you're pretty, your partner is lacking. Your beloved might be quite capable, but in terms of appearance... well, nothing special."

"Take that back right now."

"Haha! Trying to defend your so-called lover? Don't be so pretentious. Your love is fake anyway, and you're just a disgusting woman who chose a man for his money."

Rene, who had been submissive until now, raised her hand.

She was about to slap Sherin hard across the face, but someone stopped her hand.

"Rene, there's no need to resort to violence over this."

"Ah..."

The person who intervened was none other than Bern Coolam, who had come to meet Rene after she went shopping.

His appearance surprised not Rene, but the pink-haired woman.

"B-Bern?! Why are you here...?"

"It's been a while, Sherin. But first..."

Bern reached into his pocket and pulled out glasses he rarely wore.

Using dark magic, he tinted the lenses black, turning them into sunglasses.

"As befitting a priest of light, your head is so radiant that I need these. Please understand."

Bern put on the sunglasses with a smirk.

Through his lenses, he couldn't see Sherin's face, which had turned red with humiliation.
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# Master of BeTube, a Major Streamer with Ten Million Subscribers!

I met with Mr. Hades!

"Hello there!"

"Oh? Hello to you!"

"Ah! Were you in the middle of streaming?"

"It's fine. I already told my Suke-chan followers that I'd be appearing on broadcast television."

"Phew! That's a relief. Then is it okay if we proceed with the interview?"

"Of course!"

Such composure, giving an interview smoothly even during a live stream!

Truly a demeanor befitting a major streamer.

This must be how one gains ten million subscribers.

Beyond the monitor, the chat was filled with messages of concern and praise for Mr. Hades, along with numerous donations!

His popularity is at its absolute peak!

We decided to quickly begin the interview!

"What made you start BeTubing?"

"It's a bit awkward to say, but I actually lived a rock-bottom life. I worked at a black company where I wasn't properly compensated, just a skeleton busy sucking the lifeblood of subcontractors."

Mr. Hades had an unfortunate corporate life!

And then, in the midst of this, he happened to meet BeTube's CEO, Chairman Bern Coolam, who was visiting a subcontractor?!

"That was the turning point in my skeletal life. Meeting the Chairman there, I quit my original company and was reborn as a bone-tuber."

With the Chairman's full support, he became Hades-chan, a new concept of cute bone-tuber!

"Wasn't streaming difficult?"

"Of course it was hard at first. But I think I'm here now because I had kind and gentle colleagues."

Dragon Restaurant, the master of mukbang who was already established on BeTube! The Blind Sword Dojo, Elf's Health Training, and Mixed Martial Wook, among others.

Mr. Hades said he received advice and help from numerous BeTubers!

He humbly acknowledged that his current popularity was due to the help of such colleagues.

"Then, this might be a sensitive question. There was a big commotion in this industry recently, wasn't there?"

"Ah, yes, there was."

"What do you think about the controversy surrounding PinkPink, the beauty streamer from the rival platform JunHyeok TV?"

"People should live honestly, but I never thought someone would do such things behind the scenes."

PinkPink was famous for her perfect self-management and had considerable recognition!

However, she only managed her face and not her head, and the shocking truth of her baldness was revealed!

Many people were outraged, saying they were deceived by her "hidden baldness."

Mr. Hades said he became more vigilant because of PinkPink's downfall.

"I think honesty is important in this industry. That's why I plan to continue acting confidently in front of my Suke-chans and strive to be a bone-tuber who doesn't disappoint."

Mr. Hades ended the interview with this wonderful aspiration.

We look forward to seeing what he'll show us in the future!

Next, we'll be interviewing Mixed Martial Wook TV, the pinnacle of pet content!

See you all next time!
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I came out to meet Rene, only to find myself face to face with some strange Pink-Haired Slut.

To be honest, I didn't want to get involved.

Who would be happy to see dog poop while walking down the street?

Everyone would try to avoid it. I was that kind of person too, but there was a problem.

The dog poop was trying to pick a fight with someone precious to me, attempting to dirty their hands.

I couldn't just stand by and watch that happen, so I stepped in.

"Bern...! Perfect timing. I actually had something I wanted to tell you!"

The Pink-Haired Slut approached me with determined steps.

Since I could roughly guess what she was planning to do, I naturally placed my hand on her shoulder.

Then I lightly tapped her abdomen with my clenched fist.

"Ugh?!"

"How nostalgic."

"Y-you...! How could you hit a woman?"

"Hit? This is just the kind of prank we used to do when we were kids. Oh! Come to think of it, you were always the one hitting me, and I was always on the receiving end."

Since childhood, the Pink-Haired Slut would apparently seek out Bern whenever she was upset and use him as a punching bag.

Bern stoically accepted her childish tantrums, which is why her personality became so twisted.

*If you think about it that way, Bern was partly to blame too.*

If he had scolded her properly in childhood—not necessarily harsh discipline, but at least some firm guidance—perhaps today's Pink-Haired Slut would never have come to be.

Her bad behavior should have been corrected early on, but it wasn't.

When I have my own children, I'll make sure to teach them proper character.

"Anyway, I just wanted to play around a bit when I saw you. Don't take it personally."

"You piece of trash...!"

The Pink-Haired Slut was clutching her stomach in pain.

I thought I had hit her lightly, but it seemed to have hurt her quite a bit.

I don't feel sorry for her. It was her fault for neglecting her training.

"L-Lord Bern...!"

"It's okay, this person and I have a long, unpleasant history. Don't worry about it."

Rene anxiously called out to me while grabbing my sleeve.

I patted her head gently to reassure her.

I wanted to pay more attention to Rene, but it didn't seem like I'd have that luxury right now.

"Who are you? Why are you suddenly appearing and protecting that woman!"

"I don't think it's any of your business who I choose to protect."

"It's been eighteen years! We've been childhood friends for eighteen years! How can you take the side of someone you've only known for a few months at most?!"

"Of course I can!"

I spread my arms wide and smiled brightly.

Relationships aren't measured by time.

If that were the case, everyone in the world would have to support their family members and take their side.

Even if those family members abused them or were murderous human scum.

"When people see what you've become, they'll all leave you."

"Don't talk nonsense! What's wrong with how I look?!"

"You've become bald from your greed for money. And with all that greed and jealousy, your chest has become flat as a board? Your usual behavior has been so terrible that you must have been cursed by someone."

In truth, it was all my doing, but I wasn't wrong.

If she had been even slightly kind or grateful to Bern, I wouldn't have gone this far.

But in the future that Lewen showed me, she was beyond redemption.

Some might say it's not too late for her now.

But I had no desire to waste my time on someone I couldn't feel any affection for.

"T-this...!"

"All you've gained from entering the Academy you so desperately wanted is a curse. It's so pathetic it makes me laugh."

"Look who's talking—just a lackey for a whore!"

"A whore...? Lackey...?"

"Yes! That woman behind you! I was surprised she had 10,000 gold, but then she said it wasn't even her money? What else could it be but money she earned by spreading her legs for some fat old man with deep pockets! And you're just a dog protecting such a prostitute!"

"Pfft!"

I couldn't help but snicker after hearing Sherin's story.

"What? Why are you laughing?"

"Well, I can't help but laugh when you're calling me a fat old man with deep pockets."

"What...?"

"If you're talking about the money Rene has, that's mine. I gave it to her to buy some ingredients at the market."

To be precise, it was money earned by Hades, who had transferred all her assets to me.

She said that as a lich, she had no particular use for money anyway.

Thus, I became quite wealthy in just one day.

The large sum I gave to Rene was just a small fraction of my total assets.

When I revealed part of this fact, the Pink-Haired Slut shook her head vigorously in denial.

"That's impossible! You were just a brute who only knew how to swing a sword!"

"Well, I was like that before..."

Bern's dream was to become a hero who protected humanity.

That was the official version, and his hidden dream was to become a sword that protected the Pink-Haired Slut.

But in the end, he didn't become a sword at all—he became a dishwashing sponge.

Unable to accept such an ending, I erased all of Bern's dreams from his mind.

His true happiness would begin by giving up on those dreams.

"But you know, after I left you and traveled the world, I started to see various things and learned a lot. Thanks to that, I've become the millionaire you always wanted to be. And I even got this cute lover."

"Huh?!"

To mock the Pink-Haired Slut, I wrapped my arm around Rene's waist and pulled her close to me.

Rene's face turned as red as a radish, and she let out a startled sound.

If it had been Rin, she would have played along with my actions, but Rene lacked such improvisational skills.

However, her unaffected, pure reaction only provoked the Pink-Haired Slut's jealousy even more.

The Pink-Haired Slut bit her lower lip hard.

She bit it so hard that blood began to seep out.

Regardless, I pulled Rene even closer, flaunting our relationship.

Finally, unable to bear it any longer, the Pink-Haired Slut turned around and quickly ran away.

I couldn't see her face, but I could imagine she was extremely upset.

*Oh, I got her good!*

It felt like all the frustration that had been building up was finally released.

Is there anyone who wouldn't feel sick with envy after hearing about their estranged childhood friend's great success story?

At least I don't think there is.

The Pink-Haired Slut had planned to boldly abandon her childhood friend for the handsome and capable Kang Jun-hyeok.

But now that Bern was doing even better than the protagonist, her choice had backfired.

For me, it was a situation that could only bring satisfaction.

*Now if Hades successfully completes her mission, that will be the end of it.*

I was curious to see what would happen when the Pink-Haired Slut's last remaining hope was destroyed as well.

I laughed heartily as I watched her retreating figure.

"Lord Bern."

"Hm? Mmph!"

Just as I was snickering while watching the Pink-Haired Slut flee.

Rene, whom I had been embracing, suddenly kissed me and pushed my body straight back.

She pushed me into a dark alley and only then showed her face.

Her cheeks were still flushed red. However, the look in Rene's eyes was different now from her earlier embarrassed expression.

Her gaze and even her breath were filled with a hot, sensual feeling.

"Can I take that embrace from earlier as permission?"

"Uh? No, that was... ugh!"

Rene's tail brushed against my groin.

Cornering me against the wall, she slightly removed her top, revealing her pale skin.

At this point, it seemed I had no other options.

"Lord Bern... ♡"

Even an innocent dragon was still a predator.

***

At the same time, in a luxury inn within Ainharden.

On the top floor, known to have the best facilities, were Hades and Kang Jun-hyeok.

Normally, a man and woman alone in a confined room would imply one thing.

Strangely, however, Kang Jun-hyeok was lying unconscious, while Hades was panting with a disheveled appearance.

"Whew...! Somehow I managed to subdue him."

In Hades' hand was a cracked skull.

There was a bit of blood flowing from Kang Jun-hyeok's head.

It appeared that Hades had struck Kang Jun-hyeok's head with the skull.

*All that's left is the cleanup...*

Clap clap-!

When Hades clapped her hands, a man wearing a black mask descended from the ceiling.

It was Suke-chan, who was always on standby to protect her.

"Put him to sleep in this room, and bring the woman I mentioned here."

"Yes."

"And don't forget to spread the rumors throughout the village and kingdom tomorrow morning."

"Understood."

Having apparently finished their prior discussion, Hades gave only simple orders to her guard before leaving the room.

She seemed about to leave the inn but approached a window in the corridor and let out a deep sigh.

"I wonder when I'll ever receive my lord's favor..."

She was a lich with many worries.
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A refreshing morning breeze.

Cool air flowed in through the wide-open window.

It brushed through the sleeping man's hair, pulling his consciousness out from the depths of slumber.

"Yaaawn...!"

The man raised his upper body in a half-asleep state.

He wiped away the moisture at the corners of his eyes while letting out a big yawn.

Just then, he heard rustling sounds beside him.

When he turned his head, the man's eyes fell upon a woman.

Silver hair that shimmered beautifully in the reflected sunlight.

Above it, a protruding horn caught his eye.

One horn was worn down and slowly regenerating, but even that looked cute to him.

The man, lacking patience, carefully reached out to stroke her hair.

His gentle, affectionate touch was meant to avoid waking her, but...

"Mmm... Lord Bern?"

"Sorry, I accidentally woke you."

"Hehe, it's okay."

Rene had awakened at the slightest movement.

Still, she didn't seem to mind as she smiled brightly upon seeing Bern's face.

The two had grown even closer after yesterday's incident with Sherin.

The sight of them smiling at each other under the morning sunlight was refreshingly sweet.

And so, they began their pleasant day with a light kiss.

Meanwhile, at a luxury inn some distance from Bern and Rene's lodging.

In the suite on the top floor, Kang Jun-hyeok was also awakened by the morning breeze, just like Bern.

"Ugh...! My head is throbbing."

Kang Jun-hyeok raised himself up while squinting his left eye.

As he rubbed his aching head, his attention was suddenly drawn to a bulge in the blanket beside him.

Someone was sleeping on the king-sized bed, completely covered by the blanket up to their head.

After staring blankly at this for a while, the man carefully recalled what had happened yesterday.

Kang Jun-hyeok, the only one who couldn't get a handshake at the fan meeting.

Instead, he had gained an opportunity to meet Hades privately.

Considering himself incredibly lucky, he had rushed to the café.

There, he met with Hades in disguise and had a private conversation.

Hades had enthusiastically agreed with whatever topic he brought up.

This led Kang Jun-hyeok to become convinced that she had feelings for him.

Recruiting Hades into his harem—what Kang Jun-hyeok had been desperately wanting.

He could barely contain his excitement as his goal seemed within reach.

After that, things progressed rapidly, their relationship grew closer at lightning speed, and they even drank together.

His last memory was of Hades shyly tugging at his sleeve while pointing toward the luxury inn.

'Right, that's it! I came here to enjoy passionate lovemaking with Hades!'

Though it was unpleasant that his memory cut off midway, he didn't mind too much.

The important thing was that he had spent the night with Hades at the inn.

And she was still sleeping beside him now.

Kang Jun-hyeok shrugged his shoulders and grabbed the blanket.

'No matter how chilly the morning air is, it must be hot under there with the blanket pulled up to your head.'

Meaning to help her sleep more comfortably, he gently pulled back the blanket.

Beautiful hair... no, a smooth scalp reflected the sunlight.

"Aaaaargh!"

The reflection angle was so perfect that the light struck Kang Jun-hyeok's eyes.

As he covered his eyes with both hands and screamed, the woman who had been sleeping soundly woke up.

"Jun-hyeok? What's wrong?"

"Th-this voice...? Fuck! Why are you here?!"

"What do you mean why? I'm... your one and only girlfriend, after all."

"What bullshit! Why would I like someone like you who not only has no breasts but also no hair and just obsessively clings to me?!"

"That's so cruel..."

"What's cruel is you trying to blind someone first thing in the morning!"

Kang Jun-hyeok jumped out of bed in a frenzy.

The situation where his bedmate had been switched from Hades to Sherin.

His mind entered a state of confusion and went completely blank.

Deciding to leave the inn first, he hastily gathered his clothes that had been thrown on the floor.

After getting dressed, just as he was about to leave the inn...

"Hey, you bastard!"

"Aaaah!"

Crash!

A stone flew in from outside, breaking the window and entering the room.

Kang Jun-hyeok barely dodged the stone, but cold sweat ran down his back from the shock.

He never thought someone would throw stones at a high-security luxury inn.

"Come out right now!"

"How dare you touch our High Priestess? We'll kill you ourselves!"

"Purification! Purification! Purification! Purification! Purification! Purification! Purification! Purification! Purification! Purification! Purification! Purification! Purification! Purification! Purification! Purification! Purification!"

Outside suddenly became noisy and chaotic.

Kang Jun-hyeok wiped away his cold sweat and carefully looked out the window.

Roughly hundreds of people had surrounded the inn.

They were all wearing skull masks symbolizing Suke-chan.

Among them was definitely the person who had been waiting for a handshake right next to Kang Jun-hyeok.

"What the hell is this first thing in the morning?!"

"Th-that son of a bitch...!"

"What do you mean what? You can say that after seeing this?"

The leader at the front threw a bundle of papers toward Kang Jun-hyeok.

Catching the bundle casually, Kang Jun-hyeok immediately checked the contents.

[Holden Kingdom's Top Star Hades Sheds Tears! What Do These Tears Mean?]

[Death High Priestess Hades Successfully Concludes Her First Official Fan Meeting. Unexpected Announcement of Self-Reflection?!]

[Hades' Hidden Reasons. Turns Out She Was Being Stalked by a Mysterious Assailant!]

[Stalking and Attempted Rape! Who Dared to Touch Hades?]

[Current Holden King Declares: Anyone Who Touches Hades Touches Me! Will Never Forgive Them!]

[Even the Holden Crown Prince Rises Up Against the Stalking Incident! The Stalker's Identity Is a Felix Academy Student?!]

[Academy Director Makes Headlines by Announcing Time for Self-Reflection with Hades!]

Kang Jun-hyeok's head spun as he saw the numerous articles with topics typically seen in nationalist propaganda videos.

He didn't have time to go through each article in detail, but he could roughly understand the current situation.

Before crossing the line, Hades had not only knocked him unconscious but also framed him.

And she had placed Sherin, whom he despised, next to him before disappearing.

It was the worst possible situation, and Kang Jun-hyeok's face turned red with anger up to his hairline.

"These are all lies! I've been framed!"

"You're trying to back out now? Our High Priestess herself explained the situation on a live broadcast early yesterday morning!"

"This won't do! Let's hurry with the purification!"

"Fucking hell...!"

The Suke-chan followers raised torches, intending to burn down the inn.

He thought they were crazy, but seeing that no one was trying to stop the riot, it was clear they had already reached an agreement with the inn staff.

Kang Jun-hyeok clicked his tongue and took out a teleportation stone he had brought for emergencies.

'First, I need to get out of here and properly assess the situation. I need to confirm whether Hades deceived me or if there was some misunderstanding...!'

Kang Jun-hyeok raised the teleportation stone and shouted "Teleport!" loudly.

However, nothing happened.

"W-what? Why isn't it activating?"

"It's useless, Jun-hyeok."

"What...?"

Sherin pulled out a bust necklace with a meaningful smile.

The two ice picks that had been embedded in the necklace were long gone.

"You can't leave without my permission."

"What the fuck...! Y-you, what did you do while I was sleeping?"

"Nothing much. I just solidified our connection, that's all."

"You're insane...! I don't know what you did, but release me now! Release me, you fucking bitch!"

Kang Jun-hyeok grabbed Sherin's neck while yelling at her.

Yet she continued to smile.

He even tried to hit her, but found he couldn't swing his hand toward Sherin.

The artifact that Sherin had placed on him last night was working perfectly.

"Jun-hyeok. If you want to escape, you must leave with me."

"Crazy bitch...!"

"I don't mind if you refuse. Then we'll both burn to death. That's not so bad either!"

Finally, Kang Jun-hyeok was cornered with only one choice left.

"Fuck!"

It was a morning filled with his scream that was close to a wail.

***

"My lord! I've handled it as you commanded!"

Hades, who had dealt with Kang Jun-hyeok without dirtying her own hands.

She approached Bern with sparkling eyes.

"Hmm... Good job."

"Thank you! Then, although it's shameless of me, I'll be imposing on you for a while!"

"Why?"

"I announced that I'd be taking a break from broadcasting for a while, and above all, to avoid his retaliation!"

"Someone like you could easily defeat an opponent like him, couldn't you?"

"As a lich, I'd have no problem, but Death-Death Hades-chan is delicate!"

"Fuck..."

At the same moment, Bern was also experiencing a dizzying morning.
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Inside the central bank of Ainharden, which boasted one of the world's largest scales.

I ended up visiting it with Hades because they said the Full Moon Stone was carefully stored there.

"Welcome, Lady Hades!"

As soon as we stepped into the building, all the employees inside the bank lined up from the entrance.

They greeted us with grand welcoming gestures, bowing at the waist.

This seemed to be a familiar sight for Hades, as she gestured for the employees to return to their positions.

"That's VIP treatment."

"Kyahaha! Master, really~!"

"We're not broadcasting right now."

"Ahem! The entire building is under my name. So all these humans can be considered my subordinates."

"You really went big when I just told you to earn back what I lost."

"Are you not pleased? If so, I can issue a demolition order right away...!"

"That's not it. I'm just a bit surprised."

Who wouldn't like being told they don't need to worry about retirement?

It's just that the scale has grown so immeasurably large that I can't keep up.

Going from commoner to billionaire overnight—it's only natural.

Even when I was provoking the Pink-Haired Slut, I struggled with the sense of disconnect.

Before my possession, I was a poor college student who made do with cup noodles for meals.

I have no idea what the attitude and mindset of an arrogant rich person should be.

"So shall we maintain the status quo?"

"Yes. Now, please guide me to where the Full Moon Stone is stored."

"Understood."

Hades proceeded to the depths without even going through security procedures.

Following closely behind her, I reached a vault room with a door as tall as a castle gate.

The vault door appeared to have such volume and weight that no human could possibly open it.

However, when Hades flicked her finger, it began to open with a thunderous sound.

Golden light poured through the gradually widening gap.

The room was filled with gold coins and various precious metals.

I could no longer gauge the extent of Hades's total assets.

The vault she revealed was nothing short of a royal treasury.

"That's the Full Moon Stone you've been looking for, Master."

"Where?"

At the end of Hades's pointing finger, I could see a stone with flickering white energy.

It was undoubtedly the Full Moon Stone—confirmed by my shadow jumping excitedly.

It must be happy to find its stolen treasure.

However, I couldn't return the Full Moon Stone to Chaos right away.

I still needed to resolve Hyesha's situation.

"Here it is, Master."

"Ah, thank you."

Hades retrieved the item herself and presented the Full Moon Stone while kneeling on one knee.

I reluctantly accepted it and examined it more closely.

It was fascinating to see in person the Full Moon Stone that had appeared in the novel.

"By the way, Master, if I may ask one question without being rude?"

"What is it?"

"What do you plan to do with such a seemingly worthless stone—GYAAK!"

"Grrr...!"

Chaos, who had suddenly emerged from my shadow, was now biting Hades's leg.

It seemed upset that someone had mocked its treasure.

According to our contract, it attacked without my permission again, but I decided to let it slide this time.

Anyone would be upset if their precious possession was disparaged.

"W-what is this dog—"

"You should watch your mouth. Despite appearances, this is Chaos, one of the Four Perils."

"Eh?! You mean the Four Perils that even the first Demon King gave up trying to tame?"

"Yes. That Chaos, though now it's my guard dog that follows my orders."

"Ohhh...!"

Even while her leg was being chewed on, Hades's eyes were sparkling.

I wondered if it didn't hurt, but then remembered that was a needless concern for a lich.

As an undead, her sense of pain would be dulled.

"You were chosen by the Demonic Sword, you plan to complete the Primordial Demonic Sword, and now you've even tamed one of the Four Perils that even the first Demon King couldn't! I, Hades, have no regrets about my decision to follow you, Master!"

"Hmm...?"

Thinking back, all the connections I've made since coming to this world were related to the first Demon King.

I hadn't obtained any remnants of the first Hero, only continuously absorbing the Demon King's power.

Is it okay for me, who isn't even a demon, to possess the Demon King's power? Would I cease to be human?

All sorts of worries came crashing down on me.

Then I heard Prah's voice in my ear rather than in my head.

"Don't worry too much. The notion that the Demon King's power is evil is just a prejudice created by humans."

"Prejudice? But from kidnapping Rene to spreading plagues in villages... there have been many inhumane acts, haven't there?"

At my point, Hades shrank back.

The latter, the plague, was an evil deed she had committed.

I didn't intend to scold Hades, but I couldn't help it since I hadn't experienced many of the Demon King's army's schemes.

"Your premise is wrong to begin with. The Demon King's army consists of non-humans, right? What's unacceptable to humans can be natural for us. Moreover, in the case of the plague, there was a precedent where humans first poisoned the well in a demon village, so we just paid them back in kind."

To verify this, I glanced at Hades, who carefully nodded.

Come to think of it, recalling the terrible biochemical weapons used in world wars, human atrocities weren't much different.

"Fine, I admit I was being narrow-minded. But I still can't accept that the Demon King doesn't use evil powers. Many of the powers the Demon King uses are taboo, aren't they?"

"That's because the consequences are immeasurable, which is why they're designated as taboo. The Demon King uses such powers while taking responsibility for them—what's the problem? Taboos generally stem from an implicit rule that if one can't handle something, others shouldn't use it either. A true master doesn't concern themselves with such trivial matters!"

I finally surrendered to Prah's passionate argument.

There were many points to argue, but denying it now after already absorbing the Demon King's power was meaningless.

Necromancy, blood magic, and so on—they were all taboo in the end.

There's no point in a criminal denying their crime.

"Master."

"Yes?"

"As you said, I have committed cruel acts against humans, and I have no intention of denying that fact. However, living in this body, I've come to realize one thing."

Hades placed a hand on her chest and smiled gently.

She seemed to have learned and felt a lot while living in human society.

Even as a Demi-lich, she had received much love from humans, so perhaps there was a possibility of repentance...

"That humans are just as wicked as demons."

"Huh...?"

"Every day, asking about the color of my underwear and saying they want to lick my collarbone are basic forms of sexual harassment. They don't hesitate to say terrible things like asking me to give them one of my ribs so they can treat it, and when I stretch, they just say strange words like 'noice' and laugh."

"..."

"Besides that, there are those who spam strange spells, or send gold coins soaked in saliva... they do truly frightening things without a second thought."

"...I'm sorry."

I had overlooked human wickedness.

I should have kept in mind the potential of humans who, if they set their minds to it, could put Satan out of work.

Above all, this world was full of not just humans but various races of madmen.

In such a world, there was no need to say the Demon King was evil or impure.

The world itself was wrong...

"It's fine. It was educational to experience such terrible acts firsthand."

"I... see."

"In that sense, the person I respect the most is still you, Master! The audacity to steal undead from me, a lord-class being, and try to sell them... truly admirable wickedness!"

Hearing this, I realized I was abnormal too.

Even if I was entranced by new power, I had acted like someone obsessed with money.

"You are a man even a Demi-lich acknowledges. So there's no problem with inheriting the Demon King's power—don't worry!"

"Woof woof!"

"Chaos says it follows you because it likes that side of you too."

The atmosphere grew warm as we laughed together.

For a moment, I found them lovable for worrying about and defending me.

But considering they were a demonic sword, one of the Four Perils, and a Demi-lich, I felt a strong suicidal urge.

*I've finally gone mad.*

Was this the abyss Master Chester had mentioned?

Now I seemed to understand what those words meant.

I should have escaped earlier, but I could see myself already being tainted by the abyss.

*Haha! Fuck!*
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The moment the Full Moon Stone came into my hands.

I stored it away with a storage spell before Chaos could claim it as his own.

"Keeeuung...!"

When I didn't immediately return it, Chaos's ears and tail drooped.

He looked up at me with pitiful eyes, but there was nothing I could do.

I needed the Full Moon Stone for something else.

After convincing him that I wouldn't waste it and would provide satisfactory results to the provider, Chaos finally accepted.

"Hades, I'd like you to gather the materials listed here."

"Are these perhaps medicinal ingredients?"

Hades immediately identified them as ingredients for medicine after briefly scanning the list.

As expected of a great mage, she seemed to have considerable knowledge of pharmacy.

"That's right. Except for a few items, everything can be found in the market or black market. I'm counting on you again, just like you've helped me before."

"Ah...! I will definitely obtain these ingredients without disappointing my lord!"

Hades gazed up at me with clasped hands as if in prayer.

It was nice not having to worry about being stabbed in the back, but her attitude of praising me like a deity was burdensome.

I wasn't as great as she thought I was.

"But what about the ingredients that can't be found in the market?"

"I plan to go collect those myself."

"Then perhaps I should inquire about their locations..."

"No need to go that far. I already know exactly where everything is."

"As expected of my lord! You completed your research before giving me orders!"

"Well, something like that."

I hadn't done any special research. I was just using knowledge from the novel.

But since I couldn't tell her the truth, I just went along with what she said.

Living with secrets is no easy task.

"Then where is our next destination?"

"Hmm, let's see..."

I hadn't planned a specific route, but I had decided on our first stop.

After all, there was only one place in the Northern Region where I could get certain ingredients, while the others would require traveling to different regions like the east or south.

"I suppose we should start with the closest place first."

"And where would that be?"

"The Elf Forest."

And so my new journey began.

***

"Hmm hmm~!"

"You seem happy. Something good enough to make you hum?"

"I'm excited at the thought of revisiting so many memories."

"Front was your first visit, and that was only about two months ago?"

"True, but don't you sometimes feel like you're visiting a place after years have passed?"

I suppose that makes sense, considering the eventful nature of our travels.

From withdrawing from the Academy to exacting revenge on the Pink-Haired Slut and Kang Jun-hyeok.

Not even half a year had passed.

Looking back at what I'd accomplished during that time, I could only laugh at how absurd it all was.

In terms of timeline, this would be around parts 2-3 of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

Yet I had already surpassed the specs that Bern had in the final chapter.

Even though I had equipment advantages like Prah, that too was undeniably my own power.

If I had been weak, I would have had my consciousness devoured by the Demonic Sword.

"In that sense, it's a bit disappointing that we have to leave some cities without visiting them."

"There's a direct route from Ainharden to Rebron, so there's no reason to take detours."

"True. So the cities we missed will have to wait for another—Ah!"

When the carriage suddenly stopped, Rene almost fell sideways, but I caught her.

I managed to support her body just in time, preventing any injury.

"Lewen...!"

"I'm fine. Don't worry about me."

"R-right."

Lewen had skillfully grabbed a rope inside the carriage and held on by himself.

His years of experience had given him impressive adaptability.

Meanwhile, before I could ask what happened, Rin, who had been at the coachman's seat, urgently showed her face in the luggage compartment.

"G-Gracious Teacher! Are you alright?"

"Yes, I'm fine. Fortunately, no one is hurt."

"Phew...! I'm sorry! I was slow to respond to the sudden situation."

"What happened?"

"A carriage ahead of us overturned when a deer suddenly jumped out from the bushes."

So accidents caused by wildlife happen in this world too.

Well, given that there are overwhelmingly more wild animals in this era than in modern times, such incidents might be common.

I should be extra careful if I ever drive a carriage myself.

"What about the people in the carriage?"

"There seem to be almost no casualties, but the carriage is damaged beyond repair."

"Is that so? It's fortunate that there were few casualties."

"It's still too early to be relieved. It's quite a distance to Rebron, so camping would be necessary if traveling on foot. But they appear to be merchants without any guards, so they'll likely be targeted by nocturnal magical beasts."

"Then go tell them they can travel with us if needed."

"Would that be alright?"

"I'm fine with it, but the others..."

I looked at Rene and Lewen.

If either of them objected, I was prepared to drop the idea.

But they both nodded without saying a word.

They agreed to the company.

"They're fine with it."

"Understood. I'll be right back."

Rin jumped off the carriage and ran to the accident scene.

As I watched her retreating figure, I heard Prah's unexpected voice.

[How unusual for you to voluntarily perform a good deed.]

'A good deed?'

[Didn't you just offer to help those people in trouble?]

'When you help merchants, something always follows. If not artifacts, they'll at least provide money or useful information for free. Surely they wouldn't just accept help without giving anything in return? If they did, I might get upset enough to throw them out of the carriage.'

I grinned while looking at the distant merchants as if they were treasures.

Prah continued with a tone suggesting she had expected this.

[You remain as wicked as ever.]

[That's my Master! Planning to show kindness but ready to discard them if they're useless! Amazing! Amazing! Heh heh!]

After Prah, Chaos also connected to my mind to join the conversation.

I had no choice but to allow this connection since there might be situations where I needed to give orders while hiding Chaos's existence.

But I slightly regretted it after discovering what a noisy child he was.

Being hungry, wanting to play, wanting to lie on my lap, and so on.

He constantly poured all kinds of desires into my head at all hours.

Prah was occasionally noisy, but with Chaos joining in, it was overwhelming.

"Sigh..."

As I let out a deep sigh, Rin returned with the merchants.

They were looking at me with the same eyes that Hades often showed.

"Thank you! Thank you so much! When our carriage overturned, we were at a loss for what to do, but you offered help even before we asked... We're truly grateful!"

"We'll definitely repay this favor! First, I must spread this story throughout the Merchants' Guild! I'll tell them about the righteous person who extended a helping hand to us, comparable to a saint!"

"N-no need. You don't have to go that far."

Even though I hadn't mentioned any compensation, they voluntarily offered to repay the debt.

I felt embarrassed for having doubted them even briefly.

Anyway, all my concerns were resolved.

The carriage departed with the merchants and their luggage on board.

However, the carriage shook considerably due to the increased load.

Lewen and the merchants seemed unfazed by the bumpy ride, their expressions completely calm, as if they had experienced such shaking countless times.

I envied their adaptability.

"Lord Bern, on behalf of everyone here, I thank you again. Thanks to you, we should be able to reach Rebron safely."

"It's nothing. Anyone else would have done the same."

"I doubt that! When merchants are in trouble, most people ignore them, demand large sums of money, or in worse cases, kill and loot us! But your kindness is truly equal to that of a saint!"

A part of me felt guilty.

After all, I had initially planned to extract something from them too.

"In any case, what you've done is a great deed that's rarely seen!"

"I-is that so."

"Yes!"

Their excessive praise made me scratch my cheek.

I wasn't used to compliments, so it felt awkward.

"It's not much of a repayment, but I'd like to give you and your companions tickets to the Champion Decision Match at the Rebron Colosseum!"

"Pardon...?"

"Hmm?"

When I questioned the offer of Champion Match tickets as compensation, the merchants seemed puzzled by my reaction.

"Isn't your reason for going to Rebron to see the Champion Decision Match?"

"We were simply planning to stay overnight in Rebron on our way to our next destination."

"Ah...! I've made quite a misunderstanding. How embarrassing."

"It's fine. So Rebron is buzzing with excitement over this Champion Decision Match?"

"Indeed! A battle between some of the world's strongest fighters! People are especially excited about the emergence of a major newcomer!"

"Oh...!"

"And this newcomer is reportedly an elf, a race that rarely appears before humans."

"An elf..."

Considering the average physique of female elves, I thought it was entirely possible.

They had bodies capable of taking down lions with bare hands, after all.

"And they say she's an incredible beauty! Usually has a delicate frame, but displays monstrous strength when fighting! That's why she's been nicknamed 'Elf of the Other Side'."

"...Hmm?"

Somehow, these characteristics seemed familiar.
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After a long time, the city of warriors, Rebron, was as bustling with people as ever.

It would be funny to think the atmosphere could change in just a few months anyway.

The excitement I felt during my first visit was completely gone now.

"Thank you so much for your help. I hope our paths cross again someday...!"

"Yes. Please travel safely."

The merchants bowed in gratitude before gradually disappearing into the distance.

It was a somewhat bland farewell, but since I'd received payment, our relationship of debt and gratitude was settled.

"Aren't you participating in the arena this time?"

"No. I don't have any Demonic Sword to obtain, and I don't want to be someone's spectacle. Besides, I've learned the hard way what happens when you leave someone out."

"Ugh! I'm sorry about that!"

Rene had a prior offense of appearing in dragon form and turning the Colosseum into chaos.

To ensure she wouldn't feel left out this time, we planned to all attend as spectators together.

We'd managed to get four tickets, which were difficult to obtain from the merchants.

Normally, I wouldn't have given a second thought to gladiatorial matches, but I was curious about the rumored new star. They supposedly shared similar characteristics with someone I knew, so I wanted to confirm it with my own eyes.

"It's fine as long as you're reflecting on it. Anyway, the match is tomorrow. Let's find an inn to stay at."

"Understood."

We found the inn we had previously reserved before leaving and put down our heavy luggage before heading out again.

Since we hadn't used any facilities besides the arena and weapon shops before, we decided to tour the town like tourists for a day.

As a place frequented by many tourists, Rebron had plenty to see and eat.

Walking just a short distance, the appetizing smell of meat and sweet scents wafted past our noses.

I had self-control so it didn't affect me, but Rene would occasionally get distracted and stuff her cheeks with food like a squirrel.

Her hands were full of skewers and various candies, making her look like someone who hadn't eaten for days.

"I-I'm sorry! Everything just tastes so good...!"

"No, don't worry about it. Eat as much as you want."

"Really?"

"Yes."

Rene had only eaten raw natural food in her nest all this time.

Now that she was exposed to human-made food, she must have become addicted to its stimulating flavors.

Given her naturally curious personality, I could see her deep passion for food.

"Rin and Lewen, is there anything you want to buy?"

"Hmm, nothing comes to mind! If I need anything, I'll ask you separately, sis!"

"I don't need anything right now either. And as Lewen said, if we need anything, we'll take care of it ourselves, so please don't worry about us, Gracious Teacher."

"Alright."

The siblings had almost no greed as long as they had their strong family bond.

As I was nodding at this heartwarming scene—

CRASH!

A man flew through the wall of a tavern to our right.

He seemed to have been thrown by someone and tumbled onto the ground.

I didn't step in this time.

He looked like a local thug, and besides, it's not good to help carelessly without knowing the situation.

"D-damn it...!"

"Human, were you taught that it's acceptable to take other people's belongings?"

"I wasn't stealing! I was just trying to pick it up for you!"

The one who had thrown the man out of the tavern was an Elf woman.

However, she wasn't the person I was looking for.

"How shameless. Did you think I wouldn't notice you trying to take the leaf that fell from my private area?"

"W-what!"

Even though this was a Gender Reversal world, the Elves' clothing was quite revealing.

Clothes made purely from nature—leaves, vines, and branches.

And he had tried to take one of those leaves...

The atmosphere among the onlookers grew tense.

The man apparently had a distorted sexual desire for strong women.

"N-no! I'm not the kind of guy who sees a gorilla like her as a romantic interest!"

"Theft and now insults. I was going to go easy on you, but I guess I have no choice."

The man desperately tried to convince the people around him that he had normal sexual desires, but it only made things worse.

Because of his pitiful pride, he was now in danger of dying at the hands of the Elf woman.

"Someone save me! Y-yes! The guards! Someone call the guards...!"

"That won't help you!"

The Elf grabbed the man's head with one hand and lifted him up.

Despite their similar builds, she lifted him effortlessly.

Just as I was marveling at this astonishing sight—

A grand shout came from a distance away from the scene.

"HAH!!"

The voice itself was clear and pure, but its volume was so tremendous that it created a gust of wind.

Even the Elf woman who had been holding the man's head let go because of it.

The spectators' attention shifted from the scene to the source of the shout.

There, a slender Elf woman with light green hair was walking toward them.

Her familiar face felt very welcome to me.

"What kind of outrage are you causing in the middle of town!"

"S-Saintess! This is a misunderstanding! This was punishment for an underwear thief...!"

"My goodness! Haven't I told you repeatedly? Punish criminals with your fists, but don't cause trouble for others!"

"I'm sorry!"

Even the previously aggressive Elf immediately bowed her head to the ground and put her hands behind her back.

Based on their builds, it should have been the opposite, but no one felt any dissonance in the current situation.

That's how assertive the Elf Saintess had become.

Marianne, who had lost her fragile appearance from when we first met, was now armed with a straightforward personality and charisma.

I couldn't close my mouth at her transformation.

*Can a person change that much?*

[Even I am surprised. It's hard to believe she's the same person as before. Did she experience some kind of emotional change?]

Even Prah acknowledged how much Marianne had changed.

While a Saintess who triggered protective instincts was nice, there was also a strange charm to a Saintess who acted like a moral enforcer.

There was something about her holiness combined with her firm correction of wrongdoing that made you feel compelled to follow her.

"Please be careful not to cause trouble for others in the future!"

"I will keep that in mind!"

"And you, sitting there!"

"Ah...! Thank you for helping me!"

"Don't misunderstand."

"Guhk!"

CRUNCH!

Marianne delivered a powerful punch to the man's abdomen.

A fierce shockwave burst behind the man's back, and a large amount of saliva spewed from his mouth.

"I have not the slightest intention of forgiving an underwear thief."

Finally, the man collapsed forward while clutching his stomach.

His face hit the ground, so I could definitely say he was knocked out.

It seems she had been training not just her mind but her body as well.

Although she had innate muscle control from receiving the Great Earth Mother's power, Marianne couldn't properly handle her strength without awakening.

But now, seeing her act without the slightest hesitation, it seemed she had grown admirably.

"So that's the talked-about new star?"

"An Elf who, unlike other women, has a pretty appearance. She's definitely the Tree King...!"

"Huh? When did she get that nickname?"

"Sheesh! This is why people who don't follow the matches regularly are clueless...! Listen carefully. The Tree King is called that because after she knocks down her opponents and coolly turns her back, you can clearly see the Chinese character for 'tree' (木) engraved on her back."

"Ohh!"

After hearing the spectator's explanation, I could be completely certain.

The woman before me was definitely Marianne.

Among all Elves, only Marianne had the Great Earth Mother's stigma engraved on her back.

It's a mark that even her twin sister, who was also a Saintess, didn't receive.

"Phew...! You can get up now."

"Yes!"

"I've dealt with the underwear thief's punishment on your behalf."

"Thank you, Saintess!"

"Please be careful to avoid such incidents in the future. If something like this happens again, I will have to... in front of everyone..."

Marianne's voice trailed off mid-sentence.

The reason was simple.

While she was looking around at the gathered crowd and continuing to scold the Elf, our eyes met.

I tried to wave carefully with a smile to make it less awkward.

She stared blankly for a moment before her face turned red as if an explosion had occurred.

Finally, Marianne covered her face with both hands and hurriedly left the scene.

[No matter how much she's changed, it seems she's still shy in front of you.]

*Yeah...*

As Marianne left without even returning my greeting, creating an awkward situation, at least my lower region was honest.
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"It's been a while! Have you been well?"

"I've always been healthy. How about you these days?"

"Thanks to you, our village is always thriving!"

"That's good to hear."

The elf who remained after Marianne had left.

I didn't know who she was, but she seemed to remember us.

The way she bowed at a perfect 90-degree angle made me feel like I'd become some kind of organization boss.

Because of that, I had to be mindful of the gazes around us.

"First, could we go somewhere private to talk?"

"Certainly. As it happens, there's a good establishment nearby. Let's head there."

"You're not talking about the place you just came out of, are you?"

"Haha! After causing trouble for the owner, how could I be so shameless? I'll give him money for repairs, so please wait just a moment."

She went into the tavern and somehow came back out with a handprint on her cheek.

Nevertheless, she gestured for us to follow without seeming to mind, casually leaving the scene.

As I slowly followed her, I peeked inside the tavern and saw the madam crying.

"That wretched woman, I was sincere...!"

I think I've seen enough.

"Do you like fruit wine?"

"I'll drink it if it's available, but I don't particularly enjoy it. I don't like hangovers much."

"Then I'll recommend a low-alcohol apple cider. It's right here."

The place the elf led us to was a small restaurant.

When we opened the door and entered, there wasn't a single customer.

"The owner's cooking is terrible, but the drinks and atmosphere are good, so it's popular among drinkers. Since it's daytime now, there are no customers, so we can talk freely."

"Not bad."

Though Rene's expression turned glum at the mention of bad cooking.

Aside from that, it was perfect for our conversation, so we sat in a secluded corner.

"First, I'd like to apologize on behalf of our Saintess for her impulsive behavior earlier. She meant no harm."

"You don't need to apologize. I already know."

"After parting with Bern, the Saintess's resolve strengthened, and she began working in various places beyond the temple. However, this led to a serious problem..."

"What kind of problem?"

"As you know, the Saintess had barely seen any humans besides Bern."

It was a story similar yet different to that of a Dragonian living somewhere.

Though living in a nest, they flew through the skies seeing other races in person and learned about the world from their mother.

In contrast, she had spent most of her time in the Great Earth Mother's temple, with absolutely no interaction with other races.

That's why I was quite surprised when I spotted her in this town.

"Because of that, she thought most humans were like Bern."

"Don't tell me..."

"Yes, she was deceived by humans and got drunk. Fortunately, I managed to rescue her just before she lost her virtue. The incident ended with just the loss of the gold coins we had for travel expenses."

"Oh my goodness."

Being innocent can also mean being ignorant.

Even though I helped the elf not out of altruism but after calculating the benefits, Marianne seemed to see it differently.

She probably mistook me for a righteous person.

Even I am a calculating person, so what about others?

When there's easy prey right in front of them, plenty of people would pounce without hesitation.

"What happened after that?"

"As you can see, since she lost money due to her own mistake, the Saintess took responsibility and has been earning money by fighting in the arena."

"So that's why."

I completely understood why Marianne had become a gladiator.

The place where the most money flows in this city is none other than the arena.

Arena fighters risk losing their lives, but they earn a lot of money in return.

Moreover, Marianne stands out due to her uniqueness as a delicate elf.

With the blessing of the Great Earth Mother making her strong enough to have few worthy opponents, it was only a matter of time before she became a star in the arena.

"By the way, did Marianne develop a distrust of humans after that incident?"

"Not distrust exactly, but she gained a minimum level of caution toward humans. Because of that, she often shows no mercy to those who commit wrongdoing."

"Ah, so that's why she acted that way earlier."

The Marianne I knew would have shown mercy with a warm heart even to those who committed sins.

But the changed Marianne demonstrated an iron-fisted punishment for sins.

You could say that the eat-or-be-eaten society created who she is now.

"Hmm, then was there another reason she ran away when she saw me? Given her changed personality, I would have expected her to face me confidently."

"That's... no, I'll remain silent about that reason."

The guard elf started to explain but then closed her mouth.

Unlike the other stories, this wasn't something she could easily talk about.

If I want to know, I'll have to find out on my own.

"Alright. That's enough about Marianne. Next, I have something to ask you."

"I'll answer anything I can."

"Do you know an elf named Morks?"

"Morks? Morks... Ah! Are you perhaps referring to Old Lady Morks?"

"That's probably right. I understand she's quite advanced in age."

Master Chester said she was a colleague from his active days.

Assuming she's the same age as him, she would likely be called an old lady among elves.

"What business do you have with Old Lady Morks...?"

"I have something important I need to ask her. So, if it's alright, could you arrange a meeting?"

"Could it be that Bern has that kind of preference...?"

"That's crossing the line, isn't it?"

"I apologize for my thoughtless remark."

No matter how much my future might become an abyss, I couldn't accept that.

Of course, in terms of pure age, Prah might be older than Old Lady Morks.

But the difference in appearance can never be ignored.

"Anyway, she's still in the Elf Forest, right?"

"Yes. Currently, she spends her peaceful days gathering mushrooms that grow in the forest."

"That's enough for me."

It would have been troublesome if she were wandering somewhere in the world or had passed away.

The fact that she was alive and staying in a specific place was the best news I could hope for.

[Do you intend to obtain that unknown power?]

'If it can help me bury Ignite for good.'

After hearing about the stone tablet in the ancient ruins, I'll make contact with the unknown being that Leviathan serves.

The moment I borrow power from that being and complete the demonic sword.

That's when the lizard hunt truly begins.

"Is there anything else you'd like to ask?"

"Then finally, could you tell me where Marianne is staying?"

"Are you asking about the Saintess's residence?"

"Yes. I was planning to meet her after tomorrow's match, but I wanted to visit her beforehand. It would be a problem if she couldn't concentrate on the match due to any lingering issues with me."

"...Alright. Normally, I couldn't tell anyone, but as the Saintess's benefactor, I'll trust you with this."

The elf took out a key from a small leaf attached to her pectoral muscle and handed it to me.

The key she gave me had a fresh grass scent.

And the end of the key was moist like dew on a blade of grass.

***

Knock knock!

Having arrived alone at Marianne's temporary residence, I knocked on the door.

But there wasn't a single sound from inside.

"That's strange. I heard she was in there."

[She said it's her meditation time now. Have you already forgotten?]

"She could take a break from it, couldn't she?"

[Elven meditation is a time of communion with nature. If they fail to clear their minds of worldly concerns, the vines they wear will tighten around their necks.]

'Is that for real...?'

I never imagined such a secret was hidden in elves' clothing.

So that's why the guard gave me a spare key.

I could wait until her meditation time was over, but since I had the key, I decided to wait inside.

Click-!

When I inserted the key into the hole and turned it, I heard the sound of the lock opening.

With relief that I hadn't come to the wrong room, I turned the doorknob.

As soon as the door opened, I saw the room filled with grass and small animals playing there.

Butterflies clung to flowers, and squirrels were nibbling on acorns.

"What, what is this?"

[It seems her level of communion with nature has reached the extreme, befitting one called the Saintess of the Great Earth Mother.]

I felt as if I had entered a forest rather than an inn room.

How could an inn room possibly transform into a forest?

My surprise was momentary as I heard Marianne's faint voice from deeper in the room.

She seemed to be in the midst of meditation.

"Aah...!"

A voice filled with ecstasy.

Communion with nature appears to be an ineffably pleasant experience for Marianne.

An image of Marianne sitting in a clear forest, happily laughing with small animals, naturally formed in my mind.

The most impressive sight for an elf who loves nature and is loved by nature in return.

Wanting to see it for myself, I entered the room, pushing through the undergrowth and clearing away thick branches.

And there...

"Aah, Bern! More...! Harder...♡"

Marianne was hanging from a tree, her entire body tightly bound by vines.

It was what you'd call turtle binding, with every part except her mouth tied up.

On the branch above, a flying squirrel was wielding a thorny vine like a whip, striking Marianne.

Each time the vine hit her, Marianne would twitch and enjoy it, leaving both Prah and me speechless at the sight.

'This is what they call communion with nature?'
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An awkward atmosphere settled over the room.

Marianne sat demurely with her head bowed low.

Judging by her reddened ears, I could imagine how flushed her face must be without even seeing it.

"I have a lot to say, but first, let's not mention what happened earlier."

When I said I wouldn't bring up the embarrassing incident, Marianne bowed her head even deeper.

The flying squirrel perched on her shoulder was awkwardly rubbing its nose with its paws.

Even the squirrel seemed embarrassed about the indecent display.

I have no idea what kind of world I'm living in anymore.

"...Since the day I parted from you, Bern, my body has felt strange."

"Huh?"

"Every night, your face appears in my mind, and I haven't been able to sleep properly. Even when offering prayers to the Great Earth Mother, I keep thinking about you."

"That's..."

"I know. I know what I'm doing is wrong. At some point, I couldn't bear it unless I disciplined myself. I forced my precious animal friend to commit violent acts that shouldn't be done, and even then, I was enjoying it while thinking of you..."

Can it really be called "forcing" when the flying squirrel seemed to be enjoying it too?

Glancing sideways at Marianne's shoulder, I saw the squirrel casually toss aside the vine it had been holding.

Then it folded its paws together and bowed its head, belatedly pretending to be remorseful.

What a cunning little flying squirrel.

"So you've developed a habit of enjoying SM play regularly."

"Yes. So when I reunited with you, Bern, I was happy but also felt extreme guilt. Because I had been doing such indecent things while thinking of you."

"Is that why you ran away when you first saw me?"

"Shamefully, yes..."

I sighed deeply and shook my head.

It wasn't that I couldn't understand her feelings.

From Marianne's perspective, it was essentially like saying she had masturbated while thinking of me.

Maybe I would have felt similarly if an adult film star who had been responsible for my adolescent fantasies suddenly appeared before me.

But being on the receiving end, I had no idea how to respond.

"Sometimes people develop certain... preferences in life. I understand."

"R-really?"

"...Yes, of course."

The words "You actually believed that?" rose to the tip of my tongue before retreating.

I couldn't crush the innocent girl's feelings.

And it definitely had nothing to do with being intimidated by her grip strength that could easily snap the log sitting nearby.

*The Great Earth Mother's power is still formidable even after I absorbed some of it.*

[Rather, thanks to you consuming her excess power, she's been able to properly harness what remains as truly her own. Don't you think a thrust from a steel sword is more fearsome than a blow from raw iron ore?]

*That... makes sense.*

It meant Marianne's power had become much stronger than before.

From what I could tell, she seemed comparable to Rin now.

When I first met her, she seemed so delicate that I felt she needed protection.

Seeing how quickly Marianne had grown stronger,

it was clear she was overflowing with talent, just like Kang Jun-hyeok.

However, in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," there was a setting where she had sealed herself away to avoid threatening Kang Jun-hyeok's position.

A tragic character who couldn't even appear in the story because she couldn't control her power.

That Marianne had now embarked on a new path of destiny because of me.

*She might become one of the strongest beings in this world, rivaling the future Kang Jun-hyeok.*

[Except this deeply rooted sprout has become a masochist who gets excited thinking about you.]

*Haha...*

Rather than helping her forge a new path of destiny, I'd completely wrecked her original fate and pushed her in a different direction.

I laughed from the absurdity, but also felt somewhat wronged.

All I had done was protect Marianne from the Magic Tower's clutches.

Nothing more than that...

[Didn't you try to suck more of the Great Earth Mother's power from her on your own?]

*So what? Isn't that a negative point against me?*

[It could be interpreted differently, couldn't it? For instance, a man who nearly died absorbing her power still tried to absorb more for her sake. While your motivation was greed, she might see it as a bone-deep sacrifice on your part. That's certainly enough to make someone fall for you.]

Does it really work that way?

The person who should actually feel guilty was someone else entirely.

I scratched my cheek and looked at Marianne.

She was exhaling in relief and smiling faintly.

She must have been worried I would look at her with contempt.

Generally speaking, many men would be flattered if a woman admitted to fantasizing about them.

Yet she was anxious—perhaps because elven society has reversed notions of chastity?

"Thanks to you, Bern, I feel much better now."

"I'm glad to hear that."

"Oh? Are you leaving already?"

"There's an important match tomorrow, right? I just stopped by briefly today to say hello. Let's save our proper conversation for next time."

Now that she had unburdened her heart,

I judged that the purpose of my visit had been accomplished and stood up, which prompted a disappointed sound from Marianne.

But it couldn't be helped. It was too late to fully catch up on everything.

The sun was already setting, so any remaining regrets would have to wait.

Especially since Marianne had an important schedule tomorrow.

"W-wait a moment!"

"Is there something else you want to say?"

"That..."

Marianne kept her lips tightly sealed and lowered her head.

I was about to leave, promising her another chance to speak her mind.

Then Marianne's eyes flashed as she boldly exclaimed:

"P-please hit me just once!"

"..."

The flying squirrel had somehow climbed onto my shoulder.

In its paws was a long thorny vine.

With its tiny hands, it naturally offered the vine to me and gave me a thumbs up.

As if asking: Won't you join us on this path?

That's what its gaze seemed to say.

I was starting to become afraid of nature.

***

The next afternoon.

Amidst the enthusiastic crowd, my companions and I sat in a row.

After having been a spectacle myself, it felt strange to be a spectator this time.

"The atmosphere is incredible."

"It's the finals, after all."

"I heard from an official that all seats are sold out. Apparently, the arena's popularity had been waning recently, and they hadn't had a sellout in ages. This is quite exceptional."

"So it's a highly anticipated match-up?"

"A battle between Hrund, known as the Spear Master, and a rising star revered as the Tree King. As you can see looking around, many skilled fighters have gathered to gain insights from watching this match."

"The fighters must be under immense pressure."

"Wouldn't having so many people watching make it more exciting?"

"I wonder."

They might be the type who don't care about other spectators' gazes.

Either way, I just need to sit comfortably and watch.

As someone who was an ordinary person until recently, I don't have the eye to analyze fights.

For me, seeing the result is enough. I'll just cheer for Marianne, with whom I have a personal connection.

"Ladies and gentlemen! Thank you for your patience! The long-awaited big match that everyone has been waiting for is finally about to begin!"

The same announcer I had seen during my participation appeared and fueled the crowd's excitement.

His refreshing and spirited voice seemed to heighten the anticipation.

"Before we begin, we have a few words from today's honorary guest, the heart of Holden Kingdom's Second Order of Knights! Sir Daimus!"

"Ah, I am truly honored to be present at this gathering of His Majesty's beloved subjects. I do not expect any particular outcome. I will focus on the splendid contest between these two fighters and learn from them myself."

"Excellent words, thank you!"

A disciplined and dignified appearance befitting a knight.

Despite receiving the position of Knight Commander at a young age, his overflowing humility made him an exemplary knight.

[He seems to be a promising knight.]

*He becomes Kang Jun-hyeok's rival after Bern.*

He even had the distinction of defeating Kang Jun-hyeok once.

With Kang Jun-hyeok's defeat, Daimus was decided as Princess Charlotte's fiancé, but that engagement fizzled out due to a demon attack.

In a way, he's like Bern—someone who had his heroine taken away.

Honestly, considering how Princess Charlotte transforms into the Exploitative Princess, Daimus should be bowing his head to Kang Jun-hyeok in gratitude.

*Damn, I'm still angry that he took Princess Charlotte but dumped the Pink-Haired Slut on Bern.*

[Control yourself, contractor. At least in this world line, you brought those two together.]

*Sigh...!*

Right. Because of the artifact I passed on, Kang Jun-hyeok was forced to spend his life with Sherin.

With his recent social burial by Hades, my revenge is more or less complete.

Calming myself, I refocused on the match.

While I had been fuming, both competitors had already prepared to fight.

A handsome young man dazzling the crowd by flourishing his spear.

And Marianne, who was praying with her hands clasped together, ignoring the young man's performance.

People were already excited about this battle between a handsome man and a beautiful woman.

"Now that both competitors seem ready, let's begin the match!"

Dong-!

As soon as the announcer finished speaking, the arena's gong resounded magnificently.

The signal for the match to begin.

Hrund's opening move was a quick and clean thrust.

A light attack meant to test the waters—an excellent choice for a first move.

If his opponent hadn't been Marianne, that is.

"It's over."

"It's over."

The same words came from both Rin and me simultaneously.

In that moment, Marianne caught the spear moving at supersonic speed and pulled it sharply toward herself.

This caused Hrund's body to be dragged along with it.

"Uwak?!"

"I'll end this instantly."

Marianne released the spear mid-way and approached Hrund in an instant.

As she clenched her fist,

the hidden muscles in her slender forearm suddenly bulged.

It had begun. The moment when Marianne's true power was unleashed.

Objectively speaking, Hrund was skilled enough to put up a decent fight against Marianne.

However, he made the mistake of underestimating his opponent.

He should have gone all-out from the beginning instead of starting lightly.

In a battle between spear and fist, the spear has an overwhelming advantage.

But having let his guard down, Hrund allowed himself just one attack.

That single strike would become a fatal wound with no return.

"Demon Wood Shatterer...!"

Marianne gently placed her fist against Hrund's abdomen.

"What's that?"

"I was startled by her speed, but that attack seems like nothing special."

These were the reactions of ordinary spectators.

"That, that is...!"

"My goodness! What an unbelievable level of skill!"

These were the reactions of those who understood combat.

And it didn't take long for the ordinary spectators' reactions to change.

Kwang-!

The moment Marianne withdrew her fist,

a powerful shockwave erupted from Hrund's abdomen, smashing his body into the arena wall.

The man known as the Spear Master collapsed to the ground with his eyes rolled back.

A single strike.

Marianne had defeated her opponent with just one blow.

"I-insane! How is this possible?"

"Hahaha! She took down Hrund with one hit!"

"Tree King! Tree King! Tree King!"

The reaction was predictably intense.

What everyone thought would be a prolonged battle between masters had ended with a single strike.

The impact of that excitement seemed to reach the Knight Commander who was watching the fight.

Daimus descended from the VIP seats in the blink of an eye.

He approached Marianne and suddenly dropped to one knee.

"That was truly an excellent fight. I shouldn't say this, but I'm captivated by your strength. Would you please consider becoming a member of our Knight Order?"

An unprecedented recruitment attempt by the kingdom's Knight Order.

The crowd's cheers grew even louder, and everyone waited with bated breath for Marianne's answer.

However, her response came more quickly than expected.

"I respectfully decline."

"W-why? May I ask the reason?"

He clearly hadn't expected to be rejected.

Well, becoming a member of the Royal Knight Order was an incredibly honorable position.

Who would refuse the chance to become a knight of the king?

But Marianne was a saintess who had inherited the power of the Great Earth Mother.

As an elf who served a deity greater than any king, the Knight Order held little appeal for her.

While everyone was shocked with their mouths agape,

I alone, knowing this fact already, was about to smile.

"Because compared to Bern, you look fucking weak."

Why is my name coming up here?

Even my expression froze.
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The atmosphere in the arena had grown cold.

It was fine that Marianne had declined the invitation to join the Royal Knights, but what she said afterward was the problem.

She had belittled someone by comparing them to a specific person.

I could have viewed her newfound boldness in a positive light.

But the moment my name was mentioned, I lost my composure.

"I-Is that so? I suppose that person named Bern must be your teacher."

"Actually, no?"

I was already quite flustered, but Marianne only added to the confusion.

Daimus was forcing a smile. However, the veins on his forehead were clearly visible.

His status and honor had been tarnished in an instant.

Yet he didn't challenge Marianne to a duel.

Was he being magnanimous? Or did he judge that he couldn't defeat Marianne?

The answer came quickly.

"By any chance, is the person you mentioned present here?"

This wasn't good.

It seemed he intended to shift the blame for Marianne's mistake onto me.

Unaware of Daimus's intentions, Marianne began looking around.

I had a feeling I was about to get dragged into something troublesome, so I quietly stood up to leave.

But before I could escape, Marianne spotted me and started waving.

Daimus was smiling faintly.

This was a situation I couldn't avoid.

My opponent was one of the captains of the Holden Kingdom's knights.

If I ignored him and fled, it was obvious that troublesome consequences would follow.

I scratched the back of my head as I walked forward.

I stepped on the safety fence in the stands and jumped into the center of the arena.

"Hup!"

Landing lightly on the sandy floor of the arena, I approached the two of them.

"Bern! I—ow!"

I chopped the forehead of Marianne, who had been happily greeting me.

I knew she meant no harm, but this was the price for causing me trouble.

"I never expected the teacher himself to come forward."

"Well, this friend of mine said something absurd, didn't she? I had to come and take responsibility."

"Given that she's a champion with good judgment, aren't you being too harsh?"

"Haha! Even if I'm skilled, how could I possibly compare to a captain of the Royal Knights? It's just the words of a child who doesn't know the ways of the world yet, so I hope you'll be generous enough to let it slide."

"You don't need to worry. I'm not particularly offended. It's just..."

Shing—!

Daimus casually drew his sword.

I could guess his intention without him saying it.

"I'd like to personally experience the skills of the teacher the champion mentioned and receive your guidance."

Though he was beating around the bush, he was essentially saying he couldn't accept it.

Understandable. How could he not be angry when told that someone he's never heard of is stronger than him, a captain of the knights?

The fact that he wasn't raging and throwing a fit was already impressive.

"Would you oblige?"

"...Alright."

I stepped back ten paces, just like during Daimus's match.

He gripped his one-handed sword with both hands and faced off against me.

In the novel, Daimus was a character who used a sword and shield.

The fact that he chose not to use a shield wasn't out of arrogance, but a genuine desire to face me with just his sword.

After all, Daimus's character was diligent and sincere, far from arrogant.

*What should I do...?*

[Is there a problem?]

*My opponent wants a sword duel, but I can't draw my sword.*

[What's the problem with using me?]

*There are too many problems.*

Drawing a demonic sword in front of a Royal Knight Captain who pursues holiness?

I'd instantly become a target for purging, not just a sparring partner.

So I needed to borrow a sword from the arena.

[Contractor, you were in a sword-mind union with me not long ago, and now you're going to cheat with another?]

*Another? It's not a woman, it's just a sword.*

[That's because you truly don't understand! All swords in the world are females waiting to be used! And you want to use a prostitute sword that's been handled by various people without a master? As my husband, that's unacceptable!]

*I'm just going to use it briefly.*

[Even a one-night stand is unforgivable infidelity!]

Because Prah was vehemently opposed, I couldn't use another sword.

She had been generous enough to overlook it at the previous arena.

I suppose her possessiveness had grown stronger since we officially established our relationship.

With no choice, I took a stance without holding anything.

"Teacher, aren't you going to draw the sword at your waist?"

"Ah, there are circumstances I can't explain."

"I see..."

Daimus's brow furrowed.

He had seen my scabbard and thought I was a swordsman like him, so he had challenged me.

But my attitude of fighting barehanded without using a sword seemed to displease him.

I genuinely felt sorry about that.

[Hmph! You can handle an opponent of that level without drawing me.]

*We shouldn't underestimate him. He's the youngest knight captain and a genius on par with Kang Jun-hyeok.*

[I sometimes wonder, what do you think of yourself?]

*Me? I'm just Bern. Someone who's quite good with swords and magic.*

[Sigh...! You can't objectively assess your own level. In that sense, this fight will be an opportunity for you to reflect on yourself. First, just fight.]

I heard Prah's deep sigh.

Am I really that strong?

With that question in mind, I responded to Daimus's charge.

"What is this..."

Seconds later, I realized why Prah had said those words.

At my feet, Daimus was curled up, clutching his head.

He had been struck in a vital point by me and was now incapacitated.

[See? Didn't I tell you? You could handle him without my help.]

*I guess so...*

It wasn't that Daimus was weak.

He showed movements without any waste, and I felt that his swordsmanship was imbued with years of refinement.

He was just slow. More precisely, he seemed ridiculously slow to me.

Not quite in slow motion, but at a level where I could see and react with my eyes.

I could easily dodge his sword strikes by lowering my head or twisting my body.

The sword cutting through the air created a momentary opening, and I threw a punch at his vital point.

Since I didn't have the brutal strength like Marianne, I couldn't end it with one blow.

But a punch to a vital point wasn't something that even a knight captain could ignore.

After being hit in vital points repeatedly, around the fifth critical blow,

Daimus's legs gave out, and he collapsed.

And that's how the current scene came to be.

*It ended more easily than expected.*

[But it will look different to others.]

After finishing the fight, I could finally pay attention to the external reactions.

"Woaaaah! That's insane!"

"He defeated the kingdom's second-ranked knight captain? And barehanded at that?"

"He didn't even take a single hit and brought him down! Is this even possible?"

"Who is he anyway?"

With thunderous cheers, everyone's attention focused on me.

The reaction was even more intense than when Marianne became champion.

It seems the priorities have been reversed.

But Marianne was beaming with a bright smile as she clung to me.

"I knew Bern would win easily!"

"I appreciate the trust, but don't do that again."

"I'm sorry about that. The Earth Mother ordered me to do it, and I couldn't refuse."

"...The Great Earth Mother told you to do this?"

"Yes. She threatened that if the ungrateful person who stole her power couldn't endure this much of a trial, she wouldn't forgive them..."

"That can't be helped then."

It's understandable that she'd be angry since I had tapped into Marianne's power without permission.

"So what does the Great Earth Mother say about the result just now?"

"Hmm. She's not saying anything in particular right now."

Though it was concerning, I didn't want to provoke the deity unnecessarily.

I decided to postpone my apology to the Great Earth Mother and focus on leaving the arena first.

The attention and praise directed at me was becoming overwhelming.

The arena staff were whispering among themselves, seemingly plotting something.

If I lingered, they might arrange an event match between Marianne and me.

Or they might persistently try to recruit me as a fighter.

"Let's go, Marianne. We can continue our conversation outside the arena..."

"W-Wait a moment, please!"

Someone grabbed my ankle as I was about to leave.

It was Daimus, clutching his chest where I had hit him, gasping for breath.

Could it be that he doesn't accept the result?

I had no desire to fight him again, so I was about to shake off his hand.

"Teacher, I have a request...!"

"I'm really sorry, but I'm busy and don't accept personal requests."

"It's not a personal request! Come with me to stop the Magic Tower's ambition—ugh!"

Daimus couldn't finish his sentence and lost consciousness.

Normally, I would have left him to the arena staff, but I couldn't do that now.

The Magic Tower.

I had just heard that this collection of trash was causing trouble again.
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"Ugh!"

"Oh, you've finally opened your eyes."

Inside the medical room of the arena.

I had brought the unconscious Daimus to the medical room and was waiting for him to wake up.

I'd spent a whole two hours of precious time doing so.

"Where am I...?"

"The medical room. There are still other matches left, so I couldn't just leave you lying in the middle of the arena."

"...I apologize. So my complete defeat at your hands wasn't a dream after all."

"Want to fight again if you don't believe it?"

"No. The champion was right. Compared to your skills, I am indeed fucking weak. I lost to you when you weren't even using your full strength, didn't I?"

As he said this, Daimus glanced at the scabbard at my waist.

He's right.

But I had no intention of gloating about it. He wasn't at full strength either.

"No need to flatter me. You weren't using your full power either."

"That's true, but... Wait, your way of speaking seems a bit different now?"

"Why, does it bother you?"

"No. I was just curious."

"There's no need to be formal anymore. It would be disrespectful to speak casually to the Knight Commander in front of a large audience, right? I may not expect a warm welcome, but I don't want to be criticized either."

"I see."

Judging by his casual smile, he doesn't seem to mind.

Well, in the distant future, Daimus becomes close enough with Kang Jun-hyeok to call each other brothers.

The fact that he can be friendly with someone who took Princess Charlotte away shows he has a surprisingly easygoing personality.

"So you said you had something to ask me?"

"Ah, yes! With your level of strength...!"

"Wait a moment first."

I pushed away Daimus as he jumped up from the bed and approached me.

"I'm willing to listen to what you have to say, but that doesn't mean I'll definitely help you."

"If it's about compensation...!"

"It's not about compensation. I don't particularly want anything. Even if I did, I doubt you could provide it."

"I understand. With your strength, you must have easily obtained wealth and fame already."

"That's right. So there's only one reason I'm listening to your story. I have bad blood with those bastards at the Magic Tower."

As soon as he heard my words, Daimus's lips twitched.

His expression showed he was itching to expose the Magic Tower's atrocities.

So it's confirmed that the Magic Tower is up to no good.

"Go ahead and tell me. What is the Magic Tower plotting, and what do you want me to do?"

"Yes! First, regarding what's currently happening within the Magic Tower..."

A week ago, Daimus had captured a Magic Tower member who had infiltrated the castle while evading their pursuit.

Unauthorized intruders were typically executed on the spot, but the captured mage had desperately begged for his life.

He claimed he had no choice but to flee into the castle because his life was threatened.

Daimus decided to hold his sword and listen to the man's circumstances.

"Everything he told me was horrific. The more I heard, the more I questioned whether they were even human."

"The Magic Tower mages have always been like that. They'll commit any inhumane act without hesitation for their magical research, which is why they're absolutely not to be associated with."

"You're absolutely right. I can't believe they would even think of artificially fusing spirits..."

"Fusing spirits? What are you talking about?"

"You don't seem to know about this project. To explain simply, they're trying to use magic to fuse opposing spirits, like fire and water spirits."

"Why bother? What do they gain from that?"

"I'm not entirely sure myself. According to the whistleblower, it's for personal desires, but I don't understand what that means..."

As soon as I heard the word "desires," something clicked in my mind.

The disgusting aspect of humans that Prah had revealed to me when I received Prihart's blessing.

How they used spirits as portable tools.

If that was a long-standing tradition created and led by the Magic Tower?

Then they truly are scum that need to be eliminated from this world.

[So those guys now want to forcibly fuse spirits because they want to taste fire and water simultaneously.]

'They're truly insane.'

My brow furrowed in disgust at their repulsive plan.

The Magic Tower bastards seemed like greater evil than even the Demon King's army.

No wonder spirits kept their distance from humans.

"Is that all?"

"No. They've also been kidnapping children from villages near the Magic Tower to use as experimental subjects, and recently they're even planning to kidnap Dragonians to research Dragon Language magic."

"Hey, honestly, if the Magic Tower has committed such unjust acts, shouldn't you report it to the king?"

"Well, the chancellor seems to have some kind of connection with the Magic Tower, so I..."

"Ah."

Thinking back, that was part of the setting too.

The reason why the kingdom never intervened no matter how much the Magic Tower acted up.

The chancellor, second only to the king in power, was giving them special privileges.

It seems the Holden Kingdom is quite corrupt on the inside.

When I think about it that way, perhaps the Demon King was actually a necessary evil.

"With only military power and no political power, I needed someone else's help. That's why I came to the arena in Rebron."

"So that's why you tried to recruit Marianne as soon as she won?"

"That's right. But I believe your assistance would be sufficient."

"Hmm..."

I roughly understood what level my skills had reached in this world.

A level where I could fight the Magic Tower Master without issue.

If I could complete Prah and become a Grand Sword Master on top of that, I could probably easily defeat even the Magic Tower Master.

But that was still far off.

"So, will you help me?"

"Alright, I'll help you."

The Magic Tower was a cancer that needed to be removed for my happy future as well.

There was justification too. It wouldn't be bad to use this opportunity to wipe them out and make them disappear into history.

"But I can't help you right away. I have my own pile of work to deal with."

"I see..."

Lifting Hyesha's curse, finding information about unknown beings, collecting Demonic Swords, and so on.

With a mountain of tasks ahead of me, I couldn't focus on the Magic Tower right now.

If I tried to handle everything simultaneously, it would all fall apart.

I decided to solve each problem one by one.

Daimus seemed to understand my situation, but...

His expression wasn't good. It meant the Magic Tower's atrocities were urgent matters.

So I had already prepared an answer for that.

"Don't worry too much. I have a plan."

"Pardon?"

"While I'm dealing with my personal matters, I'll make sure the Magic Tower can't act up. Just prepare and wait until then."

"Yes..."

I patted Daimus's shoulder and got up from my seat.

The first step toward destroying the Magic Tower.

To create that, I left the medical room.

[It turned out exactly as I feared.]

'What can I do? Bad things tend to go their own way.'

[So you're really going to use that strategy?]

'Once I've made up my mind, I have to do it. It would look pathetic if I backed out now saying it doesn't seem feasible.'

I flicked my tongue and moistened my lips slightly with saliva.

From now on, the main part of my body I'd be using would be neither my hands nor feet, but my mouth.

"Let's go."

***

I stepped into the World Tree shrine within the Elf village.

Inside the majestic and sacred building, Marianne was sitting on the altar.

An action that the saintess, a symbol of nobility, would never do.

But since the one inside Marianne now wasn't the saintess...

Her actions were unpredictable.

"Welcome, filthy and impure human. I hear you called for me?"

"Yes, Great Earth Mother."

"Drop the honorifics. I don't want to be revered by the likes of you."

"Fine. If that's what you want, I'll oblige."

"Bold one. You dare to steal a portion of my power and then brazenly come to meet me. Do you wish to die?"

"Ugh...!"

A crushing pressure weighed down on my entire body.

Divine authority, a great power that no mortal could resist.

But I had somehow developed a body that could withstand even a god's pressure.

"N-no, of course not. I just wanted to ask the Great Earth Mother for a favor, so I asked Marianne."

"Ha! Now you're shamelessly asking for favors? You really are a crazy bastard! I'd like to tell you to get lost right now, but in my great generosity, I'll at least listen to what you have to say."

"Could you encourage the elves to declare war on the Magic Tower?"

"I thought I was hearing something, but it turns out to be nonsense not worth listening to."

"It wouldn't be a bad proposition for the elves and the World Tree, would it?"

"Not bad? Are you telling the peace-loving elves who cherish the forest to fight and die?"

Grr-!

The Great Earth Mother gnashed her teeth in great anger.

The pressure intensified. If my body had been even slightly weaker, I might have burst and died on the spot.

"Not long ago, humans sent by the Magic Tower kidnapped the twin sister and nearly endangered the younger one, didn't they?"

"Yes. As much as I hate to admit it, things worked out somehow thanks to you. Are you saying I should repay that favor by going to war with humans?"

"No. That's not what I meant. My point is that the Magic Tower has a great interest in elves and the World Tree."

"So what?"

The Great Earth Mother didn't understand the seriousness of the problem.

How could I explain the danger in a way that would make her vigilant?

After much consideration, a good example came to mind.

"Did you know? For human males, virility is an important factor."

"If you want to joke around with me, get out right now!"

"Just listen for a moment. I promise you won't regret it."

"Hmph! What about human virility?"

"Eels, oysters, asparagus, soft-shelled turtles... men will eat anything said to be good for virility without hesitation."

"So what?"

"Apply this from a mage's perspective, and it becomes simple. The World Tree has vast mana flowing through it, and the Magic Tower mages are obsessed with such mana."

The Great Earth Mother seemed to be ignoring my words, casually waving her hand.

It doesn't matter. She won't be able to ignore my words forever.

"According to recent information extracted from the Magic Tower, sunbathing under the World Tree allows one to obtain fresh mana."

The Great Earth Mother flinched, showing a momentary reaction.

It was about the World Tree, which was like her daughter, so she must be listening despite pretending not to.

"And that's not all. They say the effect doubles if you make skin contact with the World Tree while naked!"

"Such absurd nonsense...!"

"But you know what? I took a close look at the World Tree, and there are many holes in its trunk."

"...S-surely not!"

"They're already sunbathing and clinging to the tree, do you think they'll ignore those knotholes?"

"Stop!"

"There are cute little birds nesting in those holes. Wouldn't it be lovely if white, cloudy liquid got sprayed inside? If it accidentally gets on the eggs, it might even cause external fertilization."

"No matter how lowly I view humans, there can't be humans crazy enough to do such things...!"

"For reference, these are the same people who treat spirits as portable onaholes."

"This means war!"
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The Holden Royal Family has a chancellor who supports the Magic Tower, making it impossible to stop their rampage.

What about the Elf Forest then?

Although it's within the kingdom's territory, the Elf Forest is practically an independent nation.

As indigenous people who existed even before the kingdom was founded, they don't pay taxes and have no interactions with others.

The Holden Kingdom essentially neglects the elves, not caring what they do at all.

Therefore, the elves are a perfect faction to declare war against the Magic Tower.

Even if the kingdom gets involved, the Magic Tower has a history of attempting to kidnap the Saintess.

The elves have justification, so the kingdom would have no choice but to step back.

If they support the Magic Tower instead, they'd face public criticism and hostility from the elves.

With such severe disadvantages, the kingdom will likely remain neutral.

*This way, the elves will keep the Magic Tower in check for a while.*

[Now you can focus on other matters.]

*I'm glad the persuasion worked. I honestly thought it would be difficult since we were dealing with a deity.*

[That just shows how far those Magic Tower folks have gone.]

With this, the urgent problem was solved.

There were still matters to discuss, but the Great Earth Mother had already left Marianne's body.

"I'm sorry. My power was insufficient to keep the deity with us longer."

"Don't be so discouraged. You did your best, and thanks to you, the most important issue has been resolved."

Besides stopping the Magic Tower, I had many other questions about the Full Moon Stone and the unknown entity.

But it couldn't be helped. The very act of meeting with a deity was already a huge burden for Marianne.

I couldn't overwork her for my personal matters, could I?

I should be satisfied with the current results.

"Marianne, if you have time, could you show me around the village?"

"Pardon? A village tour?"

"Yes. There's someone I absolutely need to meet."

"Do you know someone in our village?"

"Not exactly, but there's someone who holds the key to solving my problem."

"Who might that be?"

"I heard she's called Old Lady Morks. Do you know her?"

"Yes, I do know of her, but..."

Marianne's expression suddenly darkened.

I felt inexplicably uneasy.

***

In conclusion, I was able to meet Old Lady Morks that Master Chester had mentioned.

But I only met her. There was no other gain.

"I never expected her to be in such a deep sleep..."

"It can't be helped. The village elders fall into deep sleep around this time."

Just as some animals hibernate, elderly elves have similar habits.

They sleep in winter and wake in spring, then fall into deep sleep again in early summer and wake in autumn.

With their long lifespans, they sleep for extended periods to stay active longer.

"But how do they deal with hunger or bodily functions?"

"All elves can receive nutrients from the earth. Similarly, they don't need to excrete waste as the earth takes their metabolic waste and converts it into fertilizer, so there's no problem even if they sleep for months."

"But without movement, their muscles would weaken considerably..."

"Surprisingly, muscle loss isn't that significant. However, since it's not completely absent, only those who've retired from active duty undergo summer sleep and winter hibernation."

"I see."

I heard from Marianne's escort that Old Lady Morks had retired long ago.

In other words, if I wanted to meet her, I should have come earlier.

It seems I'll have to put aside the matter of the stone tablet until autumn.

I'll need to lower the priority of investigating the unknown entity.

"So given the situation, what will you do? If you wish, you could stay in our village until autumn."

"I'd like to accept your hospitality... but I need to visit other places, so I'll postpone my stay for another time."

"I understand."

Marianne wore a gentle smile, but her eyes revealed disappointment.

I'd also like to stay in the forest for some forest bathing, but now is the time to keep moving.

At least three years.

I might not be able to rest until the revival of the Demon Lord's army and the final battle with the Demon Lord.

But after those three years, I believe I'll finally reach the happy ending I desire.

By then, whatever I do won't matter.

"Will you leave the village right away then?"

"Not quite. I think I'll impose on you for one night."

"It's still a long time before sunset. You could easily reach the next village."

"There's somewhere nearby I need to visit after dark."

"If it's a place you need to go at night... Ah! Perhaps you're referring to that flower field?"

"That's probably right."

Marianne seemed to have a specific place in mind when she mentioned it.

Given that she called it a flower field, it must be the right place.

The moonlight flower field that only blooms on full moon nights.

Moonlight flowers grow only on the foggy hills near the Elf Forest.

They're one of the main ingredients that can break Hyesha's curse.

"So you know about that famous spot, Bern! It's so well-known that all elves know about it!"

"Huh? Is that so?"

Shouldn't the moonlight flower field be relatively unknown even to elves?

On full moon nights, thick fog covers the area, hiding the beauty of the moonlight flowers.

I remember it being highly classified information known only to elder-level elves or above.

Yet Marianne said all elves in the village know about it.

Could I have been mistaken?

"Of course! Every flower in that field is absolutely beautiful!"

"Well... the flowers are pretty."

Kang Jun-hyeok and even the insensitive Hyesha described the fully bloomed moonlight flowers as beautiful.

So I guarantee the flower field on a full moon night must be spectacular.

"That's why many elves often visit the flower field every night."

"Then you must have been there too?"

"Just once when I was young. But I couldn't go inside, I just wandered around the perimeter and watched."

"Why's that?"

"My body was fragile back then."

Marianne, unable to handle the Great Earth Mother's power, had always lived in pain.

She couldn't freely roam outside like others and spent every day in the shrine praying.

Though she had such a pitiful childhood, things are different now.

Because I took some of the power that was consuming her.

From now on, I hope she can travel the world and freely express herself.

"Would you like to go to the flower field with me tonight?"

"Is... is that okay?"

"Your health has improved. Don't you think you should run around freely in the flower field at least once in your life?"

"You're right."

Marianne nodded shyly with a smile.

Even though it's at night, she seems happy about going flower-viewing together.

I'm glad I invited her.

"Hehe! I'm already looking forward to tonight!"

"We're just going to see flowers?"

"Beautiful flowers always make me feel good! And above all, I'm really excited to finally experience what I've only been able to watch until now!"

"Experience? What experience?"

"I guess you don't know about that part. Earlier, I mentioned that the nighttime flower field is famous among elves, right?"

"Yes."

"While the flowers' beauty is one reason, there's actually an incredible secret hidden there!"

So the elves also know about the efficacy of moonlight flowers.

They cure various curses and replenish the energy of those who consume them.

Moonlight flowers will even be called a panacea in the distant future.

They're valuable ingredients that can't be found on the market.

"You pick the petals from the field and pound them with all your might!"

"Huh?"

I know that moonlight flower petals are supposed to be steeped in boiling water and drunk.

But pounding them into powder? This is news to me.

Could there be an elven preparation method I'm not aware of?

"After pounding them hard, they become a fine white powder, and elves place it on a wide leaf."

"And then?"

"Then you tear off a small leaf nearby, roll it up, and bring it to your nostril."

"What?"

"Next, you take the rolled-up leaf to the powder on the large leaf and inhale the powder through your nose! Then everyone starts grinning and becomes happy..."

"You crazy woman! That's not it!"

"Pardon?"

I thought there couldn't be anything crazier than modifying spirits into sex toys or turning human remains into weapons.

But it turns out elves gather in the flower field every night to produce illicit substances from flower petals.

I've been completely blindsided.

Elves are just as insane as the Magic Tower and dwarves.
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A field of moonlight flowers beautifully glimmering in the thick fog.

I crouched down to touch the petals as I visited the foggy hill with Marianne.

"I can't believe a place like this exists. I've never seen anything like it before!"

"It's not a very well-known location."

Even so, it was surprising.

I thought that as a Saintess with her high position, she would know about it, but apparently not.

Was it because Marianne couldn't go outside that no one told her about this place?

The title of Saintess seemed like nothing but an empty honor.

"Just as you said, Bern, every flower here is so beautiful!"

"On nights with a full moon, you won't find a more beautiful flower field anywhere."

"What about when it's not a full moon?"

"During the day, the flowers wither. At night they bloom, but they don't glow. They only emit light during a full moon, as far as I know."

"That's fascinating. I wonder what causes it?"

"I'm not sure about that either. I just remember there's a story about a young man who fell in love with the moon goddess and carefully cultivated these flowers. Since the shy moon goddess only shows her face on full moon nights, I suppose that might be why."

"How romantic!"

"Right?"

Still, these kinds of stories should properly be told by an elf.

Yet somehow I ended up hearing tales of deranged drug addicts from elves instead.

I couldn't help but laugh at the absurdity of it all.

*Well, at least Marianne seems happy, so I guess that's good.*

[You're quite soft-hearted. Even after hearing about the elves' hidden side, you don't seem disgusted.]

*I still don't know for sure. That powder the elves snort might not be drugs but a supplement to enhance muscle growth, right?*

[Considering the elves' abnormal muscle mass, I suppose that possibility can't be completely ruled out.]

I sincerely hoped my theory was correct.

I didn't want to see any more of this broken fantasy world.

Even trying to understand the customs of other races was difficult to accept.

The snow woman's snow person board, the dwarves' bone weapons, the elves' magical powder.

And then there were the demon tribe, beast people, and giants I hadn't met yet.

I was already dreading what kind of insane customs they might have.

"By the way, what are you planning to do here?"

"I thought I'd take some of the moonlight flower petals."

"The petals?"

"Yes. They're quite useful as medicinal ingredients."

"Could the moonlight flowers also make you feel good...!"

"Not like that!"

Moonlight flowers are absolutely not drug ingredients.

They say painkillers can sometimes become drugs, but moonlight flowers are closer to antibiotics.

They help eliminate the source of curses and diseases in the body.

They have no effect whatsoever on the nervous system.

"No matter how much you grind the moonlight flower petals, they won't have that kind of effect. So don't even think about grinding them."

"I understand."

Though she verbally agreed, Marianne licked her lips as if disappointed.

It seemed she still hadn't given up her curiosity about drugs.

I should probably tip off Rosemary, Marianne's twin sister, to prevent her from coming to the flower field at night.

"I wonder if this is enough?"

I looked into the bag after carefully selecting and gathering flowers in good condition.

I was satisfied with the amount of moonlight flower petals—neither too many nor too few.

It was enough to break Hyesha's curse with some left over.

I wondered what to do with the remainder.

*I should probably make some emergency medicine to keep on hand.*

[That would be wise, since you might need to rely on medicine's power in a pinch.]

If I made some, not just me but my other companions could use them when needed.

I decided to make a few bottles of potion as insurance.

Just as I was about to leave with my bag, a forgotten memory suddenly came to mind.

*That's strange. There should be a wolf pack living in the foggy valley around here.*

In the original story, the wolves attacked Hyesha and Kang Jun-hyeok while they were gathering moonlight flowers.

Yet I had stayed in the flower field much longer, and there wasn't even a shadow of a wolf to be seen.

*The wolves aren't showing up today.*

[Isn't it better if they don't appear?]

*Not necessarily.*

The source of the thick fog covering the hill was the valley where the wolves lived, which was a sanctuary ruled by Maseta, the goddess of fog.

Unlike other gods, Maseta didn't like to show off and preferred a calm atmosphere.

Her preference matched only one other deity.

The god I follow, Prihart.

Prihart and Maseta were the closest of friends.

Even if attacked by wolves, revealing the mark of Prihart's follower would resolve the situation.

Instead of hostility, I might receive an enthusiastic welcome from the wolves.

Since the valley wolves follow Maseta, their actions reflect her will.

If they learned a follower of her friend had arrived, they would normally welcome me.

*But I'm concerned that there's no sign of the wolves at all.*

[Perhaps they're sleeping, or the entire pack has gone on a journey?]

*The valley wolves are mostly nocturnal, except for a few. And they're so attached to the foggy valley that gave them sanctuary, they would never leave.*

[That does sound suspicious.]

*I should be able to spot at least one, but I can't sense any presence at all.*

It was strangely quiet.

Something might have happened in the foggy valley.

Though it wasn't really my business to get involved.

"Should I go check it out?"

For some reason, the moonlight was shining toward the valley, drawing me in that direction.

***

"Yip!"

Crunch!

The man crushed the screaming wolf's head under his foot.

Wolf blood splattered everywhere.

Some got on the man's face, but he didn't seem to mind.

As if he were accustomed to slaughter.

"Greg, what's the situation?"

"We've successfully subdued them. We killed the resistant wolves to instill fear in the young ones."

"Good. I'll take the pups. You collect the wolf carcasses."

"Understood."

The man who appeared to be Greg's superior grabbed a wolf pup by the scruff of its neck and dragged it away.

He looked exactly like a dog trader.

"Whine! Whine!"

The wolf pups made sorrowful cries, pleading for help, but the parent wolves that had protected them had already been killed.

All by Greg's hand.

"To think I'm stuck dealing with these damn mutts..."

He was an S-rank adventurer employed by the Magic Tower.

He should have been enjoying dangerous adventures like exploring uncharted territories filled with monsters or tracking demon activities in lands of evil.

Unable to do so, Greg was full of discontent.

"I had high expectations since this was a direct request from the Magic Tower... How disappointing."

Even though the foggy valley wolves received Maseta's blessing, they were no match for S-rank Greg.

His strength was built through experience and enlightenment.

It couldn't be compared to borrowed power.

If they had completely made someone else's power their own, like Marianne, it would be a different story.

But none of the wolves had fully absorbed Maseta's power.

"Pathetic. Utterly boring."

Greg clicked his tongue as he kicked the wolf carcasses.

His eyes lacked vitality.

For him, it was like going from a battlefield where death loomed to a slaughterhouse.

It was natural for him to feel empty.

"Hup!"

Greg tied together five wolf carcasses, each weighing about 40kg, and hoisted them onto his back.

Despite the combined weight exceeding 200kg, his expression remained completely calm.

He seemed satisfied that carrying the wolves was more challenging than killing them.

"Hmm...?"

Thud!

A head rolled to his feet just as he was about to leave.

It was the head of his superior who had been carrying the wolf pups.

Seeing this, Greg didn't panic. Instead, he raised the corner of his mouth.

He didn't care about his superior's death.

The man only had the authority to give Greg orders for the mission.

In reality, Greg's skills far surpassed his.

Even so, the superior wasn't someone to be completely ignored.

His superior's death meant the appearance of an opponent who could excite Greg.

"Good. Very good...!"

Thump!

Greg put down the wolf carcasses and stared in the direction from which the head had rolled.

The fog was so thick that everything looked white even at night.

Red eyes gleamed through the mist.

After a moment, the fog cleared slightly, and moonlight illuminated the space between them.

A black-haired man emanating an ominous aura.

His flickering red eyes reflected Greg's image.

"This is insane. To think a monster would be living in such a desolate valley."

Greg swallowed nervously.

At this moment, he was certain that the roles of hunter and prey had been reversed.
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It was a coincidence.

Bern happened to encounter a man carrying wolf pups in both hands.

It was the result of following the faint moonlight in a fog so thick he couldn't see an inch ahead.

"W-what? Why are a human and an elf in a place like this...?"

"Yip! Yip!"

While the man was flustered.

Bern was calmly assessing the situation.

The strong scent of blood, the moist eyes of the wolf pups, and the hexagram badge on the man's chest.

It was the symbol of the Magic Tower.

"Magic Tower?"

Marianne, seeing this, reacted first.

Bern said nothing but smirked.

*He's smiling?*

Seeing Bern's sneer, the man composed himself and concealed his emotions.

Then he stepped forward confidently.

"That's right! I am a high inspector from the Magic Tower! I don't know why an elf and a human pair are in a place like this, but if you don't want to see something unpleasant..."

"You Magic Tower bastards always talk too much."

"Huh...?"

Bern casually walked past the man.

In his hand was his Demonic Sword, drawn without anyone noticing when.

Realizing too late that his eyes couldn't follow Bern's movement, the man hurriedly tried to turn around.

But it was impossible.

His head was already separated from his body, spinning in the air.

Bern caught the falling head and examined the face.

An expression frozen in shock and terror.

Bern smiled again and left a brief comment.

"Sorry, but I'm already on bad terms with the Magic Tower."

If you asked ten people to name a power second only to the Holden Kingdom, eight would say the Magic Tower.

To be hostile toward such an entity?

It was impossible unless you were insane.

But the overwhelming force and confidence Bern displayed planted a seed of doubt in the man's mind.

With that suspicion, the man's consciousness faded.

His headless body collapsed lifelessly to the ground.

Thanks to this, the captured wolf pups were freed.

As soon as their paws touched the ground, they rushed toward Bern.

"Whiiine!"

"Yip!"

They rubbed their paws against Bern's legs while crying pitifully.

Without needing interpretation, Bern guessed the meaning of their behavior.

"Are there more inside?"

If only the pups had been kidnapped, they would have immediately run to their parents upon being freed.

However, the wolf pups were circling around Bern, desperately wanting something.

This could only mean that something had happened to the parent wolves as well.

"Alright, lead me to your home."

"Awoo!"

The wolf pups ran earnestly on their short legs into the fog.

Considering the possibility that Bern might lose track of them, they howled to guide him.

As they gradually approached the site of the massacre, Bern also quieted his breathing.

Bern's [Nocturnal Intuition], which unfailingly activated at night, brought him various pieces of information.

One of which was that an enemy lurked beyond the fog.

A formidable opponent that should not be underestimated.

"Stop."

"Pardon?"

"I'll proceed alone from here. The rest of you wait here."

"Will you be alright?"

"Yes. I actually prefer having no one around."

Prahg, gripped in Bern's hand, trembled slightly.

It was agreeing with his words.

"I'll be back then."

"Please be careful..."

With Marianne's send-off, Bern ventured deeper into the thicker fog.

Though his vision was blocked, Bern moved straight toward where his intuition guided him.

Sensing that he was getting close to the enemy, he threw the head of the man he had dealt with earlier.

A hearty laugh echoed from beyond the fog.

*As expected, this one isn't normal either.*

Bern gripped Prahg and drew upon his magical power.

As Prahg's runes flickered, black magical energy rose from Bern's body.

Matching the situation, the fog thinned, and moonlight illuminated the valley.

Two people stood facing each other.

After a moment of silence, Greg was the first to speak.

Even that was more of a grumble.

Having vaguely gauged Bern's level, Greg let out a deep sigh.

An opponent difficult to defeat—it would be wiser to calculate the probability of escape rather than victory.

But even that wasn't certain.

He sensed that the moment he turned his back, a sword would slice through his neck.

"I have no choice but to fight prepared to die...!"

Swoosh.

An arrow shot from the crossbow hidden beneath Greg's wrist.

The stealthily fired arrow flew straight toward Bern's neck.

Although it was blocked by Bern's casually swung sword, Greg hadn't expected much from it.

The important thing was forcing his opponent to block or dodge the arrow.

Taking advantage of the momentary opening created by this action, Greg brought down his heavy halberd.

It was normally out of reach, but the halberd's shaft extended, reaching where Bern stood.

The halberd he wielded was an artifact.

From the crossbow to the artifact, Greg was showing all his tricks without holding back.

It was a decision based on the judgment that this opponent wouldn't forgive even a moment's carelessness.

Indeed, even Bern couldn't end it quickly against Greg's attack.

"So all my attacks were meaningless after all."

"The attempt was good. Just the attempt."

Bern, having successfully deflected even the halberd, swung his sword as if dusting it off and stomped the ground.

Sensing the counterattack beginning, Greg assumed a defensive stance.

Clang!

It started with a downward strike like the halberd.

Greg blocked it with his mithril shaft, but the ground beneath him caved in.

"W-what kind of strength is this...!"

"It's not over yet."

Bern pulled one leg back and spun in place.

He aimed for Greg's neck with a horizontal slash using the momentum of the rotation.

Clack!

Greg barely blocked it by drawing the dagger at his waist.

The experience that had brought him to S-rank was faithfully helping him preserve his life.

However, he was still outmatched in speed, strength, weapon proficiency, and every other aspect.

At best, he might have been slightly ahead in adaptability.

But one ability alone couldn't turn the tide of battle.

*This valley might become my grave.*

With the skill difference clearly visible, the overwhelming performance gap between their weapons also became apparent.

A mithril-made halberd artifact should have been a weapon without any shortcomings.

That was an arrogant and foolish misconception.

His opponent was using an ominously black sword.

A dangerous weapon that corroded ordinary steel upon a single clash.

Greg threw his now unusable dagger to the ground.

*This guy is blatantly a monster beyond expected parameters! These damn Magic Tower bastards...!*

A dangerous individual with a possibly forbidden weapon.

Greg showed a bitter smile while sweating coldly.

Gripping his halberd tightly, he let out a battle cry.

"Uoooooh!"

He had hoped for even a slight reaction, but Bern remained motionless.

Greg charged with desperate determination.

He swung his halberd powerfully and elegantly, starting with seemingly simple moves but ending with unpredictable variations.

It was a strike perfected through the blood of countless magical beasts.

*It might not be enough to reach him, but...*

He harbored a small hope of inflicting at least a scratch.

But reality was devastating.

Bern neither parried with his sword nor dodged.

He simply caught the axe blade of the halberd with his callused hand as if it were nothing.

Greg might have accepted it if the hand had been crushed or at least torn and bleeding.

Seeing the perfectly intact hand, Greg fell into despair.

He had recognized the difference in their levels from the beginning.

However, he hadn't known how vast that gap was.

That's why Greg had challenged him, and now he clearly understood the difference.

A realm beyond humanity.

Naturally, it was a category where the human-defined S-rank classification didn't apply.

"Are you done with your little performance?"

"Ha...! Haha, uhahaha! So my full strength was merely a performance..."

"Should I pretend to be surprised?"

"I'll pass. It would only make this more pathetic."

Bern nodded and readied his sword.

A pitch-black aura rose from his sword.

For Greg, apart from its hideous color, it was a power he had seen before.

*Sword Ki...*

If Bern had shown his Sword Ki earlier, Greg wouldn't have acted so rashly.

Greg felt slightly resentful toward Bern, but expressing discontent to an absolute superior would only lead to a more terrible death.

His remaining options were only two: surrender or escape.

For Greg, who extremely disliked bowing his head to others, the choice was already made.

"Sorry, but I don't plan to die quietly."

Before Bern could release his Sword Ki.

Greg took out a round capsule from his pocket.

Faint light leaked through the tiny gaps in the capsule.

It was an essential tool for adventurers, containing a flash bug.

The flash bug, which emits light covering a 100-meter radius upon impact and then dies, was perfect for emergency escapes.

That's why renowned adventurers always carried them.

"Using such a cheap trick."

"Take it as me being well-prepared."

"What a ridiculous fellow."

Bern withdrew his Sword Ki.

Although he could have cut through even intense light, he went so far as to sheathe his sword.

"What's your intention? Are you thinking of letting me go?"

"Wake up from your dream and look behind you."

"Behind...?"

There was no presence felt from behind.

However, Bern's warning accelerated Greg's anxiety.

If Bern had an ally, they could approach from behind without making any sound.

With this unsettling thought crossing his mind, Greg hurriedly looked back.

"What—gack!"

The moment he turned around, a pitch-black sword pierced through his chest from behind.

It was Bern's Demonic Sword.

"I can't believe you actually looked back."

"Y-you bastard!"

"Isn't it your fault for turning your back on an enemy?"

"How can someone with such overwhelming skill use such a cowardly trick!"

"Isn't it better to be cunning than to be a fool who only knows how to use brute force?"

"Such a lowly—"

Before Greg could finish his last words, Bern bisected his body.

"Instead of babbling in front of me, go make up and have sex with the wolves you killed in hell."

Bern shook the blood off his sword and smiled wickedly.

He was a man who had given justice away to chaos.

[Contractor.]

"Are you going to nag me again?"

[No.]

"Really? Then what is it?"

[Don't go around saying things like you're being corrupted by demonic energy through this body, or that you might become a Demon King.]

As Greg had mentioned, Bern had gradually grown stronger and crossed into a realm beyond humanity.

But his character had been inhuman from the start.
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"Ugh! Tsk!"

Bern clicked his tongue in overwhelming disappointment.

No matter how much he rummaged through the man's belongings, he couldn't find anything useful.

Ten gold coins, an old small crossbow, a flash bug capsule, and a mithril halberd.

The halberd might be worth something, but it was cumbersome to carry around.

Above all, he wasn't short on money.

The income Hades brought in was quite substantial, enough to cover his retirement funds without issue.

*But leaving it here feels unsettling too.*

[Leaving behind a weapon that killed the Wolf of the Valley would be an insult to the surviving wolves.]

"Fine. I just need to throw it far away, right?"

Bern picked up the halberd, aimed it toward the south where the Magic Tower stood, and launched it.

No matter how exceptional his strength was, it couldn't possibly reach the distant Magic Tower.

He simply threw it with the wish that the Magic Tower would be ruined.

"Done and dealt with!"

[What if some innocent person dies from the halberd you threw? What were you thinking?]

"Come on, as if something like that would actually happen?"

[You always...!]

"Wait, before you lecture me, I want to ask something—aren't you a Demonic Sword?"

[Why are you stating the obvious?]

"Then if someone dies from the halberd I threw, shouldn't you be happy about it? A Holy Sword might scold me, but you should be supporting my actions."

[Uh...?]

A Demonic Sword—a blade infused with demonic energy.

Fundamentally, Prah was far removed from concepts like holiness and justice.

[You... have a point?]

"See?"

[How strange. Your actions are truly righteous, yet why have I been scolding you all this time?]

"I wouldn't know."

The reason was simple.

He had been committing atrocities so terrible that even a Demonic Sword found them distasteful.

But Prah, now questioning its identity, was simply confused.

Meanwhile, Chaos was gleaming with bright eyes from within the shadows.

Chaos, who had decided to follow Bern for life.

With its tongue out, panting, it looked adorable enough to strike the hearts of dog lovers worldwide.

"Anyway, I didn't do anything wrong. Right?"

[Uh, umm... I-I suppose?]

"Great, then this matter is settled! Let's go back and call Marianne..."

"Awoooooo!"

Just as Bern turned to head back to where Marianne and the wolf pups were, wolf howls suddenly echoed from all directions.

Bern stopped in his tracks and laughed incredulously.

"These guys are late to the party."

Bern scratched the back of his head and raised his fighting spirit again.

Though he was the benefactor who saved the wolf pups, it wouldn't be strange if they misunderstood him as the culprit who killed the wolves given the circumstances.

He took a defensive stance, thinking he might need to subdue all the wolves by force.

"It's okay. They're not trying to be hostile toward you, Bern."

A gentle voice came from behind him.

Recognizing the voice as Marianne's, Bern relaxed his body as usual.

At the same time, the fog cleared, revealing the surroundings.

Dozens of wolves had surrounded Bern.

"They want to express their gratitude to you."

Marianne was slowly walking toward Bern.

She put down the wolf pups she had been holding.

Freed, the pups pushed off the ground with all their might and ran to their mother wolves.

Unfortunately, their parents were already cold corpses.

"Whimper...!"

The pups licked the corpses while crying sorrowfully.

Watching the scene, Bern frowned.

It was the expression he made when something displeased him.

*I told that Magic Tower lackey to have sex with wolves in hell, but now this makes it sound like a bad joke?*

[Contractor, you are definitely bound for hell.]

[Woof! I'll follow Master all the way to hell!]

*Not needed.*

[Whine?!]

While these unsavory conversations were happening in Bern's mind,

Marianne gently held onto Bern's arm.

"Don't feel too bad. It's not your fault."

"...?"

Why is she stating the obvious?

Bern found Marianne's behavior puzzling.

However, he didn't bother to point it out.

He just assumed she was misunderstanding something and let it slide.

"Awoo!"

Having accepted their parents' deaths, the wolf pups moved away from the corpses and approached Bern.

Their benefactor who not only saved them but also avenged them.

They jumped up and lightly landed on Bern's shoulders.

Even as pups, they were large compared to human shoulders, making their perch look quite precarious.

Still, the wolves showed wisdom by using their claws to stabilize themselves.

Once stable, they eagerly began licking Bern's cheeks.

[Those despicable creatures...!]

[C-calm down.]

All the shadows around them began to violently fluctuate, but they quickly settled when Bern gave them a sidelong glare.

No matter how jealous it felt, Chaos didn't want to be disliked, so it temporarily curled its tail.

"Sigh...! You guys seem to be misunderstanding something."

Bern carefully grabbed the necks of the pups licking his cheeks.

He carefully lowered them from his shoulders and placed them gently on the ground.

Then, like a lecturing father, he straightened his back and looked down at the wolves directly.

"I'm not the kind of suspicious person who considers being licked by wolves as a reward, you know? You've got the wrong guy."

"Whimper..."

"I appreciate your desire to repay me, but you're not capable of it right now. So get stronger and repay the favor later."

"Awoooo!"

The wolf pups responded to Bern's harsh words with loud howls.

Though he couldn't understand wolf language, Bern took it as affirmation.

They had lost their parents, but if they overcame that pain and grew, they would surely become great.

Bern smiled contentedly, kneeled down to match their eye level.

He patted each wolf pup's head once, then dusted off his knee and stood up.

"Now, let's put the little ones' gratitude aside and see what our elders have to offer."

Bern approached the other wolves, leaving the pups behind.

The wolf that appeared to be the leader slowly closed its eyes and turned around.

It wasn't refusing to repay him but signaling him to follow.

Bern smiled happily and followed the leader wolf along with Marianne.

Meanwhile, the wolf pups watched Bern's retreating figure.

They gazed at him in admiration, as if looking at someone they idolized, when suddenly some mugwort and garlic were thrown in front of them.

"Awo?"

"Woof woof!"

The one who threw the mugwort and garlic was none other than Chaos.

The Pomeranian peeked its face out from the shadows.

It spat out the garlic it had been holding in its mouth and threw it at them.

Then it made the smug expression of a winner that it had learned from watching Bern.

*You can't follow Master, but I can. If you're jealous, eat this and try becoming human.*

After conveying this meaning through its expression, Chaos retreated back into the shadows.

The wolf pups, who had felt fear, shock, and sadness rather than anger at their parents' deaths,
were now overwhelmed with an unfamiliar sense of defeat and rage.

Thus, a battle between beasts that Bern was unaware of had begun.

***

"W-what in the world...?!"

A woman was sprawled on her back.

While wandering through the mountains, she had hurriedly tried to dodge a suddenly flying halberd and fallen over.

"An ambush...? No, judging by the lack of any presence, it must have been shot from far away."

Thanks to her exceptional senses, the woman had barely managed to avoid the halberd.

Had she not, one of her precious black wings would have been torn off.

Though she had fallen ungracefully, she was satisfied that she had protected her life and body.

"The human continent is quite frightening. If such dangerous weapons can fly at you from anywhere, anytime, it would be impossible to sleep soundly..."

The woman dusted off her bottom as she stood up.

She grabbed the mithril halberd and crushed it in her hand.

Though she possessed such strength, the reason she couldn't respond properly was that she couldn't handle the speed at which the halberd had flown.

The woman thought it must have been thrown by someone skilled and turned in that direction.

Coincidentally, moonlight was illuminating the direction from which the halberd had come, and though she didn't know who it was, she wanted to meet them.

Perhaps they were the culprit who had killed her compatriots from her continent, so she had a mind to meet them.

The woman coolly left the spot.

*What an interesting continent.*

And in the place she left behind remained a cool yellow puddle.

In some circles it might be called holy water, but considering her identity, it could hardly be called that.
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"A cave?"

The alpha wolf stopped at the bottom of the valley, in front of a cave shrouded in mist.

I sighed at the thought of having to explore yet another dreary cave.

However, as I tried to enter, the wolf blocked my path.

"What? Weren't you leading me into the cave?"

"Awoooooo!"

The alpha wolf turned toward the cave and let out a long howl.

Seeing it calling for someone, I realized I had misunderstood its intentions.

While I waited awkwardly, light footsteps echoed from inside the cave.

Did the valley wolves have a human family member?

I could see a silhouette approaching, walking on two legs despite the hazy outline.

"Rare event. This land, human, came."

"A Lycanthrope...?"

"Correct."

As the distance closed, the silhouette's identity was revealed.

The head was that of a wolf, the body covered in fur, but the skeletal structure resembled a human's.

However, it seemed unskilled with human language, speaking in broken fragments.

Should I be grateful to have met a wolf that can communicate?

I realized now that the true leader of the wolves was this wolf-man.

"I am Raskan. Heard, human. Comrades, helped. Thank you."

"It's nothing. I didn't do it to receive thanks."

"Reward, speak."

"Well? I don't particularly want anything."

As a believer of Prihart, I had only come to meet the followers of Maseta, who were close to my patron deity.

Then I encountered those despicable Magic Tower bastards and had to teach them a lesson.

*I should have extracted information before killing them.*

[It's too late now.]

All I could do was make educated guesses.

The most likely scenario was that after failing to kidnap the Saintess of the World Tree, they targeted the wolves of the Misty Valley instead.

Wolves instead of elves...

*It's not easy to predict what they're planning.*

[Do you notice any clear pattern in this series of incidents?]

*Are you referring to their connection to deities?*

[Exactly. The Magic Tower folks must be planning something grand that requires divine power.]

*So I could be a target too?*

[Normally yes, but they probably won't know unless you reveal your divine mark.]

True enough. Prihart's temple was not only located on a snowy mountain but also hidden beneath the snow.

The Magic Tower would have difficulty finding it unless they were determined.

Moreover, considering time and distance, it would be terribly inefficient. Targeting nearby elves or wolves made more strategic sense.

"Human, no greed. But reward, necessary."

"Why are you so insistent on rewarding me?"

"Tribe, rule. Received kindness, must repay."

"Hmm, would it be possible to ask for your help in a war?"

Raskan shook his head.

Apparently, that was an impossible request.

"Mist, essential. Departure, expulsion."

"I see. You cannot leave this misty valley, and if you do, you're no longer part of the tribe, right?"

"Correct."

It seemed I couldn't expect troops to fight against Ignite.

This presented a dilemma. I needed to request something now or lose the opportunity for a reward.

I had to ask for something, but I had no idea what the wolves possessed.

In the original story, Hyesha and Kang Jun-hyeok only obtained the Moon Flower before fleeing, so there was no detailed information about the wolves of the Misty Valley.

"Then could you ask your deity to bestow a small blessing on me?"

"Impossible. Blessing, bestowed. Only tribe."

To receive Maseta's blessing, I would need to become part of the wolf tribe.

And as Raskan mentioned earlier, becoming part of the tribe meant living in the misty valley for life.

I had no interest in settling in the valley, and I had mountains of tasks to handle outside, so I could only lick my lips in disappointment.

"If this doesn't work and that doesn't work, what am I supposed to ask for...?"

"A-apologize. Restrictions, unavoidable."

"Right, it's not your fault. Just give me the best thing you have."

"Understood."

Raskan went back into the cave.

While he fetched the treasure, I reorganized my priorities mentally.

One of my goals had transformed into a ticking time bomb.

The annihilation of the Magic Tower.

Like defeating Ignite, this required careful attention.

Fortunately, the situation differed from that with the Fire Dragon.

I had killed everyone connected to the Magic Tower without letting any witnesses escape.

With no witnesses, the Magic Tower remained unaware of my existence.

That's why I had placed it as a priority after Ignite, but now...

*Perhaps I should uproot them before they become more troublesome.*

Ignite is arrogant.

He believes he can crush someone like me anytime, so he won't make efforts to grow stronger.

But the Magic Tower is different.

They constantly pursue new knowledge and even dabble in taboos to gain power.

This time, they seem to be researching and planning to misuse divine power.

I managed to protect Marianne and the wolves of the Misty Valley, but throughout the kingdom, there are others who worship different deities.

I can't protect all of them, and many have likely already been taken by the Magic Tower.

If I leave the Magic Tower unchecked, with their inhumane experiments aimed at advancement, they could become more troublesome than dragons.

So I needed to change my priorities.

The only question was whether to challenge them after completing my demonic sword.

Though not quite at the level of a dragon, the Tower Master was extremely powerful.

Having surpassed the 8th rank and approaching the 9th rank of transcendence, the Tower Master was a formidable opponent who, like the Mad Dragon, had pushed Kang Jun-hyeok to the brink of death.

Against an opponent immune to shallow tactics, I needed thorough preparation.

*One mountain after another...*

[That's what life is all about.]

*I want to throw it all away and live happily in a comfortable home with someone I love.*

[Hehe, isn't enduring the present hardship necessary for such a lovely future?]

*That's true.*

After possessing Bern's body, I initially didn't care whether the world ended or not.

But as precious people entered my life one by one, I developed a desire to protect them.

That's why I want to destroy the Magic Tower, which will become problematic later, and kill the red lizard that harmed Rene.

Only then can I proudly call myself a husband without shame anywhere.

"Human! Treasure, brought."

"What's that book? That's your treasure?"

"Yes. Revered, sacred, supreme treasure."

"Hmm..."

Giving him the benefit of the doubt, I accepted the thick book from Raskan.

Inside were drawings.

Images created not with pen and ink, but with wolf claws.

Yet they were surprisingly well-executed, which impressed me greatly.

The image on the cover depicted Raskan himself, with such accuracy that it boosted my confidence in the book's value.

Perhaps Raskan had illustrated his martial arts or arcane techniques through these drawings.

If so, this book would indeed be a treasure of immeasurable worth.

*This looks promising.*

Rustle-!

I turned the page to see the next illustration.

It showed Raskan standing, identical to the cover, but with a new wolf added in front of him.

A cooperative technique? Though somewhat disappointing, if it was a skill I could use with Rene and Rin, it wouldn't be bad.

Rustle-!

The wolf remained the same, but Raskan's posture had changed.

He was kneeling closely behind the wolf.

Rustle-!

Raskan grabbing the wolf's waist.

He had his hips pulled far back, and a stick had been added to his lower body that wasn't there before.

Rustle-!

He was thrusting the stick into the wolf.

I immediately closed the book and looked at Raskan.

He was rubbing his nose with his finger, seemingly embarrassed.

The so-called treasure was actually an erotic book.

And worse, it depicted his personal experiences—something I had no desire to see.

Only now did I notice that Raskan's fur was uniquely blue.

While other wolves were gray or black, his alone was blue.

Suspiciously so...

"You're not exactly normal either, are you?"

The werewolf who displayed such majesty tearing apart countless vampires under the full moon.

That cinematic image was utterly shattered.

I had somewhat expected this, but seeing it firsthand made me laugh.

"Haha!"

This garbage world should be burned to ashes.

***

"Haha, huhahaha!"

In a tower far from the Misty Valley.

On the highest floor stood an old man laughing heartily, just like Bern.

"It's complete. I've finally completed it!"

In his hand was a sword emanating an ominous aura.

It seemed as if an unsettling energy would engulf anyone who approached.

Yet the old man examined the sword casually, turning it this way and that.

"They said only dwarves could forge demonic swords? Ha! That's nonsense now. Even humans can make them!"

The old man raised the sword high.

He rejoiced at the fruition of his efforts, despite the hundreds of demon corpses strewn behind him.

What the old man had created was an artificial demonic sword made from demonic energy extracted from demon corpses.

Unlike Prah with its refined demonic energy, this was a crude amalgamation, but it was undeniably a demonic sword.

"Next is the holy sword."

Though he had achieved a miracle as a mage rather than a blacksmith, his grand ambition was far from over.

Just as he had forcibly extracted demonic energy, he planned to extract divine power to create a holy sword.

*The moment the holy sword is completed, the world will be mine...!*

Ch.117 - 114. The Signpost Pointed To By The Full Moon - 6
I wanted to return the treasure Raskan gave me, but figuring out what I'd have to accept as a replacement gift was giving me a headache.

I would have preferred to end things by saying I helped them for free, but the wolves insisted on repaying favors, so I had no choice.

In the end, Chaos took the adult material from the wolves. Being from the same canine family, he seemed quite interested.

I'm not sure if I should be teaching him such unnecessary knowledge.

"Human. Gift, one more, have."

"Ugh! I don't need—huh?"

Just as I was about to refuse, not wanting any more wolf erotica, my eyes were drawn to the bottle Raskan held out.

It contained a colorless, odorless transparent liquid, which made it all the more intriguing.

I didn't know what it was, but it certainly seemed more useful than erotic drawings.

"What's this now?"

"Fog, essence."

"I've never heard of such a thing. Can you tell me more about it?"

"Essence, throw. Fog, forever, appears."

"...That's it?"

"Yes."

I was slightly disappointed.

It was certainly a useful tool for wolves who received Maseta's blessing.

Their power would grow even stronger when they were in the fog.

But for someone like me without the blessing, fog appearing didn't seem particularly beneficial.

If anything, it might be useful for escaping.

"Well, thanks for giving me one more thing."

"Human. Essence, disappointed?"

My disappointment must have shown on my face.

It was my mistake not to manage my expression better out of courtesy, even if the gift seemed inadequate.

But if I tried to say it was fine now, Raskan might worry even more.

Being honest seemed like the better approach.

"I am a bit disappointed. I can't use fog as efficiently as you can since I don't have the blessing."

"Reason, ask."

"Well, without the blessing, fog is just something that blocks vision..."

"Add, paralyzing mushroom. Essence efficiency, maximize."

"Wait, are you saying if I mix poison with this, the entire fog becomes poisonous?"

"Correct."

Now that its application was revealed, it seemed like an excellent item.

In other words, combining the fog essence with certain substances would create powerful synergies.

And since it lasted forever, it meant I could potentially devastate an entire area with poison.

It was essentially a fantasy version of a biochemical weapon.

*I could mix in aphrodisiacs and watch an orgy unfold.*

[Both the wolf-man who offers erotic art as treasure and the contractor who thinks of mixing aphrodisiacs into the essence are perverts of the same level.]

*Wouldn't it be funny to imagine enemy soldiers suddenly having sex on the battlefield? That's the true meaning of "make love, not war."*

[Perhaps you should occasionally abandon your vulgarity?]

*Come on! You like me being vulgar, don't you?*

[I cannot deny that, but...]

The topic had drifted, but anyway, the fog essence could be a game-changing card depending on how it was used.

Now that I'd received a satisfying reward, I couldn't help but smile.

Should I use the essence against the Magic Tower? Or in the war against Ignite?

It was a happy dilemma.

"Thank you, I'll make good use of this."

"Benefactor, satisfied. Good."

Raskan nodded, looking pleased that he had properly repaid his debt.

He must have had a hard time trying to read my reactions.

I felt somewhat sorry, but I couldn't pretend to be happy about receiving wolf erotica.

"Oh! By the way, there's something I wanted to ask."

"Anything."

"How come you didn't notice when intruders entered the valley? I thought wolves immediately sensed when someone stepped into the fog?"

"Correct. But intruder, presence, none. Three possibilities. Magic, magical tool, or stealth."

It wasn't a magical tool. There was no magical reaction when they thoroughly searched the possessions.

Stealth was possible but better ruled out.

The level of the first one whose head I removed wouldn't have been enough to evade the wolves' surveillance.

That left only one method.

"It must have been multi-teleportation magic."

I had to assume the infiltrators were sent after being given powerful concealment magic.

If anyone could do that, it would only be the Magic Tower Master.

While some parts made sense, others remained suspicious.

*How did they know the coordinates of this place?*

Looking at the map, the fog valley covered quite a large area.

Considering how the fog covered even the hill where the moonlight flowers bloomed, it would be difficult to pinpoint.

The Magic Tower Master was too meticulous to rely on uncertain factors like luck.

I couldn't imagine him depending on such unpredictable elements.

This meant he must have known the exact coordinates for the teleportation magic...

"Has there been anything unusual lately? Strange energies or suspicious people in the area?"

"Hmm..."

Raskan pondered, stroking his chin.

After searching his memories for a while, his eyes suddenly lit up as if remembering something.

"There was!"

"Tell me in detail."

"Seven days ago, remember..."

Raskan's story went like this:

As usual, Raskan was praying inside the cave.

The wolves had hunted a deer and offered it as a tribute to the fog deity.

While worshipping at the altar, he suddenly sensed something strange.

He and his fellow wolves headed toward the source of the strange energy and encountered an old man.

An old man with white hair wearing a cloak covered in golden embroidery.

He was in the middle of the forest, drawing a magic circle with his staff.

"Quick attack, pounced. But..."

An invisible wall protected the old man, so the wolves could only glare at him from in front of the barrier.

As they tensed, unable to gauge the depth of his power and wondering what calamity he might bring,

The old man laughed raucously and left these words:

[Hahaha! Wait, we shall meet again soon.]

Immediately after, he shook his buttocks at the wolves before disappearing along with the magic circle.

"Magic Tower Master, this crazy bastard."

He had personally set the teleportation magic coordinates and left.

The reason he didn't harm the wolves was probably because he was wary of the deity's curse.

Massacring believers within a deity's domain would bring troublesome curses.

Not wanting to be cursed, the Magic Tower Master just marked the coordinates and passed the task to someone else.

*His cunning personality remains the same.*

I felt somewhat relieved.

I had wondered if the Magic Tower Master might have changed because of my existence, but he was the same.

That damned old man who tormented Bern until his death.

I think I can kill him with peace of mind.

"Hey, can you guide me to where that old man was?"

"Possible. But reason, want to know."

"Since he kindly left a trail, I should follow it."

The Magic Tower Master had made a critical mistake.

Assuming none of the wolves could use magic, he personally left coordinates.

Though the magic circle disappeared, traces of magical power would remain in the ground.

If I gather these traces, I'll have one chance.

A chance to teleport to where the Magic Tower Master is.

[Do you intend to fight the Magic Tower Master?]

*Of course I'm not planning to have the final battle right now. But still...*

I should collect my trump cards when I can.

The outline of my plan to bring down the Magic Tower was gradually becoming clearer.

All that remained was to reunite with those I had sent from Rebron earlier.

*I wonder how Rin and Rene are doing?*

The moonlight was already shining in the east.

***

Yuran, the city of entertainment located in the northeast of the kingdom.

This city, filled with bright red lanterns throughout its streets, was bustling as usual today.

Tourists marveled as they explored the streets, while touts worked hard to attract customers.

Various performances were taking place in the square, and in the eastern part of the town stood a building as tall as a castle, showing off its grandeur.

This was also one of the kingdom's three major cities of pleasure.

If Rebron was the city of gladiators, Yuran was known as the city of gambling.

"Amazing, I didn't know a place like this existed."

"Indeed, this seems like the place where we can find what Gracious Teacher mentioned."

Rin and Rene had set foot in this city.

[The ingredient I need can only be obtained in Yuran, so I'd like someone to go get it for me.]

The two, both wanting to receive more of Bern's love than others, fought over who would go.

Unable to decide, Bern decided to send both of them together.

That's how the Dragonian and the Blind Sword Saint came to Yuran.

"The person in charge of this city has the item, right?"

"Yes. Gracious Teacher told us that the person in charge is a Dragonian like you."

"With the bond between fellow Dragonians, they might hand it over quickly if I ask!"

"I wonder about that. I've heard other Dragonians are more aggressive, unlike you. They might prefer to give the item to someone who proves their skill, which could be more advantageous for me."

Rin and Rene engaged in a battle of nerves while maintaining their smiles.

Though they had become friendlier, their relationship was still rather cold.

They didn't show it when Bern was around, but when alone like now, they didn't hold back.

"You haven't forgotten our agreement, have you?"

"Of course not."

"Then let's part ways here."

"Very well, I wish you luck."

As soon as they entered the city, they turned their backs on each other and went their separate ways.

Two people with completely different personalities and methods.

Yet their goal was the same.

*"Whoever gets the ingredient first gets to..."*

*"With Bern."*

*"With Gracious Teacher."*

*"Have sex for a week!"*

Just as they say people who love each other grow to resemble one another, these two had become as vulgar as Bern.

Ch.118 - 115. Dragon Of The Pleasure City - 1
I resolved the unexpected incident in the Misty Valley and received a decent reward.

I learned about the Magic Tower's dangerous plan and acquired an item with countless uses.

Once Hyesha's curse is resolved, I plan to behead the Magic Tower Master.

Given how things have turned out, I should demand the collapse of the Magic Tower or their cooperation as payment for my help.

Whether it's Ignite or the Magic Tower, both are opponents that must be brought down.

"Where are you heading next?"

"Now that I've secured the Moonlight Flower, I need to go to the city where Rin and Rene went. Honestly, I don't think those two are getting along well."

Though they pretend to be close, their compatibility isn't great unless they're in bed together.

I hope they haven't caused any trouble before I arrive.

Still, they're capable of taking care of themselves, so there shouldn't be any major issues.

...Probably.

"The night has grown deep, so first let's return to the Elf Forest to get some sleep."

"A wise decision. I'll prepare a place for you to rest!"

"I'm counting on you."

While Bern's body can function fine without sleep for three days, my mind—once known as Yun Geon-woo—cannot.

I could rely on skills to fight off drowsiness, but I didn't want to go that far.

Right now, I just wanted to collapse onto a bed, even one made of leaves.

As I yawned widely and emerged from the oppressive fog, someone passed by me, heading into the mist.

"Huh...?"

"What's wrong?"

"No, didn't someone just enter the fog?"

"Did they? I didn't sense any presence at all."

"Maybe it was my imagination..."

"If you're curious, we could go back the way we came?"

She meant returning to search through the thick fog.

That was far too bothersome, so I shook my head.

"No. They walked in on their own feet rather than using teleportation magic, so the wolves will handle it appropriately."

At least, it was unlikely to be someone sent from the Magic Tower.

Those magic-loving folks wouldn't bother walking when they could use teleportation magic.

If the intruder wasn't from the Magic Tower, then it wasn't my concern.

"I'm sleepy. Let's just head back."

"Understood."

Besides, I remember catching a whiff of urine from the person as we passed by.

Even though the Magic Tower is full of lunatics, none of them walk around having wet themselves.

Whoever it was, they were probably insignificant.

With that thought, Marianne and I returned to the Elf village.

***

"That person just now..."

The moment Bern emerged from the fog.

Almost simultaneously, a black-winged woman was entering the mist.

She too noticed Bern coming out of the fog.

'Could that person who just left be the one who threw the weapon at me...?'

If that were the case, she should have left the fog to confront him.

Yet somehow, her feet wouldn't move.

It felt as if someone was holding her ankles in place, causing her to hesitate.

'...No, it couldn't be. It's hard to believe he could throw such a heavy halberd that far.'

The woman turned back and walked into the fog.

Fate had not yet permitted these two to meet.

***

Inside a carriage heading to Yuran, one of the three great cities of pleasure.

Due to sudden bad weather, carriage services were suspended, and I was only able to depart five days later than planned.

Though I was worried about the delay, according to a letter from Lewen, Rin and Rene were doing fine.

That eased my mind somewhat as I gazed out of the carriage window.

'The fact that they're all still in Yuran means they haven't obtained the item I mentioned yet.'

[You called it the Mermaid's Tear, right?]

'It's a natural mineral formed only in the deep sea. It got its name because the gem's shape resembles a teardrop.'

[So it's not an actual mermaid's tear.]

'Real mermaid tears have no practical value. Their scales, on the other hand...'

Anyway, the Mermaid's Tear I want is extremely difficult to obtain, even with the help of deep-sea merfolk.

However, there are two beings who could easily get their hands on such a precious treasure: one is the Blue Dragon living in the southern sea.

The other is Setis, the Blue Dragon's child and ruler of Yuran.

The key was to persuade her thoroughly to obtain the Mermaid's Tear.

I had entrusted that mission to Rin and Rene, but there was no good news yet.

I'd only heard that they were doing well.

Honestly, I'm satisfied just knowing they're not pushing themselves too hard.

"That's our destination, right?"

"That's right."

Through the window, a massive structure came into view.

It was Yuran's landmark and the building where Setis lived.

I couldn't be certain, but the Mermaid's Tear was likely hidden in a vault somewhere inside that building.

'I hope we can resolve this peacefully this time.'

I always seemed to acquire what I wanted after some kind of commotion.

Because of that, I sometimes wished things would proceed in a more relaxed manner.

[Unfortunately, that seems impossible.]

'Why?'

[Look toward the entrance and you'll understand.]

At Prah's words, I poked my head out the window.

The area around the distant city entrance was darkened by a massive crowd.

I wondered if some accident had occurred in the city, causing them to refuse entry to outsiders.

But that wasn't it at all.

The people at the entrance were facing each other, fighting.

"You filthy White Dragon Faction scum!"

"Who are you calling filthy! Even a child knows that you Blue Dragon Faction are more disgusting than us!"

"Since when were we fighting with words? Boys, wipe them out!"

"For our savior, Lady Rene! Charge!!"

The peace I had hoped for was already shattered.

Moreover, the side called the White Dragon Faction mentioned someone I knew.

Rene is the daughter of the Mad Dragon, characterized by her beautiful white hair.

If they named their faction after her features...

Then the Blue Dragon Faction must be the organization led by Yuran's ruler, Setis.

This meant Rene was at odds with Setis.

"Oh, my aching head..."

[Just accept it already. You don't have a single day of peace.]

"Fuck."

Rene had already created a headache-inducing situation.

Yuran has long been ruled by Setis, and there's a backstory that many are dissatisfied with her dictatorship.

However, the residents of Yuran couldn't rebel against Setis's strength, so they lived with suppressed voices.

Then Rene, a Dragonian like Setis, appeared, and they seized the opportunity to start a revolution with her at the helm.

The story was forming in my head even without hearing the details.

'I'm pretty sure I told her to get along with Setis, didn't I?'

[Did you really think the docile Rene could befriend an arrogant and belligerent Dragonian?]

'I guess that doesn't make sense.'

[I suspect the current situation arose from discord between the two Dragonians.]

'Maybe I had unrealistic hopes from the beginning.'

Then what about Rin?

Perhaps she was following Rene, helping the White Dragon Faction overthrow Setis...

"Argh!"

"For Lady Setis, wipe them all out without leaving a single one!"

"Uoooh! Follow General Rin of the Blue Dragon Faction!"

It was the opposite.

In the distance, Rin, wearing a blue cheongsam representing the Blue Dragon Faction, was cutting down members of the White Dragon Faction.

So much for cooperation with Rene. She was clearly in an adversarial position against her.

"I gave them a mission, and they're both just brawling on a massive scale..."

"Bern."

"Hmm? What is it?"

"I think you should see this."

Following Marianne's pointing finger, I saw placards.

Both the White Dragon Faction and Blue Dragon Faction had large placards with these messages:

[Welcome to Yuran, Bern, husband of the White Dragon!]

[Thank you for your esteemed visit, Great Master Bern of the Blue Dragon Faction!]

Both sides had my name prominently displayed.

That's when I finally understood what was happening.

I had sent letters to Rin and Rene earlier. In those letters, I mentioned I would arrive today.

I didn't mean for them to come greet me, but they each brought their factions along.

And that's why the two forces collided at the entrance.

"If I had known things would turn out like this, I wouldn't have sent those letters..."

But regret came too late.

Because of me, both factions were fighting at the city entrance.

"Ugh...! White Dragon Faction, hold on a little longer! Lady Rene will come to support us soon!"

"Blue Dragon Faction! Push them back before reinforcements arrive!"

Currently, the Blue Dragon Faction with Rin was gaining the upper hand.

It seems they were overwhelming the opposition because no one could match Rin's skill.

I should intervene before more casualties occur.

"I'll go!"

Just as I was about to resolve the major incident created by Rin and Rene,

Suddenly, Marianne kicked open the carriage door and jumped out.

"Huh? You don't need to get involved!"

"It's fine! Watching the fight made me itchy to join in!"

"W-wait! I'm trying to stop the fight..."

"A fight? I have to join in!"

Marianne dashed into the middle of the brawl on the street.

Having suddenly joined the fray, she began beating up members of the Blue Dragon Faction.

"Why is there not a single normal person around me?"

[That's because you're not normal yourself.]

An irrefutable statement.
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The Blue Pavilion, known as Yuran's landmark.

A tall building with a Blue Dragon statue erected on its roof.

It was also called the nest of Sestia, daughter of the Southern ruler, the Blue Dragon.

The top floor of the Blue Pavilion was furnished with luxury furniture and cutting-edge facilities imported from Ainharden.

A woman was peering through one of these facilities, a magical telescope.

"Lady Sestia. We've received reports that our organization has clashed with opposing forces at the city entrance."

"Yes, I'm watching it now."

"With Rin leading the vanguard, the battle situation wasn't bad, but when an elf who wasn't in our data intervened, the tide turned in an instant."

"I know."

"Therefore, I suggest we deploy the new weapon recently developed by our military supply team..."

"Hey."

"Y-yes, ma'am!"

The secretary's babbling stopped at her cold, sinking voice.

Sestia briefly lowered the telescope and glared at the secretary from the corner of her eye.

The secretary's entire body tensed under the gaze of those sharp vertical pupils.

The pressure of the strongest species. Even with human blood mixed in, a dragon was still a dragon.

"I told you I already know, didn't I? Why do you keep annoying me?"

"I-I'm so sorry!"

"Don't bother me. I'm already aware of everything without you having to explain it all."

"Y-yes!"

"If you understand, get out."

"Excuse me!"

The secretary turned sharply and hurriedly left the room.

Convinced he would be eaten if he irritated Sestia's nerves any further, he fled in haste.

With the annoying secretary gone, Sestia looked through the telescope again at the distant scene.

The site where the White Dragon Faction and Blue Dragon Faction were currently fighting.

Despite watching the battle of many people, Sestia's expression remained very indifferent.

The fight was far too insufficient to make the dragon blood in her veins boil.

At the very least, Rin, whom Sestia had been watching closely, was fighting spectacularly, but it was disappointing that her opponent was so unremarkable.

"How boring."

Even with forces attempting to bring her down, Sestia felt no tension whatsoever.

There was no enemy that posed a threat to her.

Empty and futile.

While harboring such sentiments, at that moment, Sestia's eyes caught something unusual.

Her gaze fell not on the battlefield but on a carriage far behind it.

A man emerging from it, sighing deeply.

*He's strong.*

Though he appeared to have many openings on the surface, if actually attacked, it seemed he could avoid it in any way.

A strong person isn't someone who radiates an intense presence.

Rather, in Sestia's view, a truly strong person is one who maintains composure to respond to any variable and conceals their power to prevent opponents from predicting them.

And someone who matched that image had just arrived in the city.

"This will be interesting..."

A smile formed on Sestia's previously rigid expression.

She began to laugh quietly, as if unable to contain her excitement for what would unfold in Yuran from now on.

For a long time, she couldn't take her eyes off the man.

***

"What am I supposed to do about this..."

With Marianne joining the White Dragon Faction, the power balance between both sides had been appropriately adjusted.

The problem was that even with the balance restored, the situation hadn't improved.

My goal was to stop the fighting, not to ensure an equal fight.

[The best way to stop a fight is to take down the enemy leader.]

*The enemy leader...*

While Rin was the leader of the Blue Dragon Faction, there was no clear leader visible for the White Dragon Faction.

That made the situation ambiguous.

I couldn't harm Rin, and I didn't know who to take down in the White Dragon Faction.

*That method is rejected.*

[Then it seems the only option is to shock everyone on the battlefield with overwhelming power.]

*Is that really the only way...*

The best method would be to shoot out sword ki and split the ground, but...

I couldn't openly reveal my Demonic Sword in front of people.

If not the sword, the only power I could display was magic.

I planned to use magic that would physically end the war while I was at it.

[What do you plan to do?]

*I'm going to turn this entire area into an ice rink.*

[Oh?]

An important element in the outcome of a battle is balance.

When balance is lost, openings appear, and one exposes their neck to the opponent.

In that sense, if I disrupted everyone's balance with an ice rink, the fighting would stop momentarily.

Once everyone fell, I would erect an ice wall the size of a castle wall in the center to separate the two factions.

Then everyone would revere me. It was a perfect plan.

"A power level equivalent to what a 5th-rank mage would use should be sufficient."

[5th-rank?]

"Well then..."

[W-wait just a moment!]

"Ice Field."

*Snap!*

I snapped my fingers, manifesting magic that turned the ground into ice.

Ice paths spread out from me like tree roots.

In an instant, the ice extended to the battlefield, reaching everyone's feet.

Now if only everyone would fall down together...

"Huh?"

*Crack!*

Far from falling, everyone's feet were firmly stuck to the ground.

The ice path I created wasn't satisfied with just the ground; it climbed up people's legs and spread throughout their bodies.

"What is this?!"

"S-save me!"

"Cold! Cold! Cold! Cold! Cold!"

As people turned into ice statues one by one, I heard Prah's lament.

[Did you forget that as a believer of Prihart, your magical power is amplified?]

*N-now that you mention it...*

[Though you tried to control your power, your mastery of ice magic specifically has risen to another level. As a result, you've caused everyone to freeze solid.]

*...*

[It seems you're somewhat aware of what you did wrong.]

*I just had a thought—if I thawed only specific body parts and stimulated them, would the pleasure remain even after they're completely thawed?*

[Contractor, have you finally lost your mind?]

In the end, I was severely scolded by Prah, and the war between the White Dragon Faction and Blue Dragon Faction temporarily came to an end.

***

"This way, please."

With the incident settled for now, we were being guided by someone who appeared to be an executive of the White Dragon Faction.

I had visited the White Dragon Faction first to give Rene a stern talking-to.

And so we arrived at a nice-looking tavern.

Like a Western movie saloon, it was made entirely of wood, and inside, a bartender and dancing girls were preparing for business.

"Is this the right place? It looks like a bar that's still preparing to open."

"Don't worry. This is definitely the White Dragon Faction's hideout."

The young guide entered the liquor storage room without the owner's permission.

Walking to the right corner of the storage room, he bent down and pulled a small protruding rod on the floor.

Then, stairs leading underground appeared before us.

"Please continue following me."

He took a torch near the entrance and skillfully lit the oil-soaked cloth.

It seemed to be a secret passage to the White Dragon Faction's hideout.

Well, with Sestia being the ruler of Yuran, the White Dragon Faction was essentially a rebel group.

Their hideout needed to be concealed to avoid being eradicated by the Blue Dragon Faction.

"Can I ask a few questions while we're heading to see Rene?"

"Feel free to ask anything."

"Why did your White Dragon Faction rebel against Sestia?"

"...There are various reasons, but the most representative ones would be extortion, fraud, and frequent beatings."

"The leader of Yuran did such things?"

"Except for the beatings, they were all committed by her subordinates, but still, when the upper waters are polluted, the lower waters naturally become polluted too."

"So you're trying to overthrow her?"

"Yes. Many people have suffered from Sestia's tyranny, and some couldn't endure it and committed suicide."

*Crunch!*

Seeing the young man grind his teeth in anger, it didn't seem like he was making this up.

It was an expression that could only be made with genuine anger.

I decided to stop questioning as his rage seemed about to boil over.

With victims overflowing, I had no leisure to listen to each person's story.

Nor did I intend to offer inadequate sympathy.

"Here we are. Rene is waiting for Bern beyond this door."

"Ah, thank you."

After sending off the young man who had guided us, I pulled the door handle and went inside.

Only after opening it did I realize I had forgotten to knock.

But given my relationship with Rene, it should be fine, right?

"Whew! Have you lost your mind? You've got some nerve entering my room without knocking!"

Rene was swirling a wine glass with her back turned to me.

Wearing a black fedora and a black suit, she looked like a mafia boss.

It was a fashion statement declaring, "I am the boss here."

"I'll give you a special choice. Either bow your head right now, or if you don't like that, leave the organization."

"...What are you doing?"

"Eh?!"

Rene, who had been showing only her back, was startled by my voice and quickly turned around.

Upon facing me, she kept opening and closing her mouth, repeatedly chewing her words.

Knowing she had done something embarrassing, Rene's face instantly turned red.

"B-Bern! This isn't what it looks like...!"

"Congratulations, you've evolved from Mad Dragon to Black Flame Dragon."

It was a moment when Rene's dark history was updated.
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Rene changed from her formal suit into her everyday clothes.

Despite this, she still seemed to have some lingering embarrassment as she fidgeted on the sofa.

She really didn't need to be so concerned about it.

Since becoming possessed, I've sometimes had the urge to shout things like "Eternal Ice!" when using magic.

I have no intention of actually doing it due to self-loathing, but the point is that everyone has the desire to show off sometimes.

Rene probably felt that way too when she acted like a boss from a noir film.

"So when are you going to explain what happened while I was gone?"

"Ah! I'll explain right away!"

Rene moistened her mouth with tea instead of wine.

Then she began her story.

"It all started when I met Sestia."

"So you did meet her?"

"Of course! I wouldn't have a grudge against someone I don't even know!"

Rene had visited Sestia's residence with Rin.

They honestly expressed their need for the Mermaid's Tear.

In response, Sestia showed great ambition, saying she would give it to them if they satisfied just one condition.

"Up until then, I thought she was someone reasonable and liked her."

"She must have made an unreasonable demand."

"Just as you said, it was an insane request."

"What was it?"

"...Sea Dragon Below."

"Sea Dragon Below? That's a term I've never heard before."

"It means the Mad Dragon is below the Sea Dragon."

"Wow!"

"She said she would give me the Mermaid's Tear if I shouted that phrase to people throughout the city."

"That is an unreasonable request."

Among humans, there are those who would sell out their parents, but for Dragonians, that was something they could never do.

Unlike other Dragonians, Rene wasn't particularly aggressive, but she did have pride in her dragon lineage.

She respected her mother Breeze and, despite occasional grumbling, was a dutiful daughter who followed her well.

To ask someone like Rene to say her mother is beneath someone else's father?

That was a proposal she would firmly reject even if I were the one asking.

"So that's why you joined the rebel organization?"

"The decisive factor was the provocation that followed after I refused."

"What else did she say?"

"She told me if I found it difficult to accept that the Sea Dragon is above the Mad Dragon, I should prove it with my own hands. She challenged me to defeat her."

"So you gathered people who had grudges against Sestia and formed the White Dragon Faction?"

"Yes! I wanted to break that woman's pride by any means necessary!"

Rene clenched her fists with determination.

Though usually gentle, she had a strong competitive streak.

I could understand her motivation for making such a choice.

"Wait. Then why is Rin in the Blue Dragon Faction that supports Sestia? It would have been much easier if you two had worked together."

"Well, about that..."

Rene explained that while Sestia had thoroughly provoked her, she had surprisingly treated Rin with respect.

And as if anticipating the current situation, she made Rin an enticing offer.

"She offered to give her the Mermaid's Tear if she worked under her for just one month?"

"Yes..."

"Wow! She's completely playing with both of you."

Whether Rene defeats her or Rin protects her, the Mermaid's Tear would be theirs.

Sestia was essentially paying with the Mermaid's Tear to watch the two of them fight.

"Then this could end if one side just pretends to fight and then concedes after a month..."

"That won't work!"

"Why not?"

Suddenly remembering something, Rene began to fidget.

It was a behavior she often showed when trying to hide her nervousness.

"W-well, if I back down, it would be an insult to my mother! So I must defeat Sestia no matter what!"

Indeed, if someone claimed that Breeze was beneath a Blue Dragon she had never even met, I would find it difficult to accept as well.

Having inherited the Dragon Heart from Breeze, it would also be demeaning to myself.

Regardless of whatever reason Rene was hiding, I was in no position to advise her to surrender to Sestia.

"I understand. Then I'll go find Rin and tell her to secretly undermine the Blue Dragon Faction from within."

"I'd appreciate that, but it's better not to expect too much."

"Huh? Why not?"

"Let's just call it a woman's intuition. Haha..."

Rene laughed awkwardly and evaded the question.

What on earth was she hiding?

Since Rene didn't seem willing to tell me, I immediately sent a messenger to Rin to hear her side.

Since this would be a private conversation, I arranged to meet at a quiet tea house.

After some time passed, I received a positive response and left the White Dragon Faction's hideout for the shop Rin recommended.

In the empty shop, I set up a magic barrier to block out noise and told Rin what I had heard from Rene.

"Everything you heard from my Gracious Teacher is true. I am currently serving as the Great General of the Blue Dragon Faction, appointed by Lady Sestia."

"Now that I think about it, I recall your subordinates addressing you by that title at the entrance. As Great General, what's your position within the organization?"

"To put it simply, I have control over all the Blue Dragon Faction's forces except for Lady Sestia herself."

"Oh! You've moved up in the world."

"It's just a position I'll be giving up after a month anyway."

"If you told Sestia you wanted to stay longer, wouldn't she extend it?"

Sestia must have recognized Rin's value.

That's why she let Rene go but kept Rin and recruited her into her forces.

Given how highly she valued Rin, Sestia would gladly accept if Rin wanted to remain with her faction.

"Please don't say that. Though I'm away temporarily, my place is always here."

Rin stood up and naturally sat down next to me.

She grasped my hands with both of hers.

Her warmth traveled through my hands, bringing a sense of calm to my heart.

"Sorry. I was just joking out of jealousy."

"Jealousy?"

"Yes, I'm sensitive about the fact that my person has joined someone else's ranks."

It might be unseemly, but I'm quite possessive.

I'm the type who firmly holds onto what's mine, so even with good reason, I'm uncomfortable lending to others.

When I revealed this, Rin smiled brightly and pressed herself closer to me.

"Put your worries to rest! As soon as I get the Mermaid's Tear, I'll return to your side immediately!"

"Really?"

"My body and heart belong to you for life, my Gracious Teacher. They will never belong to anyone else, so you can rest assured. If you're still uneasy, I'll cut down any man who approaches me!"

"N-no, there's no need to go that far."

"Hehe, understood!"

Rin was great in many ways, but she occasionally had a tendency to go overboard.

It's like she takes one step further when others would stop at an appropriate line.

If she could just fix that, she would be an absolutely lovable partner.

"Oh, right. We've strayed from the important topic I wanted to discuss."

"What important topic?"

"Well..."

I explained Rene's situation and asked if she could help undermine the Blue Dragon Faction from within.

At that, Rin's expression, which had been cheerful until just a moment ago, turned cold.

"I'm sorry. I cannot accept that request."

"Why not?"

"Even if it's your request, my Gracious Teacher, I must refuse this time."

"For what reason?"

"Before receiving the position of Great General, I swore to temporarily become a sword that protects Lady Sestia. As you know, a swordsman who breaks a sword oath must pierce their own heart with their sword. For that reason, I regretfully cannot betray her."

"I see..."

"But no matter what happens, I will definitely bring you the Mermaid's Tear!"

"...Alright, I'll be looking forward to it."

"Leave it to me!"

In the end, I couldn't unite Rin and Rene under one cause.

Both had circumstances that prevented them from backing down.

The White Dragon Faction and the Blue Dragon Faction. One of them must fall for this situation to end.

[Whose side do you intend to take?]

'I don't know either.'

Considering my connection with Breeze, helping Rene would be the right choice.

But if I do that, I would inevitably have to fight against Rin.

While she might understand my choice intellectually, her heart would surely be wounded.

It would mean I had no expectations of her despite her confident promise to bring the Mermaid's Tear.

Since I love Rin as well, I can't do that to her.

"Both sides have complicated circumstances. What should we do now?"

"There's nothing we can do. Just bring some popcorn, Marianne."

Since it's come to this, I might as well just peacefully watch how things unfold.

As I was laughing dejectedly after making that decision, that's when it happened.

A woman in a blue qipao was walking gracefully toward us from across the way.

She had long, double-layered horns, and blue scales were occasionally visible through the side slits of her qipao.

While her appearance was undoubtedly similar to a human, her essence was of a different caliber.

The ruler of Yuran, known as the strongest among the Dragonians—it was Sestia.
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The click-clack of heels.

Sestia approached with a seductive gait.

Her confidently upturned lips revealed her standing.

She embodied the very image of someone declaring themselves supreme.

In male terms, it would be like walking with shoulders raised high.

"Mr. Bern, could that person be..."

"Just ignore her. Don't even make eye contact."

I'd resolved to completely disregard her this time.

I had no intention of creating any connection with her.

I naturally walked past Sestia with Marianne in tow.

Putting on a full display of being an oblivious outsider.

"How amusing."

As we passed by, Sestia's voice drifted into my ear.

I continued walking without breaking stride.

Responding would only get me entangled.

The best strategy was to leave, pretending I hadn't heard, assuming she wasn't talking to me.

"Your act of pretending not to hear is quite impressive."

I am deaf.

"But you know what? You're the only one in this city who ignores me."

Surely she's not talking about me.

"You, who's thinking it's not about you right now. Yes, I'm talking to you."

"...What is it?"

"Finally, a response?"

How could I ignore someone who was reading my thoughts with mind-reading and chattering while following behind me?

If Sestia weren't famous, it might be different, but she was the face of this city.

Continuing to ignore someone like her would not only draw the attention of the residents but also earn their resentment.

I needed to stay in this city for about three more weeks and couldn't afford to be disliked by the locals.

"Do you have some business with me?"

"No need for formalities, speak comfortably. I know all about you through Alvastro."

"...Is it appropriate for someone who rules a city to investigate people like that?"

"That's precisely why I should investigate. To check if there are any dangerous elements among those entering my city."

Those Alvastro guys—I paid them a fortune to keep my information strictly confidential, yet they disclosed it.

It could only mean that Sestia had paid them an even higher sum.

I had invested half of Hades's assets, yet she had invested enough to make them disclose it.

Seeing Sestia's nonchalant expression, it was clear her financial power was unrivaled.

*Come to think of it, this was obvious...*

Although Hades had been doing well lately, it was still a one-person business.

Moreover, it hadn't even been half a year since its debut.

In contrast, Sestia had been managing the city for years and was in charge of Yuran.

A city of pleasure where money changed hands—like a large-scale business establishment.

Gambling was the main business, extracting money from people to the point of ruin.

There was no way I could compete from the start.

"Fine. So what do you want from me?"

"What do you think I'm looking for?"

"How would I know? I haven't caused any disturbance and don't plan to."

"That's a bit disappointing. I was hoping you'd at least cause a light terror attack."

"Are you crazy? You just talked about eliminating dangerous elements, and now you're encouraging terrorism?"

Sestia licked her lips and stared at me intently.

Her meaningful smile made me uncomfortable.

"I hate mundane routines the most. I wish someone, anyone, would cause a big commotion! Even if they tried to take my position, that would be fine."

"Then why did you recruit Rin? Her sword might reach your neck."

"Because it's more fun to have her on my side. The daughter of the Mad Dragon and the Blind Sword Saint, close yet strangely at odds. Wouldn't it make for an interesting scene if I set up a situation for them to fight?"

"You have a nasty personality."

"I hear that often. I take it as a compliment now."

Sestia smiled brightly.

I felt the urge to punch the top of her head.

I used to do that often when Rene misbehaved.

"So what do you want? Do you want me to commit terrorism as you wish?"

"That wouldn't be bad, but I don't want to destroy the tower I've carefully built. So how about a one-on-one duel with me?"

"You're asking a mere human like me to duel with a Dragonian?"

"I'm saying this knowing you're trying to take down the Red Dragon."

"..."

"I heard that Ignite ordered the western tribesmen to kill you. I assume you have some kind of feud with him. Am I wrong?"

"No."

"With a grudge strong enough to issue a kill order, he'll persistently follow you for life. Unless you put a sword through Ignite's heart."

"I suppose so."

"Then fight me, assuming you're fighting Ignite. You get a chance to fight a Dragon, and I get to enjoy a battle! How about it? It's a win-win, isn't it?"

"No, it's not."

"Huh...?"

At my single word, Sestia's previously smirking expression froze.

My unexpected answer left her speechless, mouth agape.

Did she really think it was beneficial?

"Sorry, but if I want a practice match with a Dragon, I can do it with the Mad Dragon. Besides, you're only a half-blood, while she's a pure-blooded Dragon."

"The, the Mad Dragon wouldn't accommodate a mere human's circumstances..."

"That might be true for an ordinary human, but I've been intimate with the Mad Dragon. The reason for my feud with Ignite is related to her, so she wouldn't refuse."

"That's, that's a lie! I heard the Mad Dragon is quite devoted to her husband... huh?!"

I channeled mana into Breeze's Dragon Heart within me.

It pulsated like a heart, emitting heat and radiating the Mad Dragon's energy.

Since Sestia also had Dragon genes, she would clearly understand.

The fact that Breeze had transferred half of her Dragon Heart to me.

"Satisfied? So I'll pretend I didn't hear your proposal."

Why would I fight Sestia when there was nothing to gain?

I didn't want to waste my energy unnecessarily.

Thanks to Hades, I had capital. I was planning to enjoy the casino, a place I hadn't visited in my previous world.

*Looking at it this way, I seem like trash, not earning money but just spending it lavishly.*

[Aren't you indeed trash?]

[Master is excellent trash!]

*Do you all want to be abandoned?*

While chatting with Prah and Chaos about trivial matters, I continued on my way.

However, Sestia hadn't given up yet and grabbed my arm.

The smile that had been all over her face was gone, perhaps offended by the implication that she was of no value.

"What are you doing? I said we'd forget about your proposal."

"You need the Mermaid's Tear, don't you? I know you're the one who asked the Blind Sword Saint and the Mad Dragon's daughter to bring it."

"Yes, I need it, so I asked them."

"Then I'll give you the Mermaid's Tear..."

"I don't need it."

"W-why?!"

If she was bewildered before, now Sestia's voice was filled with frustration.

She seemed anxious after having her proposals repeatedly rejected.

"Whether sooner or later, it will definitely be in my hands within a month, so why would I accept that proposal? I can just wait peacefully."

"What if those precious girls of yours get hurt fighting each other?"

"People grow through getting hurt. From what I can see, they seem to be fighting for reasons they can't tell me, so it's not my place to interfere. Above all, Rin and Rene wouldn't want me to support them from behind."

If they were children, it might be different, but they are proper adults.

Adults who know how to take responsibility and resolve their own issues.

If I stepped in and solved the problem swiftly, their growth would be stunted.

Moreover, they would become increasingly dependent on me, which was not what either I or they wanted.

"It's not like I'm pressed for time. I plan to watch leisurely. So I'll also decline your offer to give me the Mermaid's Tear."

"Ugh...!"

Two failed deals already.

For Sestia, who had only known success until now, this must have been a significant shock.

But she needed to understand. The world doesn't always revolve around her.

What I said was a harsh but necessary truth.

"W-wait!"

"Do you still have something to say?"

"I'll give you a wish token!"

"A wish token?"

"Yes, the right to command me, the highest authority in Yuran, to do anything! If put up for auction, it would be priceless! Doesn't that tempt you a little?"

"...Not really?"

"You don't seem to understand its value yet. If you wish, I could even fight Ignite for you. Can you still say you don't need it?"

"To be frank, I can take down Ignite on my own later."

"That's, that's absurd!"

"Unfortunately, I'm being sincere."

Kang Jun-hyeok defeated the Mad Dragon, who was stronger than Ignite.

So why couldn't I defeat Ignite?

To be blunt, if I were given a year, I could take down the strongest beings in this world.

Even now, I felt confident enough to fight Sestia, one of the late-game bosses, without any fear of losing.

So it would be ridiculous to fear a red lizard.

"Then, I'll add conditions favorable to you!"

"What conditions?"

"I'll compete in any event you choose. Even rock-paper-scissors would be fine, just compete with me."

"Would that work? It would just be anticlimactic."

"It doesn't matter! But if by any chance I win, you'll have to fight me all-out. How about that?"

"Hmm."

"Whether you win the first time or the next, I'll give you the wish token regardless. You'll have two major chances."

"That's not bad."

If I could handle Sestia freely through a simple competition rather than physical combat, it wouldn't be a bad deal.

Of course, if I lost, I'd have to engage in a bloody fight, but I had the advantage of choosing the first competition type.

In other words, the probability of me winning from the first event was high.

"Right? Then, let's play rock-paper-scissors right here..."

"Wait. I never said I'd play rock-paper-scissors."

"Then what kind of competition do you have in mind?"

"After thinking about it, there's one duel we can have because of our different genders."

"There was such a duel? That's interesting."

Judging by her reaction, Sestia was surprisingly innocent.

I had thought she would know everything, being the ruler of a city of pleasure, but apparently not.

*It doesn't matter if she didn't know!*

[You beast...]

At the end of the duel that unfolded in the bedroom instead of the training ground.

Sestia, despite being the highest authority in Yuran and the strongest Dragonian, realized she was ultimately just a female.

And I also learned something new.

The fact that there's a reverse scale at the G-spot of the Dragon race.
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A crisp morning.

The night before, a light rain had fallen, and dewdrops glistened beautifully on the blades of grass.

However, despite this beauty, a woman rose from her bed with an uncomfortable feeling.

"I've been had..."

It was Sestia, daughter of the Blue Dragon and ruler of Yuran.

She got up from the bed without a stitch of clothing on and looked around.

Traces of the previous night's duel entered her vision.

Sestia lightly touched between her thighs.

There remained evidence of her deflowering.

"So my first experience ended like this..."

Clutching her head with one hand in agony, she soon crawled back under the covers.

Bang! Bang!

Then she began kicking the blanket forcefully with her feet.

It was the classic blanket-kicking phenomenon often seen in people who've experienced something embarrassing.

"Ugh! I was crazy! Absolutely crazy!"

No matter how blinded she'd been by the prospect of a duel, she had made the mistake of accepting ridiculous terms.

She had also carelessly accepted the man's choice of duel format.

As a result, Sestia lost her virginity and lost the duel.

Not a duel where they fought to the death, but a slippery coupling between man and woman.

What's more, it was a battle overwhelmingly disadvantageous to her, where the first to reach climax would lose.

"I didn't even get to properly fight! I lost my virginity! And even a wish token...!"

She who was once called the iron-walled merchant had suffered triple losses.

Naturally, from Sestia's perspective, she couldn't help but feel tormented by shame.

"If there's any consolation, it's that my first experience felt somewhat good... No, what am I thinking?!"

Sestia recalled her first experience with embarrassment, then buried her face in the blanket.

She gripped the blanket tightly with both hands as if she might tear it apart.

"I will never forgive the one who humiliated me like this. I'll definitely make him pay for this...!"

Sestia began sharpening the blade of revenge in her heart.

She didn't seem to realize that no matter how much she sharpened this dull blade of revenge, it wouldn't change.

If she had truly made up her mind to take revenge, her ears wouldn't have turned red.

"I wonder how I should approach him next time..."

Just as she was already thinking about her next meeting with Bern—

Knock knock!

"Lady Sestia, are you still asleep?"

A woman's voice came from beyond the door as it was knocked upon.

It was the maid who always helped with Sestia's grooming.

Finally coming back to her senses, Sestia put on a cold expression.

"I'm awake. You may enter."

"Then excuse me."

As soon as the head maid opened the door, the pungent smell of bodily fluids wafted out.

Sestia's nose had already adapted so she didn't notice, but the maid flinched and trembled in response.

Still, being a professional maid, she didn't show it too much.

"I think it would be best if you bathed before dressing."

"Huh? Do I smell that bad?"

"Forgive me for saying so, but yes."

"Ugh...! Prepare a bath immediately."

"Yes, I'll prepare it right away. But before that, there's a letter for Lady Sestia."

"A letter?"

"Yes, the distinguished guest you brought yesterday asked me to deliver this letter to you without fail."

"Let me see it."

The maid respectfully handed Bern's letter to Sestia.

Though Sestia received the letter with a cold attitude, the corners of her mouth twitched slightly.

"So he at least has the sense of romance to leave a letter, like a proper man?"

After their intimate encounter, Bern had left the bedroom without saying a word.

That point had made Sestia slightly displeased.

However, the fact that he had left a letter behind soothed her dissatisfaction.

Sestia opened the envelope like unwrapping a gift box and unfolded its contents.

Her eyes widened as she confirmed what was written.

[Thanks for the virgin pussy, boss. It was delicious. I'll come back for seconds when I feel like it. Slurp~!]

"I-I'll kill him...! I'll definitely kill this bastard with my own hands!"

Sestia resolved never to show mercy.

Yet her honest lower abdomen was growing moist.

***

"Yaaawn!"

I opened my mouth wide in a yawn as drowsiness washed over me.

It was because I had been thrusting my hips until dawn and slipped out of her mansion early in the morning.

I decided to make up for my lack of sleep by returning to the inn.

[You used to be a young man with spirit and innocence, but now you've become a promiscuous male prostitute...]

"I think you don't understand, but people with vigorous libidos like me take their chances when opportunities with beautiful women arise."

[Then you can't complain if a woman stabs you in the gut with a sword, can you?]

"Don't worry. I make sure to assess whether a woman is safe to approach before making my move."

If she had been a dangerous woman, I wouldn't have gotten close to her in the first place.

However, in Sestia's case, she was one of the characters from the original work, a heroine who becomes captivated by Kang Jun-hyeok's strength.

I know her personality better than anyone.

Though she has high pride and is belligerent, those characteristics are merely superficial.

Inside, Sestia is a female who wants someone to pin her down and dominate her.

When she was defeated in her fight with Kang Jun-hyeok, she realized this fact.

At first, she strongly denied it, but when she found she could never defeat Kang Jun-hyeok no matter how hard she tried,

Sestia finally admitted it.

She was a dragon who had only been waiting for a strong male to appear.

After that, Sestia always wanted Kang Jun-hyeok to oppress her and treat her harshly.

In other words, she wanted to be subordinate to the strong.

"That's why I made my move. I'm certainly not a man who just goes around thrusting his hips indiscriminately."

[From what I can see, you absolutely are a man who goes around thrusting his hips indiscriminately.]

"Shut up."

The truth is, I made my move because Sestia turned me on.

But I couldn't resist when I saw the side slit of her short qipao.

The side slit revealed her thigh so nakedly that I could see her panty string.

Who could give up the fantasy of being able to pull down just the underwear while she remained clothed?

Besides the qipao, I was confident I would dive right in if a kimono that reveals nakedness when the belt is loosened, or a hanbok with a short jacket that reveals the underside of the breasts between the short jacket and skirt appeared before me.

"Well, I should still lie low in some quiet place for a while."

I had even made childish provocations that I normally wouldn't do, saying I would cater to Sestia's tastes.

By now, she's probably fuming with anger from head to toe.

If I disappear from her sight for a while by hiding my whereabouts, she'll start to miss me.

I was planning to gradually conquer Sestia by training her that way.

"Come to think of it, I've somehow become serious about stealing Kang Jun-hyeok's heroines."

From Hyesha to Sestia, I was reaching out to women who were supposed to be involved with Kang Jun-hyeok.

In Hyesha's case, I was willing to be satisfied with just cutting off her connection with Kang Jun-hyeok, but with Sestia, I had gone much deeper.

Now that I've become her first partner, even if I were to reject her, she would try to cling to me.

"Once I complete her conquest, I'll have no choice but to keep her by my side forever."

[Not only the Mad Dragon mother and daughter, but you've also conquered the heart of the Blue Dragon... You're truly becoming a dragon slayer. Limited to females, that is.]

"Once I defeat Ignite, the 'limited to females' part will be canceled."

[If you defeat him, that is.]

It seems I need to defeat Ignite as soon as possible to avoid Prah's sarcasm.

Of course, I'll have to destroy the Magic Tower first.

"The month in Yuran will feel both short and long."

[Speaking of which, wasn't your promise with Hyesha for one month?]

"That's right. There are roughly three weeks left now."

[Then by the time you obtain the Mermaid's Tear, the deadline will have passed?]

"That's fine. The Mermaid's Tear is indeed a material used to resolve Hyesha's curse, but it's not an ingredient added to the curse-breaking medicine."

[I don't understand what you're saying at all.]

"To explain simply, the Mermaid's Tear helps suppress the side effects of the medicine. So it's not a problem if I get it a little late."

Drinking the curse-breaking medicine doesn't immediately improve Hyesha's condition.

Like an antibiotic fighting a virus, it fights against the deeply rooted curse and rapidly deteriorates the body's condition.

At that time, crushing the Mermaid's Tear and mixing it with water to drink stabilizes the mind and body.

"People in this world think of the Mermaid's Tear as just a jewel, but it has hidden efficacy."

[I had no idea it had such effects... The contractor's knowledge never fails to amaze me.]

I loved "Academy's Strongest Dominator" enough to remember even small bits of trivia.

Though in the end, it became a work I despised.

I loved you once, you fucking bitch.

"Anyway, it means I just need to peacefully make the medicine for a month..."

[That seems impossible.]

Thump thump!

Click clack!

Not long after leaving Sestia's mansion, footsteps could be clearly heard from both left and right.

If they had been ordinary pedestrians, I wouldn't have bothered to react, but both were types I needed to pay attention to.

On the left was a swordsman wearing a fancy turban, and on the right was a female magician wearing a magic robe.

They were the General of the West and a magician from the Magic Tower, respectively.

Their footsteps were heading toward Sestia's mansion.

It seemed the city of pleasure was about to become a chaotic battlefield.
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The Red Scale Tribe and the Magic Tower, both hostile to Bern.

These two forces had dispatched personnel to Yuran.

It was understandable that the Magic Tower would be present, as their sphere of influence was known to extend throughout the kingdom.

However, the Red Scale Tribe, who revered Ignite, were famous for operating only in the western regions and nearby areas.

Yuran was located in the northeastern part of the kingdom, where western tribespeople were rarely seen.

*I wonder what brought them all the way to Yuran?*

Bern was curious about why they had traveled to such a distant land.

Moreover, he wanted to know what plans the Magic Tower was hatching that brought them to Yuran.

Though Bern had intended to return to his lodgings for a good rest, his rising curiosity made him change direction.

Concealing himself with magic and completely suppressing his presence, Bern infiltrated Sestia's residence.

Avoiding the sight of servants from the garden onward, he climbed an old tree he had spotted the day before.

The ancient tree was positioned right next to the building, close to the reception room, allowing him to hear conversations if he focused his senses.

Bern used heat detection magic to identify two people sitting across from each other in the reception room.

One was a woman with horns on her head, and the other was a man with a sturdy build.

It was Sestia and the swordsman who had come from the Red Scale Tribe.

"I am honored to meet the great Blue Dragon of Yuran, Lady Sestia."

"Skip the pleasantries. Just tell me why you're here. I'm not a person with much free time."

"...Understood. I believe Lady Sestia is already well-informed about most matters, so I'll omit the details. There is only one reason I've come all the way to Yuran."

The man pulled out a parchment from inside his garment.

The parchment had what looked like a sketch drawn on it.

Sestia immediately recognized who it depicted, but skillfully reacted as if seeing it for the first time.

"I assume this is the person Ignite has ordered to be killed?"

"Indeed, you already knew. Yes, this is the ignorant fool who made disrespectful remarks and harbored hostility toward Lord Ignite."

"Showing this to me means you want me to handle it?"

The man shook his head.

"I have no intention of troubling Lady Sestia. If you have even the smallest bit of information, I'd appreciate you sharing it. Even if you don't, please contact us immediately should you spot him or receive any reports later. If you do this, I promise a magnificent reward in the name of Lord Ignite."

"Hmm~"

The Red Dragon's compensation would be tempting even to someone as wealthy as Sestia.

It would include not just various treasures and artifacts impossible to buy with money, but also rare materials like dragon scales and claws.

The offer was made knowing that Sestia's hobby was collecting treasures.

*Looking at him now, he's quite handsome...*

For Sestia, whose interest in Bern had only grown after last night's events, the offer held little appeal.

She was so distracted that she paid more attention to the sketch on the parchment than to the man's words.

"Lady Sestia?"

"..."

"Lady Sestia!"

"Ah! What were we just talking about?"

"I was asking if you would accept Lord Ignite's proposal."

"...Right. Since there's nothing for me to lose, I'll accept."

"Thank you! Then I shall take my leave..."

"W-wait!"

At Sestia's urgent call, the man stopped in his tracks.

He turned his head and asked what the matter was.

Sestia fidgeted before speaking in a voice much smaller than before, almost like a mouse in a hole.

"Do you have any more of those parchments? The ones with the drawing?"

"You mean the parchments with the sketch?"

"Yes, I need to notify the residents of Yuran."

"I see. As it happens, I do have more."

"Then give me all you have."

"I don't have that many..."

"Stop arguing and hand them over! I'm offering to cooperate actively, and you're refusing?"

"Ah, understood!"

Intimidated by Sestia, the man hurriedly pulled out all the parchments he had in his possession.

He had brought a limited quantity to make the same proposal to other towns, but ended up surrendering them all to Sestia.

There were more than ten in total.

"That's all of them."

"Good. I'll spread them around everywhere on your behalf, so you can go now."

"Understood. I'll depart, trusting in Lady Sestia."

After being relieved of all his parchments, the man from the Red Scale Tribe left the residence.

Sestia, still in the reception room, was examining the parchments with a satisfied smile.

She seemed pleased even though they only showed a person's face.

*Not bad at all...*

Sestia set aside one parchment in the best condition and handed the rest to a maid for safekeeping.

"Ahem...!"

Realizing she had made a loud noise unintentionally, Sestia cleared her throat and composed herself.

Returning to her usual demeanor, she instructed her waiting maid and butler to bring in the next guest.

Soon, a new figure entered the reception room.

A lady with a pipe in one hand walked in, a hexagram tattoo visible on the back of her hand.

"Pleased to meet you, Miss Sestia. I am Karipa from the Magic Tower."

"If you're done introducing yourself, state your business."

"My, aren't you impatient?"

"That's right. So if you don't want to upset me, you'd better follow my instructions."

In Yuran, she was the law.

Sestia casually uttered words that would have given the Holden royal family fits.

Her influence within Yuran was immeasurable.

She had breathed new life into a dying city, transforming it into one of the three great cities of pleasure, and her power was instrumental in this growth.

As a result, those who fervently supported Sestia vastly outnumbered those who opposed her.

"Hoo hoo! How bold! Very well, when in Yuran, follow Yuran's laws. My business is this."

Like the previous visitor, Karipa pulled something out from inside her garment.

This time, however, it wasn't a parchment but a blood-stained hexagram badge.

Sestia frowned and glared at Karipa.

"Why are you showing me such a disgusting object?"

"Could you detect the mana contained within this badge?"

"...Two different types of mana coexist in it."

"Correct. One has been identified as the mana of this badge's owner, and the Magic Tower suspects the other belongs to the killer."

Upon hearing this, Bern, who was listening from the tree, furrowed his brow.

He had no way to confirm if this was the badge he remembered, but he was almost certain.

It must be the badge worn by the high-ranking inspector from the Magic Tower whom he had first dealt with in the Valley of Mist.

After disposing of him, Bern had burned the corpse and all possessions, but there must have been something he failed to check.

Considering it a major oversight, Bern pressed his palm against his forehead.

"Hmm, so why have you come to Yuran?"

"Following the faint traces of mana led us here, where we could sense it, albeit weakly. That's why I've come to ask for your cooperation."

"Allen."

"You called, my lady?"

A middle-aged butler descended from the ceiling at Sestia's call.

He served as both butler and bodyguard to Sestia.

"Give her a list of all mages currently staying in this city."

"As you wish."

"Oh my! Thank you for your prompt cooperation!"

"That's as far as my help goes. You'll have to search through the list yourself. And I'm sure you understand what will happen if your actions cause any harm to the city?"

"O-of course! I'll handle everything quietly without causing any disturbance!"

Karipa forced a smile, her facial muscles stiff.

Even half-dragon blood was not to be taken lightly.

Just being glared at had frozen her in place.

The pressure alone had created an effect similar to petrification.

"If you understand, that's fine. You may go now."

"Indeed."

Karipa immediately cast a small teleportation spell and vanished on the spot.

A dragon's temperament is as unpredictable as a reed in the wind—staying longer might have invited some form of retribution.

Meanwhile, Sestia, examining the residual magic on her fingertips, wore a subtle smile.

*Fighting even the Magic Tower, whom I must handle carefully... I'm a bit impressed.*

One of the magical signatures remaining on the badge was familiar to Sestia.

It belonged to the person who had magically adjusted her sensitivity, promising her more intense pleasure.

Being an unforgettable first experience, Sestia remembered his magical signature to her very core.

That's why she turned her head toward the window.

"They've all left now, so why don't you come out?"

"You caught me."

With a clunk, the window opened and Bern jumped in from outside.

Sestia's face turned slightly red upon seeing him.

But she didn't show it as she continued speaking.

"If you thought you could deceive my eyes, you were greatly mistaken. I knew from the beginning that you were hiding in the nearby tree, eavesdropping."

"If you knew from the beginning, why didn't you tell them when they were looking for me?"

"I can't hand you over yet when there's still unfinished business between us."

"For someone saying that, you were cooperating quite enthusiastically."

"I was only pretending to cooperate. I plan to ignore the western man's wanted notice, and your name isn't included in the list I gave to the mage."

"Oh, I see. Then why did you take all the parchments?"

"T-that's...!"

Sestia couldn't admit she wanted to keep them for her personal collection.

Trying to avoid his gaze but realizing it might seem suspicious, she quickly came up with an excuse.

"I-I heard they're posting wanted notices in other regions too! If visitors from nearby villages happen to spot you, things could get complicated!"

"That's certainly true."

"I prevented that from happening. You should be grateful to me!"

"Yes, thank you for that."

Bern smiled brightly and expressed his gratitude sincerely.

Seeing his smile, Sestia turned her head away sharply.

If she hadn't, she would have shown him her face, now bright red.

"I'll repay this favor gradually. Later..."

"Repay it now!"

"Now...?"

"How many people do you think I've seen who promise to repay favors and then run away? If you want to repay me, it has to be now or I won't accept it."

Yuran was a city where gambling flourished on the largest scale in the country.

Many people tried to offer collateral or incur debt because they had no money.

Sestia had lived in such a place for a long time. Bern nodded in understanding.

"Alright. What would you like me to do?"

"That's been decided from the beginning, hasn't it? Fight me in a duel!"

"Like last night?"

"N-not that!"

Bern was grinning while Sestia burst out in anger.

He was being deliberately mischievous despite knowing full well what she meant.

"The duel I want is a bloody fight! N-not where we crash our bodies together s-sloppily..."

"I understand. I know what you want."

"Hmph! Finally you get it."

"But if I win the fight too, I'll pounce on you mercilessly like last night. Just so you know."

"Ugh...!"

Sestia's fighting spirit was already diminishing before the battle even began.

Ch.124 - 121. Dragon Of The Pleasure City - 7
Inside the training room in the basement of Sestia's mansion.

I came to this place frequently used by Sestia and her hired guards.

Sestia and I stood facing each other in a room entirely lined with mithril to prevent destruction.

To repay her for helping me avoid being caught by the Red Scale tribe and the Magic Tower.

I fight Sestia with all my sincerity.

"I've sent away all the servants in the mansion just in case. This way, there won't be any casualties no matter what happens."

"Good. That means I don't have to hold back."

"...So you really do have a Demonic Sword."

With fewer eyes around, I drew Prah without hesitation.

Even before the runes began to flicker, the sharp-eyed Sestia immediately recognized it as a Demonic Sword.

It seemed she had vaguely suspected it from the beginning.

I couldn't hide information about myself in front of her.

"How did you know?"

"I sensed an alien energy. A demonic energy that can't be felt from humans."

"So what do you think now that you've seen a Demonic Sword? Are you going to report me to the Holden royal family?"

"I don't plan to make things complicated as long as you haven't been consumed by the sword's personality."

Sestia pulled out a small rod attached to her thigh.

She twirled it around and tossed it above her head.

The short rod expanded sideways, transforming into a spear.

The surface of the blue-tinted spear was engraved with scale patterns, and looking closely, I could tell they were actual dragon scales embedded in it.

How many scales did they have to pluck to cover the entire spear?

I suddenly wondered if dragons also had something like scale removal.

"Just to avoid any misunderstandings, these scales aren't mine! Don't imagine anything weird!"

Is it like a spear wrapped in hair, in human terms?

It would be embarrassing to show others a weapon made from your own hair.

But if they're not Sestia's, there's only one Blue Dragon in the world...

Since settling in Yuran after running away from home, I'd observed that she was just as devoted to the fire attribute as Prah.

"You're imagining something weird right now!"

"No, not really..."

"Then why are you avoiding my eyes? You definitely were!"

After bickering about her blue spear for quite some time, we agreed to drop the subject.

Then we stood in silence, weapons pointed at each other.

Since only she and I were in the mansion, there was no one to mediate our duel.

In other words, with no one to declare the start, the fight had already begun.

"Hup!"

Clang-!

I deflected the spearhead aimed at my chest.

I quickly ducked, and the spear blade grazed my hair.

The spear moved flexibly like a snake, surging toward me.

Kachak-!

As I blocked the downward strike with my sword, it turned into a battle of strength.

The collision of weapons sent sparks flying.

If the durability was equal, the deciding factor would be the user's skill.

"Haa...!"

I slipped past the spear's trajectory and dove into Sestia's space.

I needed to get inside, considering the range difference between sword and spear.

But Sestia, as if she'd been waiting for this, tossed her spear upward.

Bang-!

Her fist aimed at my face created a shockwave.

If I hadn't tilted my head, my skull might have exploded.

But this was no time to celebrate dodging.

Sestia stepped forward with her right foot and spun her body around.

I blocked her spinning kick with my sword held like a shield.

While I was pushed sideways by the powerful kick,

Sestia caught the spear she had thrown upward and thrust it at me again.

"The title of strongest Dragonian isn't just for show."

"Flattery won't make me go easy on you."

Clang-! Clang-! Clang-!

I swung my sword to match her increased tempo.

It felt like fighting more than ten Basilisks at once.

Each attack packed with power, seamless combinations, and clever feints interspersed throughout.

Sestia was flawless, even complementing the spear's weaknesses with martial arts.

*Her endurance must be exceptional too, without needing to check.*

Even in a prolonged battle, her movements would remain fierce.

Against this type of opponent, rather than looking for openings, one must overwhelm with absolute power.

I channeled strength into the arm holding my sword.

When I forcefully deflected her spear, a momentary opening appeared.

In response, Sestia also raised her power another notch.

With the determination not to yield even slightly, we put our full strength into each strike.

"Ahaha! To think a human who could fight me as an equal actually exists!"

"You're getting too into this fight..."

"You should honestly enjoy it too!"

The fierce battle continued until my hands ached.

If a contest of pure skill wouldn't decide the winner, it was time to reveal the cards I was holding.

[Let's begin.]

*Alright.*

Prah's runes began to flicker. My breathing became rough, and my heartbeat accelerated.

Blood acceleration.

As my blood circulation sped up, all my nerves stood on end. At the same time, Sestia's spear began to appear slower.

I caught the swinging spear with my bare hand and rushed forward.

In just one second, I closed in on her and tried to thrust my sword, but...

"Finally getting serious, huh?"

Sestia's skin was gradually being covered with scales in places.

As evidence of her Dragon Transformation, she opened her mouth wide toward me.

Beyond her slightly exposed uvula, blue energy was condensing.

"Ha...! This is crazy."

I let go of the spear I was holding and jumped high.

Simultaneously, a blue breath swept through everything in front of Sestia.

Though I barely escaped into the air, her breath began to follow me.

I created ice platforms from the moisture in the air and ran.

Crack-!

The power of the breath that scraped away the mithril walls and ground it touched.

I thought that even the slightest contact with my body would mean instant death.

I had seen the power of Rene's breath before, so I expected Sestia's to be similar.

But there was a crucial difference.

While Rene maximized power in a single shot, Sestia's was moderate in power but continuous.

The problem was that even "moderate" power was fatal to humans.

[How long do you plan to just dodge?]

*Until the breath ends?*

[Foolish thinking. Look carefully at Sestia.]

Following Prah's advice, I looked at her.

Her face was completely calm; the breath she was emitting was no more strenuous than breathing.

Staying like this would only result in an endless game of tag.

"Oh, come on."

[How about ending this charade now? She's probably satisfied enough by this point.]

"I hope so."

An ominous black aura enveloped my sword.

Sestia, encountering this sword energy that seemed capable of devouring everything, cut off her breath and gulped.

She must have instinctively sensed the danger.

She had only two options:

Either interfere with my manifestation of sword energy or prepare for the coming attack.

"You think I'll just let you do as you please?"

And predictably, the impetuous Sestia chose the former.

She infused her spear with the same blue energy as her breath and threw it.

The spear flew straight toward me, tracing a beautiful trajectory like a meteor.

"What?!"

I withdrew the black energy and kicked off the ice platform, hurling myself toward Sestia.

Lightly stepping on the flying spear, I accelerated even faster and approached her at close range.

Just as Sestia clenched her fist to counterattack, I pointed my sword at her neck.

With the intent that I would cut her throat without hesitation if she moved even slightly.

"...I thought that was your full power."

"Unfortunately, I only use my full power when I'm determined to kill my target for certain."

"What's that supposed to mean? You're saying you have more to show?"

"I do. But I can't use it here."

"...Sigh! I lost. I admit my defeat without objection."

"You're accepting defeat more cleanly than I expected."

"There's nothing more unsightly than insisting it's not over in this situation."

For a moment, I had mistaken Sestia for an unworldly young lady.

But she was the ruler of Yuran.

Someone in her position, requiring rational and reasonable judgment, wouldn't act like an immature girl.

"Do you want to see me in a miserable state or something?"

"...No, I saw plenty of that in bed last night."

"Ugh...! That's vulgar."

"You lost to someone vulgar like me?"

As I grinned, Sestia narrowed her brows and began to groan.

Even though she had cleanly declared defeat, she seemed quite frustrated.

"Fine! I'm the loser, so do whatever you want!"

Suddenly, she loosened her clothes, revealing her fair skin.

She turned her head to the side, her face flushed.

She must have remembered what I said before the duel about pouncing on her if I won.

She had a somewhat cute side to her.

"I won't pounce on you this time. Cover yourself up."

"...What? You won't pounce?"

"That's right. It would be too pitiful if you lost in bed after losing the fight."

"You, you...!"

"Train so you can win in any field next time. Weakling♡"

"Hey!!"

After thoroughly provoking her, I quickly left Sestia's mansion.

With the influence of the red lizard and the perverted magician now reaching Yuran,

I had mountains of things to do.

[What are you planning to do?]

*One-on-two is boring, isn't it? Let's create an exciting three-way battle.*

I was already getting excited.

Ch.125 - Side Story: The Dragon Of The Pleasure City Surrenders
I had only met Sestia less than an hour ago, yet somehow I'd already made it to her bedroom.

Was this really the right thing to do? I had my doubts, but it was too late to turn back now.

After repeatedly refusing Sestia's demands, I'd foolishly accepted her challenge to a duel in a moment of recklessness.

If I ran away now, I'd be considered the loser by default.

And that would mean I'd have no choice but to fight Sestia.

"I came to your bedroom like you wanted. Now what exactly are we competing in?"

"Sex."

"W-wait! When you said a contest between a man and woman, you didn't mean...!"

"Of course it's sex. What else would it be?"

Sestia's face turned bright red.

I thought she was completely innocent, but apparently she knew about sex.

Well, I suppose it would be stranger if a mature lady didn't know about sex.

"Are you insane?! S-sex?! How is something so shameless considered a duel?!"

"Since ancient times, the battle between yin and yang has been endless. Sex is essentially a contest between a man's yang energy and a woman's yin energy—seeing which is stronger."

"Your words sound fancy, but do you really think I'll fall for that silver tongue of yours?"

"Well, it doesn't matter if you refuse. Then I'll just consider it my victory by default and be on my way."

"Grrrr...!"

For me, being freed from Sestia's persistent invitations wouldn't be so bad.

I couldn't keep playing along with her whims forever.

"Just out of curiosity... what are the victory conditions?"

"The first person to climax three times loses. Pretty simple, right?"

"Y-you pervert...!"

"Like I said, you can back out if you're not confident. I have no intention of forcing myself on you."

When I taunted her with a smirk, Sestia twisted her lips.

Knowing how competitive she was, she'd likely take the bait.

If she refused, that would be fine too. Either choice would be advantageous for me.

"...The first to climax three times, you said?"

"Oh, you're going to do it?"

"After all that provocation, there's no way I'd back down, you perverted bastard!"

"You don't have to push yourself."

"Shut up and hurry up and get undressed!"

Rip!

Overly excited, Sestia tore off her own clothes.

Her qipao had emphasized her cleavage, and while she wore panties, she apparently hadn't worn a bra.

Instead, surprisingly, she had heart-shaped nipple patches on.

She called me a pervert, but she was the one dressed so provocatively.

*This is exciting for me, but...*

To be fair, I also took off my top, revealing my bare skin.

Sestia stared intently at my body.

Just as I had been excited seeing her naked, it seemed women reacted the same way.

But I had no intention of prolonging the admiration time.

My Holy Sword was already prepared and screaming to pierce the Dragon's flesh.

"You're a virgin, aren't you?"

"What?!"

"No use hiding it. Your behavior screams 'virgin' from a mile away."

"F-fine! I am a virgin! Got a problem with that?"

"Not at all. But since you're new to this, I'll take the lead as the experienced one—that okay?"

"Do whatever you want!"

Sestia turned her head away sharply, clearly annoyed.

Yet she still covered her chest with her arms, suggesting she was acting tough to hide her embarrassment.

Her behavior was quite cute, which made me want to tease her more.

"Kyaah?!"

I lunged at Sestia, pinning her down.

I laid her body on the bed and placed my arms beside her head.

It wasn't quite a wall-slam, but it was still a forceful, dominant move.

Sestia seemed genuinely surprised, her eyes widening and her face turning red all the way to her ears.

Her panties, which had been touching my thigh, were getting slightly wet.

Just as in the original story, she really was a dragon with masochistic tendencies.

"What do you think you're doing?!"

"You said to do whatever I want. That means I can take you without mercy, virgin or not."

"T-that's...!"

With no room to argue, Sestia stammered, unable to continue.

I brought my lips to her ear and whispered softly.

"Get ready, I'm going to ravage not just your virginity but your womb too."

"Mmm...!"

Sestia began to make sensual moans.

I first firmly grabbed her adequately full breasts.

"Ahh...!"

While kneading her breast with my left hand, I used my right to tear off her nipple patch.

As the patch came off, it naturally pulled on her pink nipple, making Sestia's body twitch.

Her nipples seemed to be sensitive.

Having discovered a weakness, I couldn't help but exploit it.

"Ahh! Mmm...!"

I gently bit her erect nipple.

At the same time, I played with her other breast, flicking it with my fingers.

Sestia began to tremble and breathe heavily.

Her feminine juices started flowing continuously, soaking her panties.

She was so wet I could probably enter her without further foreplay.

Was this because she was a descendant of the sea dragon?

"Mmm...! Ah! Ahh!"

But even though she was soaking wet, I had no intention of stopping my caresses.

With her nipple still in my mouth, I moved my hand to her private area.

I gently pushed aside her soaked panties and softly stroked her virgin pussy.

Then my fingertip caught a tiny bean.

"Kyaaah!!"

Just lightly touching her clitoris caused an intense reaction.

Not only were her nipples sensitive, but her clitoris was too.

With so many sensitive areas to develop according to my taste, I was looking forward to what came next.

But first, I needed to taste her in her natural state.

"Where did that proud Dragonian go? All I see is a bitch in heat."

"Ngh! S-shut up...!"

"Your mouth is still as foul as ever. You could just honestly say it feels good."

"How can I say your hand skills feel good when they're so terri—Ahhh!"

I bit down hard on her nipple, cutting off her words.

"Ah...!"

After that, I lowered my pants, finally freeing my Holy Sword.

Sestia greeted my Holy Sword with wide eyes, staring at its magnificent form.

This was the weapon that would thoroughly subdue her unyielding spirit.

"If my hand skills are terrible, I wonder how your tongue skills are."

"W-wait a minute! Something this big can't possibly fit—mmph?!"

I grabbed Sestia's protruding horns and thrust my cock into her mouth.

Irrumatio on a woman with no sexual experience.

Normally this would be unacceptable behavior, but it was a necessary choice to subjugate her strong pride.

I pushed my cock deep into her mouth, feeling the sensation of her mouth and throat.

Without moving my hips, I repeatedly pushed and pulled her horns, feeling pleasure.

"Mmph! Kuh! Slurp...!"

The disappointing part was that she lacked both technique and affection.

If it had been Rene, she would have licked all the way to the base with her tongue while being penetrated, making it feel good.

If it had been Rin, she would have shown her dedication by taking my cock all the way to the back of her throat without me even asking.

But with Sestia, I was just being forceful. There was no technique, no affection to be found.

This was no different from using an onahole.

"Your throat feels decent enough to feel good, but it's lacking. It'll take forever to climax at this rate."

"Slurp! Hah...! *cough* *cough* Y-you son of a bitch...!"

"If you want to curse, you'd better do it later. The main event starts now."

"What? W-wait! I'm not ready yet...!"

"Sorry, but I'm at my limit."

"Just wait a moment—mmph!"

I spread Sestia's legs wide apart and pushed them back without mercy.

In that position, I put my full weight into thrusting my cock into her well-ripened pussy.

My cock tore through her hymen and went directly to her cervix.

I lifted my hips slightly and then drove down again.

"Hngh! Ahh...! N-no!"

"What do you mean 'no'?!"

"Nnngh!"

Squelch-! Squelch-! Squelch-!

Her soaking wet virgin pussy tried to resist and push me out, but that only made my cock explore her inner flesh more.

The mating press she couldn't resist—the optimal position for subduing a proud female.

"S-stop! Ahh...! I'm going crazy! Mmm! I'm going to lose my mind...♡"

"Just accept the pleasure obediently."

"Hng! Ah! Ahh...! No! This kind of pleasure...! Ahh♡ Ahh♡"

"Your words say one thing, but your expression says another."

Sestia kept her lips tightly closed and twisted them, but whenever I thrust my cock, she would smile loosely and drool.

The endless pleasure being carved into her mind was irresistible.

As I pounded her moist vaginal walls, I struck the top of her cervix.

I could feel the rough texture of scales there.

"This is the spot you like, isn't it?"

"Hiiik?! N-no! Not there...! Anywhere but there...! Ahhh!!"

Splash-!

Sestia trembled violently and squirted her juices.

I recalled when I had coupled with Breeze Sephiron.

When I intensely thrust against Breeze's reverse scale located at her cervix, she made an expression of complete ecstasy.

For dragons, the reverse scale is both a weakness and an erogenous zone.

"Having your G-spot as your reverse scale—you dragons really are perverted lizards."

"Ngh! N-no! We dragons are proud...! Ahh! Ahh! Ahh!"

"What do you mean 'no'? You're practically advertising that this is your erogenous zone!"

"Mmph♡"

I pounded her reverse scale area with my glans.

An ordinary man would be hurt by having his foreskin rubbed against scales, but my Holy Sword had no such problem.

With the strength and durability that even Asmodeus's great scythe couldn't cut.

I pierced and stimulated the evil dragon's scales, making her unable to think straight.

Seeing Sestia's expression with her tongue out and her eyes nearly rolling back excited me even more.

"The real pervert here is you, not me!"

"Hngh! Heh...! I-I...! Mmm! Ahh...♡ Slurp! Heh! Mmm♡"

Not wanting to hear her excuses, I silenced Sestia's mouth with my lips.

She naturally started sucking on my tongue and mixing with it stickily.

And she still claims she's not a pervert?

"Hah...! You said you like fighting? Then from today on, I'll make you feel that sex feels better than fighting."

"T-that! Mmm! Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! I like fight...! Ahhh♡"

Slap! Slap! Slap!

I drove my cock down so hard that her pussy made wet slapping sounds.

I firmly gripped Sestia's head and thrust strongly, moving only my hips.

"No! No! Nooo!"

She shook her head, trying to deny the pleasure, but it was useless.

The pleasure of being subjugated during sex would remain in her body forever.

"How is it? Feels good, right?"

"Hngh! Mmm! Ahh...! N-no more...! Mmm!!"

"I haven't even climaxed once yet, but how many times have you already..."

"Ngh! Mmph! This kind of pleasure...! Never...! Hiik!"

"Just accept it. Doesn't it feel good to be honest?"

She still seemed hesitant.

To remove this hesitation, I thrust my penis even deeper.

I pushed through the sticky flesh clinging to me with enough force to pierce her cervix.

"I'll finish this soon."

"Mmm...! Ahh! N-no...! Don't cum inside...! Nooo!"

"Take it all!"

"Nnnggghhh!!"

Splurt! Splurt! Splurt!

I poured hot white fluid into Sestia.

As the semen filled her womb, she finally climaxed with a loose smile.

She said she didn't want it, but her body was actually steeped in pleasure.

Her twitching virgin pussy kept squirting juices and climaxing continuously.

"Hehh..."

"Congratulations. You finally scored one point against me."

"Mmm...! I-I lost! I lost, so please pull out now...!"

"What are you talking about, Sestia? You still need to make me ejaculate two more times."

"B-but! Ngh! I-I've already climaxed three times!"

"I said the first person to climax three times loses, but I never said that was the end."

"Huh...?"

"To be fair, this duel won't end until I also ejaculate three times. So let's move on to round two."

"Ah...! That's not...! Mmph♡"



The night in Yuran was still far from over.

I would explore Sestia until my balls were completely drained.

Ch.126 - 122. Two For One - 1
The followers of the Red Dragon, the Red Scale Tribe, had created wanted posters.

Despite being based on Ignite's description, the quality of the montage was remarkably high.

I should assume my face is well-known to them by now.

It's troublesome, but if I disguise myself with magic, there's almost no risk of being discovered.

The Magic Tower, on the other hand, was tracking my mana.

Previously, I had burned all the belongings of the magician I killed, but unfortunately, one item must have been left behind.

Because of that, I couldn't burn everything, and of all things, my mana signature remained on that item.

The Magic Tower is now pursuing me as a murderer based on this evidence.

Since mana is unique to each individual, I would be discovered if I approached my pursuers.

However, unlike the Red Scale Tribe, they don't know my face.

If I suppress my mana and keep my distance, they won't be able to detect me.

"If I stay like this, I'll eventually be caught by one side or the other."

[Didn't you say you had a plan?]

"Ah, of course I do."

The key point to note here is that the Red Scale Tribe and the Magic Tower have different criteria for identifying me.

The Red Scale Tribe knows my appearance, while the Magic Tower tracks my mana.

Beyond these factors, they cannot specifically identify me.

What does this mean?

It means I can have some fun if I disguise my identity.

"Deceiving the Red Scale Tribe would be difficult."

The Magic Tower naturally prefers magic and dislikes swordsmanship.

When I encountered Ignite, I was carrying a sword.

Therefore, trying to convince the Red Scale Tribe that I'm from the Magic Tower would be foolish.

But what about the reverse?

"I'll make them believe that I, who killed a magician, am from the Red Scale Tribe."

[The Magic Tower might indeed fall for that. But will those cunning magicians really be deceived?]

"That's why I need to create a situation where they have no choice but to believe it."

I had countless methods of sowing discord stored in my mind.

As someone who once lived as a modern keyboard warrior, I've heard plenty of creative gaslighting stories from contemporary people. Making two factions hostile toward each other is child's play for me.

"But first, I need to prepare the groundwork thoroughly."

I'm confident that once I put the plan into action, it will definitely succeed.

The preparation phase is both the most important and the most dangerous part.

There were two entities searching for me in the city.

The key to this operation was to prepare while avoiding their eyes.

"Fortunately, good reinforcements are on their way here."

As soon as I returned to my lodgings, a crow tapped on the window.

It was a messenger I used to communicate with Hades.

The note attached to the messenger contained news that she would arrive in Yuran today or tomorrow.

Hades, the primary contributor to Kang Jun-hyeok's downfall, is a loyal subordinate who thoroughly fulfills my requests.

*With Hades' assistance, I should be able to carry out this operation smoothly.*

[By the way, when do you plan to reward such an excellent subordinate?]

*Hmm... I do feel like I've been just using her too much.*

[You should bestow at least a simple reward. Otherwise, even existing loyalty will disappear.]

*I'll try my best.*

A good ruler should know how to acknowledge their subordinates' hard work.

I understand this intellectually, but it's not easy.

I'm not sure whether I should give a reward suitable for a demi-lich or one appropriate for the beautiful girl Hades.

Wouldn't it be strange to gift cosmetics or decorative items to a lich?

Above all, I don't know what kind of reward would satisfy a demi-lich.

Someone like Hades would grow on her own without my intervention.

Moreover, those who have reached high levels have firm magical principles, so there's no need to provide separate guidance.

In the first place, I'm not significantly better than her in magic except for ice magic.

Even my ice magic became stronger through the shortcut of becoming a believer of Prihart.

Anyway, I decided to think about the reward later.

If necessary, I could simply ask her what she wants and provide it.

Right now, I need to focus on making this plan succeed.

"Well then, let's get started!"

I'll show them what it truly means to stir up trouble.

***

*How much longer do I have to stay in this wretched city? It's driving me crazy!*

Karifa was striding through the streets with a ledger in one hand and a fan in the other.

Two days ago, she had visited Sestia's residence and obtained a list of magicians, and she was still roaming around the city.

The residual mana was still present in the town.

She couldn't return to the Magic Tower until she found the culprit who killed the inspector.

*If that arrogant dragon woman had actively helped, this would have been over long ago!*

Karifa, who had only received the magician list from Sestia before being driven away, was secretly disgruntled about the matter.

The seven great magicians who founded the Magic Tower. Karifa, a descendant of one of them, was originally scheduled to participate in a major project.

However, when the magicians sent to kidnap the Elf Saintess went missing, they became short-staffed.

To make matters worse, the high inspector and an S-rank mercenary who had gone to the Valley of Mist also disappeared.

Upon hearing about these series of disappearances, the Tower Master concluded that there was an entity hostile to the Magic Tower.

Thus, he instructed Karifa to investigate the details of the incidents.

*But I can't ignore the Tower Master's orders either...*

While searching the places where people had gone missing, she fortunately found a piece of evidence.

The only evidence.

It would be a waste of time and effort to give up with just this, and she feared the Tower Master's rebuke.

In the end, Karifa firmly resolved not to return until she caught the culprit.

*I will definitely catch them. Definitely!*

She wished they would show themselves just once.

Just as she was thinking this, a familiar scent of mana suddenly brushed past Karifa's nose.

She opened her eyes wide and heightened her olfactory nerves to capture the residual scent clearly.

"This smell...!"

It was the mana she had been searching for all along.

Undoubtedly the scent of the culprit who killed the high inspector.

Only then did Karifa lift the corners of her mouth in exhilaration.

After trailing around for two days, she had finally detected strong mana.

*It's closer than expected...! I can definitely track it now!*

Karifa turned in the direction of the mana and began to run urgently.

Like someone who had discovered an oasis in the desert, she rushed forward without caution.

She ran into a deserted alleyway.

She had voluntarily entered a space so dark that it wouldn't be strange if something happened to her.

"I didn't think you'd be foolish enough to fall for such an obvious trap."

A deep male voice came from above as she entered the alley.

When Karifa looked up at the roof of the building, there was a man crouching there with his face covered by a red hood.

The mana emanating faintly from him matched the residual mana on the bloodstained badge.

Without a doubt, he was the culprit behind the inspector's murder.

"Oh my, I got so desperate that I made such a critical mistake."

"Then you'll have to pay the price for that mistake, won't you?"

"Do you think I'll just submit to your will? It's true that I carelessly walked into a trap, but that doesn't mean I came unprepared."

Karifa had already completed the incantation for her magic before entering the alley.

With her magic stored in [Memorize], a storage spell that only needed activation, she could deploy both offense and defense at any time.

Though she had rushed in for fear of losing the trace, she wasn't completely reckless.

"I don't know what trap you've set, but unless you have a magic nullification artifact, you'd better give up early. Even if you do have one, I'd say it's your loss to invest that just to catch someone like me."

Magic nullification artifacts were extremely expensive due to their rarity.

Moreover, they had usage limits rather than being permanent, meaning each use consumed about 500 gold.

It was too costly to use casually just to catch one magician.

"Hah! I don't use such petty methods."

"Is that so? Then unfortunately, whatever trap you've prepared is useless..."

"Well, is that really true? For me, just luring you here is already a success."

"What?"

The red-hooded man jumped lightly from the roof and landed on the ground.

This was the man who had dealt with the inspector and the S-rank mercenary. If she didn't attack first, she would be at a disadvantage.

Believing this, Karifa activated her magic, but...

"Did you think you could launch a preemptive attack just because you came prepared?"

"Ah...? Kyaaaah!!"

*Slash-!*

Karifa's wrist was cut diagonally and fell off.

As a result, the magic circle she was forming broke, and her magic dissipated.

"The Magic Tower is too complacent. You were planning to secretly rule the world, but did you think Lord Ignite would just stand by and watch?"

"What...?"

"Wake up. We know all about your grand plans. No matter how skilled you think you are, you're still in the palm of a dragon."

"C-Could it be that all of this was orchestrated by the Red Scale Tribe...?"

"And what if it was? You're going to die here anyway."

The relationship between the Magic Tower and the Red Dragon was neutral.

There was neither animosity nor goodwill; they merely acknowledged each other's existence.

Because of this, they thought there would be no friction in the future.

However, the Red Dragon did have a justification to strike at the Magic Tower.

The grand plan mentioned by the man.

It was a plan to become an entity that neither dragons nor gods could approach.

From the perspective of dragons, who had long reigned as the strongest species, this would naturally be considered blasphemous.

It wouldn't be strange if they decided to crush the Magic Tower immediately.

However, Karifa couldn't understand how the Red Dragon knew about a top-secret plan that only eight people in the Magic Tower were aware of.

*I need to inform the Tower Master immediately, but how?*

The man possessed overwhelming power.

Could she fight against someone skilled enough to cut off her wrist faster than she could cast magic?

It was obviously impossible.

Attack magic would be countered before she could even cast it, and defensive magic would be crushed like tofu.

She was certain that even if she tried to use her return stone, her last resort, it would be destroyed as soon as she took it out.

She needed to create a momentary opening, but she couldn't.

*If only I had a brief moment...*

But heaven was indifferent as the man slowly approached Karifa, intending to kill her.

As if a death sentence was approaching.

"Hmm... I could just kill you now, but it would be a waste with that pretty face and body."

"Huh?"

"Before I kill you, I'll use you for my pleasure. I've been away from home for a long time, and it's been building up."

The man licked his lips with an evil smile.

Seeing this, Karifa saw an opportunity.

In her current situation, facing certain death, this was her only chance to create an opening.

Without being told, she began to remove her coat and unbutton her clothes.

"Are you trying to seduce me? Don't think I'll spare you even if you do."

"Oh my, please don't misunderstand. If I'm going to die meaninglessly anyway, I'd like to enjoy my last moments too."

"Ha! You're an interesting woman."

"Do you dislike forward women?"

"Not bad at all. Well then, let me experience the devoted service of a city woman."

The man removed his hand from the hilt and placed it on his pants zipper.

Karifa pretended to unhook her bra while actually fingering a stone she had hidden in her underwear.

"...Hah! You bitch!"

"Unfortunately, my body is too valuable. It would be a waste to give it to a barbarian like you!"

"How dare you deceive me...!"

"Haha! The one who gets fooled is the fool!"

Karifa's body was enveloped in light and began to shimmer.

Recognizing the sign of a return stone activating, the man hastily drew his sword and swung it.

However, by a hair's breadth, Karifa disappeared before the sword could touch her.

The man left alone in that place.

He looked up at the sky indifferently before untying his hood.

"Phew! It was hard enduring that chicken coop smell."

[It seemed like you were genuinely going to pounce on her...]

"That's your imagination. I absolutely detest women who cake their faces with makeup like that."

[Oh, I need to update my understanding of your preferences.]

"Good grief..."

Bern shook his head as if he couldn't help it.

He had put on a masterful performance to pressure Karifa.

He could have killed her at any time if he wanted, but he deliberately chose to let her go.

All for the success of his plan.

"The first phase has been completed smoothly. I've definitely planted the seeds of doubt."

[Do you think the Magic Tower will fall for it as you intended?]

"Of course they won't believe it right away based on just this. That's why we need to nurture these seeds of doubt until they bloom into flowers of certainty."

[So this is just the beginning.]

"Yes, until the day the Magic Tower and the Red Scale Tribe fight each other."

He would be busy working behind the scenes, sowing discord.

Bern was smiling more brightly than usual.

Ch.127 - 123. Two For One - 2
After sending the female mage who had been staying in Yuran back to the Magic Tower.

I was meeting with Rene at the tavern as usual.

However, this time the topic had nothing to do with the White Dragon Faction.

"Ignite's fire?"

"Yes. Is there any way to get some? Even a tiny ember would be fine."

"Hmm... There is a way to get it, but what do you need it for?"

For some reason, I didn't want to honestly say I was going to use it to sow discord.

But it was also awkward to just insist on having it without explanation.

Red Dragon's fire was famous for never extinguishing until it turned to ash.

If it fell into the wrong hands, it could be used dangerously.

"I need it for a greater cause. I'm sorry, but I can't explain the details right now."

"Bern, it's not good to keep hiding things like this, you know?"

"I'm sorry! But I'm definitely not using it for my own selfish desires. It's for a better future, that's all."

For a clean world without the Magic Tower and Ignite.

This wasn't a lie but my sincere belief. With Rene's eyes, she should be able to see my sincerity.

"...Alright. I'll tell you specially."

"Thank you!"

"But in return, you have to go on a date with me when this is over!"

"A date?"

"Yes! We haven't had any time alone together lately. I've been really lonely!"

"That's true. Okay, I'll make time for that."

"Do you promise?"

"Don't worry. Have you ever seen me break a promise?"

I made a bold declaration, telling her to just trust me.

From the beginning, I've wanted to go on dates with my beloved.

Quality time not just with Rene, but with Rin too.

If it weren't for the Magic Tower and Ignite, I would be enjoying that right now.

"So where can I get Ignite's fire?"

"It's simple. My mother has it."

"Breeze has Ignite's fire?"

"Yes. Remember when Ignite came to our nest and breathed fire at me?"

"Right."

Recalling that memory made me feel bad.

That lizard who hurt my precious person—I could chew him up and it wouldn't be enough.

That's why I want to succeed with this plan and vent this anger.

"The flames caught on one of the pieces of furniture."

"Did they?"

"Yes. Mother kept it in her subspace as evidence that Ignite attacked me, to reveal during the dragon council. Though it became meaningless after you healed my burn marks."

"Ah... I acted hastily without knowing."

"It's okay! You were worried about me, right? I was really happy. It means a lot when someone you love cares so much."

Rene smiled contentedly, her cheeks slightly flushed.

She seemed happy reminiscing about those memories.

It seems healing Rene back then was the right choice.

"Anyway, mother should have Ignite's fire, so I'll go get it right away!"

"Will that be alright? You're in the middle of competing with the Blue Dragon Faction."

"My current position is important, but how could it be more important than your request, Bern?"

"Rene..."

"I'll be back soon, so please wait comfortably!"

As soon as she finished speaking, Rene left the room with a bright smile.

Watching her back, a thousand thoughts crossed my mind, but one remained strongest.

That I'm truly a fortunate man to receive such abundant love from Rene...

***

Less than an hour after asking Rene for help, I visited Rin at the Blue Dragon Faction hideout.

Shamelessly, I came to ask her for a favor as well.

"City lockdown?"

"Not now, but later for just 6 hours. Would that be possible?"

"That seems like something you should ask Lady Sestia about, not me..."

"I already got Sestia's approval. She just said she couldn't appear publicly, so I should handle it myself."

"So that means I need to persuade the necessary personnel for the lockdown myself?"

"That's right."

A city lockdown was a major issue.

Even if it was just for 6 hours, considering the carriages and visitors coming and going, the damage would be considerable.

Thinking of the Blue Dragon Faction members who truly care about the city's development, they probably wouldn't agree to my request.

Therefore, I had to bow my head to Rin, the current leader of the Blue Dragon Faction.

"Is it impossible?"

"...It can be done. No, I will definitely try to persuade them."

"I'm counting on you."

"I'll work hard to live up to your trust."

The groundwork for implementing the second and third plans was complete.

All that remained was to put it into action and watch the results.

After that, I would assign a mission to Hades when he arrived and have Marianne prepare for war with the Magic Tower.

Meanwhile, I planned to create a medicine to lift Hyesha's curse while preparing for another war.

"Whew! I'm so fortunate to have such talented people around me. If nothing else, I seem to have been born with good people-luck."

"All the good deeds you've done until now are coming back as rewards, Gracious Teacher! It's not luck but virtue!"

"I see."

That's strange?

Since coming to this world, I think I've acted more like a villain than shown compassion.

I've committed so many evil deeds that I'd have nothing to say if divine judgment fell upon me.

'Still, I guess I'll think of it as things working out well because I'm a good person.'

[Your conscience is dead.]

'My conscience died a long time ago.'

I abandoned my conscience from the moment I was transmigrated into a novel where just seeing pink hair made my blood pressure skyrocket.

That's why I started cursing at the Pink-Haired Slut even before she did anything wrong.

Anyone watching would point fingers calling me a sociopath with anger management issues, but I'm just going my own way.

"Um, Gracious Teacher?"

"Yes?"

"If, if it's alright with you, could you accompany me two weeks from now?"

"Two weeks from now?"

"Yes. I heard there will be a grand festival in Yuran in two weeks..."

Rin was fidgeting with her fingers, unable to stay still.

Looking back, Rin rarely made suggestions to me.

Even when she did, it was mostly emotional outbursts to counter Rene's affectionate advances.

This was the first time Rin had asked me on a date of her own volition.

She must be nervous because it was unfamiliar to her.

"Sure, I'll go with you."

"Really?"

"Yes. I don't have anything particularly busy scheduled for two weeks from now."

"Thank you!"

Her face brightened, and Rin showed a smile that couldn't contain her joy.

Seeing her happy made the corners of my mouth lift as well.

At the same time, I felt a bit guilty.

The fact that she was so happy just from a date promise meant I hadn't been paying enough attention to her.

'...I need to work hard.'

For the sake of my loved ones, this plan must succeed.

Only then will I be able to go on dates too.

***

"So the culprit is the Red Scale tribe?"

"Yes...!"

At the top floor of the Magic Tower.

Today, as always, the Tower Master who was immersed in research had a visitor.

It was Karifa, the female mage whose right hand had been cut off by Bern.

After returning to the Magic Tower via a return stone, she quickly stopped the bleeding and immediately requested a private audience with the Tower Master.

And now she was reporting to the Tower Master about what had happened in Yuran.

"The Red Dragon knew about our plan! If we don't come up with countermeasures quickly...!"

"Haha!"

In contrast to Karifa's urgent voice, the Tower Master began to laugh heartily.

Confused by the Tower Master's reaction, Karifa cut off her words mid-sentence.

"Karifa, you're so naive. The Red Dragon is a mass of arrogance who thinks he's the ruler of the world. Do you think he would bat an eye even if he knew about our plans?"

"Ah..."

"The Red Dragon would look down on us. He would dismiss the very idea of becoming a being close to a god, and even if we succeeded, only then would he confront us. To prove that even gods cannot do anything to him."

"I, I see."

"Anyway, this incident is nothing but discord sown by forces other than the Red Dragon seeking to gain advantage. I will uncover their true identity separately."

"I have gained deep insight from the Tower Master's wise discernment."

Karifa bowed her head deeply, showing respect to her master who had given her guidance.

Just as Prahg had worried, the Magic Tower paid no heed to the seeds of doubt Bern had planted.

At least until a new presence arrived where they were...

"Woof! Woof!"

"Hmm?"

A black Pomeranian suddenly appeared on the top floor.

With its tongue out and tail wagging, it was the epitome of cuteness.

"Aww! So cute!"

"Hoho...!"

Though it would normally be treated with suspicion, its bright eyes looking up at them softened the wariness of the two people.

Knowing this, the Pomeranian approached them with a grin.

"Heh heh! Woof woof!"

"I can't believe such an adorable dog exists!"

"Judging by its sudden appearance, it might be a specimen created by the magical beast research department."

"Woof!"

The Pomeranian nodded as if confirming the Tower Master's guess.

Karifa and the Tower Master couldn't help but marvel at the fact that it could understand human speech.

"So cute and smart too! This is really the best."

"Hoho! That little thing, it's so cute I could just eat it up. It's been a while since my lower half has felt this excited!"

"Me-meow...?"

The Pomeranian was so shocked by the Tower Master's unusual sexual desire that it accidentally made a cat sound.

It had just witnessed a human who casually accepted sexual desires that even its owner wouldn't harbor.

The Pomeranian felt its chastity was in danger.

"Woof! Woof!"

Thinking it might really be in trouble if it stayed, the Pomeranian urgently wrote something on the floor with shadows.

"Oh my, it can write too?"

"Hoho! The more I see, the more amazing tricks it has. Let's see what it wrote!"

"For the Red Dragon...?"

As soon as they read the message, both people looked at the Pomeranian.

Suddenly, there was a translucent glass bottle in the dog's mouth that hadn't been there before.

The Pomeranian quickly threw it toward the ceiling.

As soon as it confirmed the glass bottle had broken, it swiftly disappeared into the shadows.

"Huh...?"

Red mist flowed out from the broken glass bottle.

Before long, it began to vigorously burn the Tower Master's private room and laboratory.

Ch.128 - 124. Two For One - 3
"What are you all doing! Put out that fire immediately!"

"The fire won't go out!"

In an instant, the top floor of the Magic Tower had transformed into a blazing inferno.

Being at the very top of the tower, it contained the Tower Master's important documents, research records, and even rare collections.

But now, a thick mist infused with fire energy was spreading everywhere, burning everything in its path.

The Tower Master urgently mobilized all the mages in the tower to begin firefighting operations.

They alternated between 5th-tier water and ice magic, pouring everything they had into the flames, but there was no sign of the fire dying down.

It seemed the flames wouldn't subside until everything in the room had been reduced to ashes.

"You incompetent fools! Get out of my way!"

As a last resort, the Tower Master decided to use teleportation magic to save the documents that appeared undamaged.

However, even books that looked intact on the outside had already absorbed some of the mist's vapor, and soon began to burn.

"Tower Master! The fire is spreading here too...!"

"What are you doing! Are you such imbeciles that you can't even extinguish such small embers?!"

"B-but when we pour water on it, the flames grow even stronger!"

"What nonsense is that! How could water make fire bigger?!"

"It's the truth!"

The source of the fire was the mist itself.

Mist is a phenomenon created when water vapor condenses. Naturally, adding water would only make it thicker.

But unaware of this fact, the mages of the tower simply believed the fire was somehow consuming the water.

"Damn it! Damn it! DAMN IT!! All my lifelong aspirations ruined because of this absurd incident!"

As his time, effort, and dreams all went up in flames, the Tower Master was more furious than anyone had ever seen him.

The same man who had shown such an emotionless reaction when losing his subordinates was now enraged over burning documents.

The subordinates watching this display felt an indescribable uneasiness.

"What should we do now?"

The fiery mist wouldn't dissipate no matter what magical element they threw at it—it was truly a major disaster.

Even the Tower Master had to admit there was nothing he could do. He took a deep breath to calm himself.

"...Haaah! We're abandoning the Magic Tower."

"What?! Are we going to build a new one?"

"No. Prepare for war."

"W-war, sir?"

"Yes. From this moment, our main enemy is the Red Dragon!"

The Tower Master declared loudly before everyone, his face completely distorted with rage.

His expression alone revealed how furious he was.

*Only flames of a level that can't be extinguished by water or ice could be the Red Dragon's fire.*

Of course, there was a possibility that someone other than the dragon had ordered the arson.

After all, he'd never heard of the Red Dragon keeping a black Pomeranian.

"But how would anyone easily obtain the Red Dragon's flame? It's a fire he doesn't bestow even upon his followers. If someone got hold of it, that means the Red Dragon must be complicit."

Crack!

His anger finally reached the point where veins were visibly bulging on his forehead.

He began emanating an aura that promised death to anyone who crossed him.

The Tower Master's disciples kept their distance.

*It doesn't matter who's behind this. I'll subjugate the Red Dragon and find the mastermind. So now...!*

He was determined to kill the Red Dragon.

As the Tower Master made this resolution, a hooded mage watched the scene unfold.

*Everything is proceeding according to my lord's wishes. As expected of my master!*

While everyone else trembled in fear, Hades alone was trembling with excitement, her eyes sparkling.

The seed of doubt that Bern had planted was beginning to bloom.

And she firmly believed this would be the starting point of the conflict.

***

"Things seem to be progressing well over there."

Bern grinned after receiving Hades' report through a crow messenger.

Chaos, who had approached the Tower Master, was sitting on his lap.

Bern's hand was gently stroking the Pomeranian's head.

"Good job. Your teleportation ability made this task much easier."

"Grrrr! Grrrr!"

The Pomeranian wagged its tail vigorously, making pleased sounds at Bern's touch.

Chaos was very satisfied with the current situation—being rewarded despite having done something bad.

It even felt proud of having sworn allegiance and obedience to Bern.

"The Magic Tower I despised has gone up in spectacular flames, and the enraged Tower Master has declared war on the Red Dragon! Phase two cleared with flying colors!"

[To think you would use the Mist Essence in such a way...]

"Honestly, I was surprised too. Who knew it would mix with Ignite's fire? I guess artifacts bestowed by gods are truly different from conventional ones."

Though it was said to last forever, it was a one-time use item with exceptional firepower.

[But was it wise to use such a precious artifact so soon? Wouldn't it have been better to use it to annihilate enemy forces in the coming war...?]

"No, the timing is perfect. While it's a card that could turn the tide of war, I can only use it once—either against the Magic Tower or the Red Scale Tribe."

Bern had used the artifact to sow discord, inciting war between the Magic Tower and the Red Scale Tribe.

As a result, both forces would deplete their strength evenly.

While it might seem wasteful now, in the bigger picture, it would bring greater benefits.

With a confident smile, Bern removed his hand from Chaos's head.

"Whiiine...!"

"Sorry, but I need to move on to the next phase of the plan. If you follow my orders well next time too, I'll reward you even better."

"Woof woof!"

Chaos was disappointed that the reward time was over.

But upon hearing Bern's promise of a better reward, the dog jumped off his lap with a bright smile.

Wagging its tail, it showed its willingness to do anything, but...

When Bern said there was no immediate task, Chaos was shocked and slowly sank into the shadows.

[What is the next operation?]

"We've dealt a proper blow to the Magic Tower, so there's another friend who deserves equal treatment."

[Didn't you say that sowing discord wouldn't work with the Red Scale Tribe?]

"That's why I found another way to give them a big surprise."

Bern naturally looked out the window.

At the end of his gaze was the figure of a man.

The man in the red hood he had seen at Sestia's mansion.

A member of the Red Scale Tribe who had come to Yuran to issue a wanted notice for Bern.

And the next target to become Bern's prey.

***

Something was strange. The situation was unfolding oddly.

It had been three days since he had handed over all the wanted notices to Yuran's leader.

Yet there was no sign of the notices being posted, and even Sestia was nowhere to be found.

*I only planned to confirm the posting and leave, but it still hasn't been put up...*

He resolved to revisit Sestia's mansion and urge her to post the wanted notices quickly.

He needed to visit other villages too, and was very displeased about being held up in Yuran.

However, just as he was approaching the mansion, unexpected news reached his ears.

"Hey, did you hear the news?"

"Ah! You mean about the Magic Tower declaring war on the Red Dragon?"

"Yeah. Rumors say the Red Scale Tribe committed terrorism against the Magic Tower first."

"Terrorism? The world is becoming a dangerous place."

"It really is."

Upon hearing this, the man stopped in his tracks and gulped.

He had heard something completely incomprehensible.

There had never been any bad blood between the Magic Tower and the Red Dragon.

How could these two forces clash?

It was impossible. Moreover, the Red Scale Tribe was a warrior collective that prided itself on honesty while being loyal to the Red Dragon.

For them to commit terrorism was unthinkable.

*This is no time to be standing around!*

For him, the truth of the matter wasn't important.

If there was even the slightest sign of war, he needed to return home and prepare.

That's what he should have done, but...

"I'm sorry, but the city is currently under lockdown for six hours. Please return promptly."

"What nonsense is this! I need to return home immediately! Step aside!"

"I cannot. By Sestia's strict orders, no one may pass."

"What's the reason?"

"An assault incident. There's a dangerous individual roaming within the city. We're conducting a major arrest operation."

"Tch!"

It might be the wanted person he had been searching for.

Normally, he would have stayed to assist with the arrest, but he couldn't do that now.

For the survival of his tribe, he needed to lead his people in the coming war.

For the man, returning home was more urgent than any wanted notice.

"Even so, I must leave right now. Clear the way."

"Final warning. You absolutely cannot leave."

"Then I have no choice but to use force—gahk?!"

Swish—!

The moment the man drew his sword...

A sound like slithering snakes surrounded him. Simultaneously, he suddenly fell to his knees.

Feeling something snap inside him, he coughed up a large amount of blood.

"Since you drew your sword, this is self-defense."

"Y-you are...!"

"May you rest in peace."

Click!

As Rin returned her sword to its sheath, the man died without uttering another word.

The fight ended in less than five seconds.

Unlike in the original "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," Rin had also grown into a formidable warrior.

Even if he was one of the commanders of the Red Scale Tribe.

"Good job handling this."

"Oh, Gracious Teacher, you're here?"

"Yes. I arrived at just the right time."

"As you wished, I cut mainly internal organs to leave no external wounds. There was some blood coughing, but..."

"That's fine."

"But why did you ask me to keep the external appearance intact?"

"Ah, that? I'll show you now."

Bern approached the fallen man carrying a container.

Carefully setting it down beside the man, Bern pulled off the man's pants.

He lifted the container and began pouring its contents over the man's groin.

The contents were none other than manure.

"What are you doing?"

"Cause of death: AIDS contracted through frequent homosexual intercourse."

"...What?"

"Spread that rumor among the public."

With a bright smile, Bern left the rest to Rin and departed.

Because of this, the Red Scale Tribe would be branded as terrorists and a homosexual tribe.

In an instant, the strong desert warriors were reduced to fearsome desert gays.

And their idol, the Red Dragon, couldn't escape suspicion either.

[Contractor.]

*Yes?*

[Just admit you're a Demon Lord already.]

That was Prah's sincere comment.

Ch.129 - 125. Two For One - 4
After completing phase three of the plan, I finally had some breathing room.

Though the Magic Tower had declared war, they wouldn't attack immediately.

They'd be desperately trying to investigate the arson incident themselves.

But no matter how hard they try, they won't find anything.

Even I can't locate Chaos when it hides in the shadows.

*In the end, the Magic Tower will have no choice but to fight the Red Dragon.*

Even if they defeat the Red Dragon, it's questionable whether they'll discover that I'm the mastermind behind everything.

Of course, there's no guarantee the Magic Tower will win.

Regardless of who wins, I just need to appear midway and finish things off.

I've already completed preparations for that.

"Marianne, what's our troop count?"

"We have three thousand elf warriors, twenty-five hundred archers, and about six hundred druids ready."

"That's plenty. Can we deploy them at any time?"

"Of course. I've instructed all elves to be ready to fight at a moment's notice."

Since the Great Earth Mother herself ordered the war against the Magic Tower, no one would disobey.

I don't need to worry about the elves' resolve.

They should be able to excellently capture the Magic Tower's main base after they leave to fight the Red Dragon.

All that remains is to determine when the Magic Tower will attack.

"Chaos."

"King!"

"For the time being, watch the two forces from the shadows. If you find any messengers traveling between their camps, quietly dispose of them and deliver their bodies to Hades."

"King! King!"

Chaos immediately slipped into the shadows.

That meant he'd take care of it.

With this, there will be no reconciliation between the two forces.

When Chaos eliminates the messengers, Hades will resurrect them as undead and send them back.

At that point, I can alter the contents of the documents sent to the opposing side as I see fit.

I'll manipulate things to worsen relations between the Magic Tower and the Red Scales.

If I'm going to sow discord, I might as well do it properly.

"That's it for now. It'll take quite a while before we move to phase four, so I should take it easy for a while."

[Grrrr...!]

"What's wrong?"

[There's no moment for me to shine! Everyone else is fulfilling their roles!]

"Can't be helped. Your capabilities are limited, and you can't be separated from my side."

Even with Polymorph, Prah couldn't stray far from me as she was my sword.

If she were to leave me, I'd need to acquire another sword for protection.

Prah, who hated and was extremely jealous of me using any other sword more than she valued freedom.

It was difficult to give her instructions because of that.

[Ugh! I understand, but I can't shake this feeling of discrimination.]

"Don't be impatient. Your moment to shine will definitely come."

[I hope that moment comes soon...]

Currently, I was playing more of an advisory role, so there wasn't much for Prah to do.

However, I plan to personally take the heads of the Magic Tower Master and the Red Dragon.

And when that moment comes, the one by my side will be none other than Prah.

In other words, she and I will be the ones to bring the plan to its climax.

"Let's focus on gathering the remaining parts."

Whether I like it or not, when war breaks out and both sides suffer severe casualties, I'll need to intervene.

That means my confrontation with Ignite isn't far off.

Therefore, I needed to quickly gain power to match the timing.

And conveniently, I've also completed the medicine to cure Hyesha's curse.

[Are you planning to leave right away?]

"Yes. I've already contacted Hyesha to come to Yuran since the medicine is ready. I'll leave the medicine and a note with Rin."

[What about your appointment with Rin in two weeks?]

"I plan to return before then. Besides, our next destination isn't too far from here."

[Oh? Where are you planning to go?]

"The Capital!"

The starting place of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" and the first place I set foot after possessing this body.

It was time to return to the Academy.

To claim the remaining opportunities left there.

***

"F-Free at last...!"

Click-! Clank-!

The handcuffs unlocked and the chains fell away.

A man's cry of joy echoed through the dark, quiet basement.

Skinny frame, dirty skin from not bathing for days, disheveled hair like a stray dog's fur.

His once handsome appearance, which had placed him in the kingdom's top 1%, now resembled that of a beggar.

"I need to escape from here immediately!"

His name was Kang Jun-hyeok.

An unfortunate protagonist who hit rock bottom because of Bern, and was subsequently imprisoned by Sherin.

After Hades' revelation, he was treated as a criminal wherever he went.

To make matters worse, he was knocked unconscious by Sherin, dragged to a basement, and restrained.

*I need to get to the Academy as quickly as possible...! She'll know how to resolve this situation!*

Though emaciated from his long imprisonment, Jun-hyeok summoned all his strength and made his way outside.

His desperate exit drew attention from people around him, but.

Due to his drastically changed appearance, people soon lost interest and went about their business.

They didn't recognize him as a criminal, but rather saw him as an ordinary beggar.

"Ha, haha...!"

Jun-hyeok laughed in relief at the unexpectedly fortunate situation of not being caught.

With the danger of arrest gone, he resolutely headed toward the Academy.

*If I can just get to Veronica...!*

In the original story, Jun-hyeok had once made a judgment error that cost him many precious people.

Due to his stubborn insistence that his choice wasn't wrong, he made an irreversible mistake.

This caused the novel's atmosphere to suddenly darken, and many readers verbally cursed the author's drift.

However, the author attempted to reverse the mood by adding a new character.

Professor Veronica.

As the head of space-time research passed down from her great-grandfather's generation, she remained dedicated to her research even during the Demon King's invasion.

People criticized Veronica for researching instead of fighting for humanity.

But she persevered and fulfilled her role.

And her efforts eventually bore fruit.

Veronica approached Jun-hyeok when he was frustrated and reaching his mental limits.

She offered him salvation, saying that she could turn back time just once.

Thanks to Veronica's help, Jun-hyeok was able to undo his mistake.

And because of that, the world was able to reach a happy ending.

*With her power, she can easily solve my problems...!*

Currently, Jun-hyeok was troubled by two major issues.

One was the nationwide warrant for his arrest due to Hades' false accusation.

Though people couldn't recognize him now because of his changed appearance from imprisonment, once he returned to normal, he would have to live as a fugitive for the rest of his life.

If caught unluckily, he could face the death penalty.

If he died, his story would end forever.

*I'm already on the brink of death...!*

The other issue was Sherin's obsession.

Initially, she had been a fresh and somewhat cute woman, but she changed at some point.

Her intense obsession and physical changes weren't in the original story.

Not understanding what happened, he distanced himself, but that choice made things worse.

Sherin clung to Jun-hyeok more persistently with each bit of distance he created.

This led her to resort to extreme measures like kidnapping and imprisonment.

*I should never have approached her from the beginning...!*

Filling the void left by Bern's disappearance had been the critical problem.

He thought that, as the protagonist, he could recruit all women into his harem, but that wasn't the case.

He suffered for acting differently from the original story.

With this realization, Jun-hyeok decided to turn back time to the day he possessed the body.

*I'll start over from the beginning. If I can follow the procedures step by step like the original Jun-hyeok and become the strongest man...*

Eventually, Jun-hyeok arrived at the Academy.

However, he couldn't enter through the main gate looking like a beggar.

He could have claimed to be a student, but his current status as a criminal made that impossible.

For this reason, he decided to use the secret passage mentioned in the original story.

*If I can just get through here!*

Jun-hyeok successfully infiltrated the Academy through the underground waterway.

Afterward, he made his way to Veronica's private room, avoiding the gazes of students and professors.

Maximizing his senses, he moved smoothly and finally arrived in front of Veronica's private room.

Confirming the nameplate that read 'Veronica,' Jun-hyeok was certain he was in the right place.

He pushed open the door with all his might and entered.

"Professor Veronica! Please help me!"

As soon as he entered the room, he pleaded for help in a tearful voice.

He gave his all to act like a student in desperate circumstances, trying to appear as pitiful as possible.

However, his plea unfortunately didn't reach Veronica.

"Interesting."

"Huh...?"

A deep voice that couldn't possibly belong to a woman.

Jun-hyeok belatedly looked up, and sitting at the professor's desk was someone other than Veronica.

"Hello."

"Y-You!"

It was Bern, sitting in the chair and sipping tea.
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Felix Academy.

This was the core setting of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," the place I had decisively withdrawn from after possessing Bern's body.

There were two main reasons.

First, the Academy setting didn't help Bern grow.

Second, there were too many foxes trying to take advantage of Bern's early strength.

An educational institution meant to nurture new heroes not only failed to help...

But they even treated students like dogs?

While Bern had endured countless injustices, I simply couldn't bear it.

So I chose to quit the Academy and wander freely.

As a result, I surpassed the original Bern from the novel.

*Endurance isn't always the best choice after all.*

And after many twists and turns, I've returned to the Academy.

I have no intention of enrolling as a student.

Nor do I plan to become a professor teaching students.

I'm just here to snatch up the leftovers from the Academy before leaving.

I'll make good use of the opportunities that never saw the light of day after Kang Jun-hyeok disappeared.

[So your conclusion is to steal. Like a thief.]

*Come on, I'm making the grand decision to become a hero who saves the world in Kang Jun-hyeok's place!*

[Don't you think you're actually the main culprit ruining the world?]

*I wouldn't know about that.*

With a broad smile, I passed through the Academy's main gate.

I cleanly removed the barrier magic that blocked unauthorized visitors with a "Dispel" spell.

I froze the security golems before they could even activate, and used concealment magic to escape the watchtowers' line of sight.

[I never imagined a world-class academy would be this vulnerable.]

*It's always been like this.*

I do realize I've become something of an anomaly, but even accounting for that, their security system had too many flaws.

No wonder monsters invaded during the entrance ceremony.

Anyway, Belmond, the villain from the early part of the story, had already been eliminated by Rin.

With the villain gone, students were generally enjoying peaceful days.

I could easily tell from the smiles on the faces of students visible in the distance.

[They're all youngsters the same age as you.]

*Even though I only stayed for a few days, I was once a student here too.*

That's why I came wearing the Academy uniform.

When I withdrew, I considered throwing it away but kept it thinking it might come in handy someday.

I never imagined that opportunity would come so quickly.

Unless someone checks my identity in detail, no one will think I'm an outsider.

[So what do you plan to do here?]

*I have a lot to do. Clear unidentified dungeons, find hidden treasures, and if my memory serves me right, there's a Demonic Sword in the Academy's underground vault.*

[Indeed, I can sense a subtle kindred energy from below, just as you said.]

*I'm going to sweep up all the items I need.*

[I wonder how someone who treats theft so casually can call himself a hero...]

Ignoring Prah's deep lament, I entered the Academy's main building.

While the treasures were important, my priority was to establish contact with a certain individual.

A character with more impact than any of Kang Jun-hyeok's heroines in the Academy.

Professor Veronica, who reversed the bad ending in the original story.

Usually just mentioned by name, she appeared at a certain point and reversed the author's depressing drift.

Time reversal—something even gods would struggle to accomplish, let alone demon lords.

She manifested that power and helped change the world that had been ruined by Kang Jun-hyeok's mistakes.

It wouldn't hurt to befriend Professor Veronica in advance.

After all, I can't guarantee I won't make wrong choices either.

"Here it is."

At the end of a corridor lined with mysterious mechanical devices stood Professor Veronica's private laboratory.

Standing in front of it, I carefully knocked on the door.

"Who is it~?"

A voice drenched in fatigue.

Just hearing one sentence made me feel drowsy too.

"Excuse me. I've come from far away to meet Professor Veronica..."

"No solicitors."

"I'm not here to sell anything."

"Then what do you want?"

"I'm here to invest in Professor Veronica's ongoing research..."

SLAM-!

The door that seemed firmly shut suddenly swung open.

Through the gap appeared a disheveled woman with yellow hair, her eyes gleaming.

"Please, come right in...!"

"Ah, yes..."

Money is always right.

I thought money might be the greatest artifact, breathing life into someone who seemed half-dead.

"I only have black tea to offer. Is that okay?"

"That's fine."

"Great! I'll brew some right away, please wait a moment!"

Veronica dashed to the tea cabinet, tossing aside the documents she'd been holding.

I understood her behavior.

Veronica Croniyas.

The Croniyas family was a renowned noble house in the kingdom.

However, when Bruno Croniyas became obsessed with space-time magic, the family began its decline.

Bruno, who prioritized space-time research over managing his territory, ordered his successor to continue his research on his deathbed.

Since his order was made as a blood oath, his successors couldn't refuse.

Thus, the Croniyas heirs were forced to walk the path of research one after another.

By Veronica's generation, the family had gone bankrupt.

Even penniless, she had to continue the research.

Working as an Academy professor, she somehow maintained her livelihood while using most of her salary for research.

*Born into a ruined family, her life got seriously messed up.*

[At that point, wouldn't suicide be better?]

*She can't even kill herself. If she tries, the blood oath activates and causes unbearable pain.*

[That's practically slavery.]

She was truly someone who made me tear up just by looking at her.

With such circumstances, it's no wonder she's obsessed with money.

"Hehe! Here's your tea!"

"Thank you."

"So I heard you're interested in investing in my research..."

"Let me ask you something first. Why aren't you suspicious of me, given that I'm a student?"

"That's an interesting question. I naturally assumed you were disguised as a student to enter the Academy."

"Oh?"

"Even if you were a student, this Academy has many children from prestigious families. Anyone could potentially support me, so I can't dismiss someone just because they're wearing a uniform."

Veronica was thoughtful, as rumored.

She knew her position exactly and acted accordingly.

She seemed like someone I could trust if our interests aligned.

"You're quite calm despite the fact that, according to you, I'm an intruder."

"This might disqualify me as a professor, but I prefer investors over students! Even if you're an intruder, I can turn a blind eye as long as you fund my research!"

"You're an excellent slave to capital."

"Hehe, I can't afford to be picky right now."

I had only intended to build rapport, but it seemed using Veronica to extract information about the Academy wouldn't be a bad idea.

She looked like someone who would act as my hands and feet as long as I paid her.

This is why money is the best.

"So how much can you invest in me?"

"One hundred gold coins per month."

"One... one hundred gold?!"

"Oh, is that not enough? Then three hundred gold..."

"It's enough! More than enough!"

Veronica frantically waved her hands, refusing the three hundred gold.

I thought she would grab any amount of money without hesitation, but apparently not.

"Then I'll support you with one hundred gold coins monthly."

"Yes! I'm satisfied with that!"

"Please sign this contract."

I handed Veronica a pre-written paper.

After quickly scanning the contract, she signed her name without hesitation.

The contract only required research progress reports and information sharing, nothing problematic.

Who wouldn't accept receiving a large sum monthly just for that?

"I've signed it!"

"Good, then here you go."

Snap-!

With a snap of my fingers, a spatial pocket opened, and money began pouring out.

Simultaneously, Veronica threw herself into the shower of gold coins in an eccentric display.

"Hehehe! Hehe! Money! Money!!"

How impoverished had her life been?

Throwing away her pride as a woman, she was rejoicing madly.

The more I watched, the more pitiful she seemed.

"Ah...! I just realized we're out of tea."

"What?"

"An important investor has come, and I can't fail to serve more tea! I'll quickly buy some premium tea, so please wait a moment!"

"No, wait!"

I had no intention of drinking more.

Before I could say that, Veronica grabbed three gold coins and dashed out.

Watching her unmatched speed, I couldn't help but smile.

With this level of loyalty already, I might benefit greatly when Veronica's research succeeds.

"I've just taken out a fail-proof insurance policy."

[This humble one cannot believe such a naive woman will learn to manipulate time.]

"Don't worry. Her abilities are definitely real."

Just as I was sipping tea and feeling like a corporate CEO, it happened.

SLAM-!

The door opened, and someone entered the room.

"Professor Veronica! Please help me!"

"...Interesting."

Though he looked much thinner, making me not recognize him at first, I immediately knew who he was.

The protagonist of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," the trash who stole my childhood friend and eventually executed me.

Kang Jun-hyeok.
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The conditions for becoming a Grand Sword Master.

To treat your sword, which is a swordsman's eternal partner and like their limbs, as a lover.

In other words, it meant you had to truly love your sword.

I was fortunate enough to hear this condition from the Sage, and I could easily satisfy it.

Other swordsmen probably couldn't figure out how to love their swords and treat them like lovers.

But my sword was a Demonic Sword, a sentient being who could also manifest a human body thanks to her polymorphic abilities.

So I could have a deep relationship with my sword if I wanted to, but...

"I'm not sure if this is right."

"Are you still hesitating?"

"Of course I'm hesitating. We're talking about having sex with a sword."

"Do you dislike it?"

"It's not that I dislike it, but I think I've maintained a certain level of human dignity until now. But now I'm being told I need to stick it in a sword, so I'm hesitating."

"Hmm, if my contractor is unwilling, I won't force you. But I must say this much."

Prah, who had been leaning against a pillar, approached me.

As she walked over, she grabbed her outer garment and flung it off behind her.

Then she began to strip off her clothes one by one.

Since she wasn't wearing much to begin with, and what little fabric there was had always been thin and minimal, it didn't make much difference.

But my thoughts changed when I saw Prah's perky breasts.

Light pink areolas and nipples stood out prominently against her healthy brown skin.

Try as I might to ignore them, my eyes couldn't help but focus there.

After a moment, Prah slipped her thumbs into the sides of her black panties, her final bastion.

Then she pulled them down in one smooth motion, boldly exposing her womanhood.

"Do you really intend to refuse this mature female body? Especially when I'm already so excited and wet, wanting to be penetrated by your cock."

Prah stretched out her removed panties and showed me the inside where her juices had soaked through.

Just as I was about to widen my eyes to appreciate the view...

Prah gave me a meaningful smile, then flipped her panties over my head.

It might have been my imagination, but I felt the warm heat from Prah's body still lingering in the panties as they touched my head.

"To think my contractor would be such a coward. I'm slightly disappointed. If you're afraid to penetrate me, I could give you a handjob with my scabbard instead. How does that sound?"

"...Ha! You're right, I shouldn't have hesitated from the start."

"Eep?!"

I grabbed Prah's arm and pulled her forcefully.

I threw her onto the bed behind me as she was being dragged.

I mounted her and tore off my upper garments.

Wheeew~!

Prah whistled in response to my actions.

Even in this situation of being pounced on, she maintained her composure.

It doesn't matter. Eventually, like the others, she'll lose her mind once I'm inside her.

"Come to think of it, you called your cock a 'Holy Sword,' didn't you?"

"Yeah, you don't like it?"

"No, it makes things even more interesting. We'll see which is stronger—your Holy Sword or me, the Demonic Sword, in this contest!"

"Your spirit is admirable. Even though this is your first time."

"Others might have been afraid their first time, but I'm different! As someone who has watched your mating from the sidelines, I've adjusted my body structure to perfectly fit your Holy Sword! Therefore, it's unlikely I'll climax from you, contractor!"

That's how confidently Prah had expressed herself.

And now she...

"Oh! C-contractor! Slow dowwwn! Please, I beg you, reduce your speed...hnng!"

"Where did all that confidence from earlier go?"

"T-that's...! Kuhng!"

Prah had spread her pussy, claiming she was already wet enough that foreplay wasn't necessary.

So I skipped all the preliminaries and thrust in, and sure enough, she couldn't keep her composure.

"Haang! Nng! Nng! T-this can't be...! Hnnng...! I'm sure I adjusted to your size...!"

"There's something you've seriously misunderstood..."

I pressed my body against Prah's and whispered gently into her ear.

"A man's organ can always get bigger."

"Haaanng!!"

Just as there's the phenomenon of erection, a man's organ enlarges when excited.

When a man feels pleasure and his excitement increases, his size grows accordingly.

Therefore, Prah's mistake was judging by the visible size.

Because even as I penetrated her, my cock was still growing larger and thicker.

"This is getting boring, so let's change positions."

"Ah...! W-wait a moment...hyaaang!"

I lifted Prah's body from the bed and quickly turned her around.

The doggy-style position, perfect for tasting every inch of a woman's flesh.

Like a beast, I thrust my cock into Prah's pussy.

"Haang! Aang! Too...! Hnnnng! T-too intense...!"

"What? Already knocked down?"

Prah's body trembled slightly before collapsing onto the bed.

She seemed to have fallen from the brain-melting pleasure she couldn't withstand.

Normally, I would wait patiently for her to recover, but Prah had provoked me earlier.

With no intention of going easy on her, I grabbed both her arms and pulled with all my might.

"Nghooook?!"

Slap-! Slap-! Slap-!

I thrust my cock so forcefully that her thick, soft, childbearing hips were nearly crushed.

With each thrust, Prah's pussy squirted juices like a pump, and her perfectly ripened breasts bounced up and down.

Drool was flowing from Prah's mouth, indicating she had completely lost herself.

Of course, that didn't make me stop my hips.

"Ohot! Nnng! Haa...! Haa...! Ughk! C-contractor, now...!"

"We're still far from done. Didn't you say you'd rarely climax from me?"

"I've already come more than twenty times...hnnnng!!"

Squelch-! Squelch-! Squelch-!

As I pounded her convulsing insides with all my might, Prah's moans grew louder.

I conquered every corner of her flesh, stretching the pussy she claimed was adjusted to my size.

I was gradually building toward ejaculation, but still lacked the decisive push.

The pussy sucking on my cock bit by bit felt good, but the tightness was somewhat lacking.

"Hmm..."

"Hngk...! Nng! Nng! Aang...!"

While looking around for a good solution...

Suddenly, the scabbard caught my eye.

The scabbard standing lonely beside the bed, now that the sword was gone.

I picked it up without hesitation.

"Come to think of it, you offered to give me a handjob with the scabbard earlier, right? Unfortunately, my Holy Sword is too big to fit in the scabbard. But there's another good use for it."

I moistened the end of the scabbard with Prah's pussy juices and gripped it in reverse.

Then I carefully placed the scabbard against her anus and gently rubbed it.

"W-wait...! What are you planning to do?!"

"What else? The same sheathing operation I've done countless times before!"

"Hngit...?!"

"Ooh!"

I mercilessly shoved the scabbard into Prah's anal passage.

Her pussy immediately began to tremble wildly and tightened around me.

Her flesh clung to my cock, wrapping around it.

The sticky, squelching sensation was exquisite.

"Hnng! Ang! Ang! Aang! N-not my ass...!!"

"You say that, but your body seems to be enjoying it?"

"N-no! I would never...! Haanng!!"

Prah kept making coquettish sounds, now even sticking out her tongue.

Her eyes were on the verge of rolling back.

Her body, sensitized from the anal stimulation, trembled like an aspen tree while continuously gushing fluids.

Finding her adorable, I released one of her arms and grabbed her chin instead.

I leaned forward and entwined my tongue with hers.

"Slurp...♡ Haa...! Chu! Mmm...!"

Even Prah, who was losing consciousness, began eagerly sucking on my tongue.

Like a baby bird waiting for food, she explored my lips and tasted my saliva.

When I tried to pull my face away slightly to focus on thrusting again, Prah's face followed closely, craving more of our kiss.

At the same time, her vaginal pressure intensified, swallowing my cock to the base and sucking it tightly.

It seemed Prah's erogenous zones were definitely her anus and tongue.

"Mmm! Uheh...! Slurp! Slurp-! Haa...! Good! Contractor, so good...♡"

"Ugh! When you say things like that...!"

Just as I was about to ejaculate, hearing Prah's honest, sultry confession made my cock expand even more.

With her pussy already tightly squeezing my cock, the added excitement created an intense stimulation.

"Hnnnng! Haang! Aang! Nng! Contractor...! Contractorrr...♡"

Squelch-squelch-squelch-squelch-squelch-!

My hips wouldn't stop. I kept thrusting to taste the pleasure right in front of me.

And at the end...

"Kuh...! I can't hold back anymore!"

"Haaang! You can cum...! No, I want you to fill me up completely...! Unghk!"

"Then as you wish...!"

"Nghuk! Haaaang!!"

Splurt-! Splurt-! Gulp-! Gulp-!

I poured thick semen into Prah's womb.

With her tight grip like a vise, the semen that had been waiting in my urethra flowed out, filling her insides completely.

"Nnng!"

As my strength left me from the climax, I completely released her arms.

My cock popped out of her pussy with a "plop" sound.

White cloudy fluid dripped from her beautifully ripened pussy hole.

The scabbard was still deeply inserted in her anus.

It looked bizarre, like a tail attached to her.

"Heuung...!"

This should count as a successful Mind-Sword Union.

Thinking one time was enough, I was about to leave the bed when...

My eyes caught sight of Prah's pussy, pulsating with repeated contractions and relaxations.

My cock stood tall again.

Since I wasn't certain, it wouldn't hurt to do it a bit more, right?

With that thought, I grabbed Prah's thick buttocks that protruded prominently over her pelvis.

"Hnnnng♡"

A moan signaling the start of round two echoed through the room.
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I had seen Kang Jun-hyeok in Ainharden before, but we'd never actually met face-to-face.

He was the guy who treated Bern like a mentor but squeezed him dry and then heartlessly discarded him.

That's why I didn't want to leave someone like Kang Jun-hyeok in my path.

So I'd been making efforts to avoid meeting him, but...

"You, you...!"

"Hmm?"

For some reason, he seemed to know me.

He had fled the Academy early, so we shouldn't have met anywhere outside of Ainharden.

We'd never even been introduced, and I wasn't famous, so how did he know me?

"Do you know me?"

"Is that even a question? Bern, you son of a bitch!"

"Oh."

Hearing that distinctly Korean insult, a hypothesis immediately formed in my mind.

It was hard to believe, but not entirely impossible.

After all, I was in the same situation.

"Are you perhaps a transmigrator?"

"The fact that you're asking that confirms you're a transmigrator too!"

We were each people who had transmigrated into the bodies of the protagonist and the sub-male lead.

I don't know how such a bizarre connection came to be.

First of all, the fact that he knew Bern meant he must be a reader who had read "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" at least once.

And here I was, grinding my teeth about getting revenge on Kang Jun-hyeok without realizing.

I'd been doing terrible things to him all this time.

"Fuck! Do you have any idea how much I've suffered because you ran away?"

"I had no choice. I don't know if you're aware, but Bern would only face hardship if he stayed at the Academy. So I had no choice but to leave."

"Choice my ass! You were just a tool meant to stay at the Academy for Kang Jun-hyeok's growth, so why did you run away and mess everything up? Do you want to see the world fall apart?"

"What are you even saying? Bern is the sub-male lead. He's in a supporting position, helping solve problems that Kang Jun-hyeok can't handle on his own."

"What else would you call that but a tool? From the beginning, someone who cleans up after the protagonist until the end is nothing but a Doormat Husband if not a tool."

It was clear now.

This guy was from the faction that supported Kang Jun-hyeok and rejected Bern.

The type who watched until the end and still didn't feel an ounce of sympathy for Bern.

He was fundamentally incompatible with me.

"Without Bern in the beginning, Kang Jun-hyeok would have died without question, yet he treats Bern like a tool?"

"Even so, the fact remains that Kang Jun-hyeok was the one who saved the world, right? If Bern had been the protagonist, the world would have been destroyed before even reaching part 7 of the main story."

"Don't judge as you please. Bern is strong enough to save the world too."

"That's laughable. No matter how hard he tries, a mere sub-male lead saving the world? With Bern, whose potential falls far short? Do you really think that's possible?"

"It is possible. In fact, I'm already in the process of fixing this broken world with Bern's body."

At first, I just wanted to live comfortably.

The dream of marrying a kind-hearted woman—not the Pink-Haired Slut—and living peacefully.

But this world kept dragging Bern down and making things difficult.

Realizing this was a world where showing weakness meant the end, I became willing to use any means necessary to become stronger.

As a result, I transcended the limitations of the original Bern and had already reached the ranks of the strongest—no exaggeration.

I had achieved something I could be proud of, yet Kang Jun-hyeok started laughing at me.

"Puhah! Is your head okay? Fixing the world with Bern's body? Puhuh! Shouldn't you fix your head first?"

"...Fine, whatever. Mock my dream if you want, it's your right. But how are you doing now? Why is the great Kang Jun-hyeok wandering around looking like a beggar?"

With just one sentence from me, his laughter vanished.

I was bringing him back to reality. No matter what he said, he was a fugitive in rags.

Things were so bad that all the Suke-chans in the world were grinding their teeth, eager to kill him.

How could someone like Kang Jun-hyeok dare to laugh at me?

He might not believe it, but I had succeeded while he was walking the path of failure.

His appearance alone clearly revealed that fact.

"I, I ended up like this because of Sherin, whom you abandoned and left behind...!"

"Good grief, this is ridiculous. Are you actually bragging about picking up a woman I dumped because I knew she was trash?"

"Kugh...!"

There was one fact that both the Kang Jun-hyeok faction and the Bern faction agreed on.

Sherin was a blockhead.

Of course, the Kang Jun-hyeok faction thought Sherin's face was decent enough for a one-night stand.

Meanwhile, the Bern faction would recoil at the mere mention of Sherin and burn her illustrations.

That was because despite being a symbol of childhood friendship, Sherin had become a notorious villainess.

Childhood friends are supposed to know each other well after spending years together.

In romantic comedies, they often have unrequited love and end up as the defeated heroine.

But they usually become characters beloved by readers.

The Pink-Haired Slut was the opposite.

After seeing Kang Jun-hyeok treat her somewhat kindly, she immediately kicked Bern to the curb despite their decades together.

She switched men like that, and later returned to Bern only to turn him into a Doormat Husband.

It was an atrocity that would make even a unicorn tear off its horn and wail.

The symbol of pure love had been defiled.

Anyway, no one would envy someone who pursued or slept with Sherin.

Her very existence was like a bomb.

There were women who were more dedicated than the Pink-Haired Slut, more affectionate, and possessed outstanding abilities...

"It wasn't just Sherin—that bitch Hades made me like this too!"

"It's much better to be into Hades!"

Just as I was about to mention Rin as an example, I instinctively reacted to the woman's name that came from Kang Jun-hyeok's mouth.

I almost cursed out loud, but thinking about it, he wasn't wrong.

A Demi-lich with high loyalty, who poured out affection on broadcasts, rich and highly skilled in magic.

Frustratingly, I couldn't deny it.

"Ha! What? Are you another guy who's fallen head over heels for Hades?"

"No, I'm not."

"Denying it while you clearly like her. Seeing your reaction, I can tell an idiot like you would never understand. Her outside and inside are completely different."

I prided myself on knowing far better than Kang Jun-hyeok.

Outside, a beautiful girl; inside, a Demi-lich.

It was a fact known only to me, Prah, and Chaos—no one else.

"I was such a fool! What was so good about that woman that I gave her my heart and soul...! In reality, that whore only thought about exploiting me."

It wasn't Hades who had intended to suck Kang Jun-hyeok dry—it was my intention.

I was the one who tormented Kang Jun-hyeok through Hades.

She didn't deserve to be cursed, yet she was, and my brow furrowed.

"Whore? You must have done something you shouldn't have to Hades."

"That's impossible! I really tried to cherish her!"

"Is that why you took her to a hotel when you were drunk?"

"T-that...!"

"I don't think you're in any position to talk carelessly about Hades when you can't even properly remember what happened back then. Besides, were you trying to make a move on Hades while still involved with Sherin? Did you think you could build a harem just because you're the protagonist? Know your place, trash."

"Shut up!"

Without realizing it, I raised my voice and pressed Kang Jun-hyeok.

Having scraped his nerves to the bottom, he clenched his fist and charged at me.

I responded by kicking him in the stomach.

For someone like me who had fought countless opponents, the current Kang Jun-hyeok was so pathetic it wasn't even funny.

"Urgh...!"

"Trash indeed."

After hitting him once, I felt much better.

I'm not sure why I had reacted so emotionally.

Perhaps it was because Hades was being insulted.

It wasn't a feeling like love... just anger as a boss defending a capable subordinate.

Believing that, I nodded to myself.

***

I had nothing to do.

My main job, broadcasting, was on hiatus after the incident in Ainharden.

And I had finished gathering all the materials my lord had assigned me to collect.

As I was rushing to deliver those materials to where my lord was...

My lord assigned me another mission.

To infiltrate the Magic Tower as a spy, extract information and deliver it, and to forge documents by turning the corpses brought by Chaos, my lord's watchdog, into undead.

Though it was an important mission, the process was incredibly boring.

The Magic Tower moved with frustrating caution, and messengers came at most twice a week.

I was actually happier broadcasting and interacting with the Suke-chans.

But I couldn't refuse my lord's orders.

*I swore loyalty to follow him for life.*

However, lately I'd been feeling somewhat disappointed with my lord.

It was strange. When I was active as a lich, I had almost no emotions.

These days, I kept seeing the world through a girl's sensibility.

Because of that, I even developed complaints toward my lord.

*Therefore, my lord, I believe you will generously overlook this level of disrespect.*

A magic crystal ball that could monitor specific individuals.

I carefully adjusted the crystal ball to display my lord's image.

Unlike usual, my lord was wearing a school uniform.

Before I could wonder why, the words from his mouth made me doubt my ears.

[It's much better to be into Hades!]

To think my lord thought of me this way when I wasn't around?

I couldn't say anything.

I just kept staring at the crystal ball endlessly.

After that, my lord continued talking with Kang Jun-hyeok, whom I would have buried with my own hands.

He got upset as soon as he heard Kang Jun-hyeok criticizing me.

Finally, he showed himself easily subduing Kang Jun-hyeok with a kick, but unfortunately, no tears flowed from my eyes.

Instead, my pelvic bones trembled, and at the same time, my bone marrow was flowing down my legs.

*Ah, my lord. I think I could die without regrets now...*

I decided to preciously store today's recording in my life vessel.
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"Cough! Cough! Hack!"

"Huh...?"

I had deliberately held back when I hit him.

Yet Kang Jun-hyeok was still coughing continuously, struggling to breathe properly.

Though his body had become quite gaunt, he shouldn't be this weak, should he?

Comparing the current timeline to the original story, we're in the middle of chapter 3.

This should be the period when Jun-hyeok's potential explodes, and his dantian should normally maintain its firmness.

Once you reach Level 5, your dantian remains stable even if your muscle mass decreases.

And in the original story, Kang Jun-hyeok reached Level 5 by the end of chapter 2.

But the Jun-hyeok before me didn't exude any power whatsoever.

His body, optimized for growth, looked like nothing more than an empty shell.

"Don't tell me you still haven't reached Level 5?"

"Haa...! Haa...! What about it!"

"You're out of your mind. What the hell have you been doing at the Academy all this time? At this point in the story, you still haven't reached Level 5? And with Kang Jun-hyeok's body?"

"Ha! Yeah, good for you. Must feel great being possessed into Bern's body who was already Level 5 from the beginning of the novel, huh?"

I was so dumbfounded I could barely speak.

This guy who had been viciously criticizing Bern's potential just moments ago.

Unlike Bern, he had possessed a body overflowing with potential, yet he hadn't accomplished anything compared to me.

Even setting aside offering his energy to Hades, Kang Jun-hyeok was destined to reach Level 5.

How on earth had he failed to reach such an easy level?

"I have a lot to say, but I'll leave you with just this: Even if I had stayed at the Academy, you could never have become like Kang Jun-hyeok."

"Shut your mouth! Who the hell are you to make such baseless assumptions...!"

"Shut up. Your current position and mine—that's the proof of my statement."

Kang Jun-hyeok sprawled on the floor with his palms against the ground, and me looking down at him coldly.

It was a difference he could never bridge no matter how hard he tried.

To make him realize this, I drew power from my dantian and glared at him.

"Hnngh...?!"

A heavy aura pressed down on Kang Jun-hyeok.

Unable to withstand the pressure in his right mind, his body began to tremble like an aspen tree.

Without even choking him, his breathing stopped, and cold sweat beaded on his forehead.

His eyes became bloodshot, his skin was losing vitality in real time, and I could hear the sound of his pounding pulse.

Just from my glare, Kang Jun-hyeok was completely overwhelmed by me.

"...Idiot."

Snap!

With a flick of my finger, a magic circle appeared beneath Jun-hyeok, lifting his body into the air.

There was no point in continuing to face someone who couldn't even speak properly—it would only sour my mood.

I threw him out through the window in the hallway.

Crash!

Kang Jun-hyeok shattered the glass as he flew away.

I hope I never have to look him in the eyes again.

"Eek! D-did you just throw a person out the window?"

"...No. It was trash."

Veronica had returned to her lab at an unfortunate time.

I withdrew my energy and smiled nonchalantly.

She blinked several times, then nodded.

"So you were cleaning my messy room for me! I'm so sorry about that."

"It's fine. Believe it or not, I actually enjoy taking out the trash."

Veronica clearly knew I had thrown a person out the window.

Nevertheless, she cleverly pretended not to know anything.

A very commendable attitude. There's nothing more foolish than meddling in unnecessary affairs and getting hurt.

"It's getting late. I'll visit your lab often in the future, so I wish you good results with your research."

"Oh? I bought some premium black tea, but you're leaving already?"

"I'll save that pleasure for next time."

I casually waved my arm as I left Veronica's lab.

The unexpected encounter with Kang Jun-hyeok had cost me time.

I had many things to collect and take out before evening, when the Academy's security would tighten.

[To think Kang Jun-hyeok was a transmigrator like you.]

'I know. I didn't show it, but I was quite surprised too.'

[Now that you've met another transmigrator face to face, do you think there are more?]

'I don't know. But my gut feeling tells me there aren't any others besides me and Kang Jun-hyeok.'

[Why is that?]

'Because the guy inside Kang Jun-hyeok has the exact opposite personality to mine. Possessing two characters with opposite personalities into the protagonist and sub-male lead to observe the situation. It might be some god's entertainment.'

[What a nasty god.]

'It's just my assumption for now. Let's not take it too seriously.'

Even as I said this, I strongly agreed with Prah's comment.

If there was someone responsible for possessing Kang Jun-hyeok and Bern, the first person that came to mind was the author of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

The cause of the possession was probably the angry complaint I posted before going to sleep.

Since it was a common setting in web novels, I secretly believed the culprit was the author.

[So where are we going this time?]

'Hmm. I'll postpone the unconfirmed dungeon until tomorrow since it's getting late. Today I'll just finish one simple task before heading back.'

[Not bad. So what's this simple task?]

'Robbing the Academy's underground vault.'

I pulled out a mask I had prepared from my pocket.

I put the cloth with eye and mouth holes over my head.

Now no one would know my identity.

[D-don't tell me you're planning to commit terrorism on your first day?]

'Come on! Even though I could force open the underground vault with strength, that's too barbaric! So I'm going to peacefully threaten the person with the key!'

[...I momentarily forgot that my contractor is a crazy bastard.]

***

"I didn't want to be reinstated..."

The chairman of Felix Academy, who had returned to his position after a period of self-discipline, sighed deeply as he dusted off a small speck on a displayed trophy.

Felix Academy was established in the Capital by order of the late King Holden to train heroes on a grand scale.

For nearly 300 years, it had produced numerous talents for the kingdom while maintaining its brilliant prestige, but that was now a distant past.

The attempted rape incident involving an Academy student.

A student had gotten the kingdom's renowned superstar Hades drunk and taken him to a hotel.

Fortunately, Hades regained his senses before the crime was committed, so it ended as an attempt.

But an attempt was still a crime.

The incident was revealed to the public through Hades' hiatus announcement broadcast, and simultaneously, Felix Academy's reputation plummeted to rock bottom.

The world-class hero training institution was branded as a criminal breeding ground.

With a flood of protests, withdrawal letters came pouring in one after another.

'When I heard people say they couldn't entrust their daughters and sons to such a place, I felt like dying.'

The chairman had worked tirelessly to nurture students, carrying on the will of his predecessors.

He had guided students in the direction they wanted and strengthened them to survive in this harsh world.

He had taught them the knowledge to deal wisely with problems.

But because of one bad apple, his pride and status as an educator had fallen.

'Where did it all go wrong...'

The chairman put down the glossy trophy and slumped into his chair.

The Academy grounds, which used to shine beautifully every day, looked gloomy to his eyes.

'Perhaps it went wrong from the very first button.'

Several months had passed since the new semester began.

Many things had happened during that time, but what remained in the chairman's mind wasn't the attempted rape incident, but a student who had visited three days after the entrance ceremony.

A male student who suddenly came and submitted a withdrawal letter even though no incidents had occurred.

He voluntarily gave up the honor of being admitted to Felix Academy.

Yet he left with a curse, saying it was "fucking awful," looking relieved.

'I should have held onto him and persistently asked why.'

But the chairman, shocked at being cursed at, had been dumbfounded and then angry.

He had cursed the student dozens of times in his mind, thinking they didn't need someone like him at their Academy.

He hadn't liked the behavior of someone badmouthing his precious Academy.

But now that things had turned out this way, the chairman's thoughts had changed.

Perhaps he should have calmly listened to what the student was dissatisfied with and devised countermeasures for the deficiencies.

If he had done that, wouldn't there have been a possibility that the current situation might not have occurred?

The chairman thought this as he looked up at the ceiling.

'If I could meet that student again...'

Creeeeak!

The door opened without a knock.

The chairman turned his head toward the sound of the hinge.

There, the very male student he had been reminiscing about was entering through the door.

Though he was wearing a mask over his head, the chairman recognized him immediately by his frame and posture.

It was his insight, honed by years of keenly observing students, that gave him this certainty.

"Hello! Excuse my rudeness on our first meeting, but would you hand over the key to the underground vault?"

The masked student drew his sword and held out his hand while making his demand.

The chairman's brain froze.

Where had it all gone wrong?

Today, more than ever, the chairman wanted to retire.
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The chairman said he would readily hand over the vault key if I met his condition.

The condition was simple: I must bring him along when going to the vault.

It was much easier than I expected, so I agreed.

*I told you we could resolve this peacefully.*

[As if anyone would refuse to hand over a key when threatened with a sword.]

*They might have handed it over even without the sword.*

[Would you like to test that theory by removing me from the chairman's neck?]

*That would make it seem like I'm on a date with a middle-aged man. Rejected.*

[...I should just stop talking.]

I continued down the underground path, having this trivial conversation with Prah.

After descending underground and walking for about five minutes, the academy's underground vault came into view.

I remembered it was a room made entirely of dark obsidian, fitting for a vault containing treasures from around the world.

If I hadn't obtained the key, breaking through would have been quite troublesome.

Whirr-!

When I inserted the jet-black key into the keyhole, a magic circle formed around it.

The magic circle rotated, emitting a dazzling light.

Then, with a click, the light of the magic circle faded.

"It's open."

"Oh ho."

Pssshhh-!

Cold air rushed out from between the door cracks as the vault opened.

The interior was filled with brilliant treasures, and various artifacts were displayed on the walls.

"Wow! Jackpot! This is a jackpot!"

"Hmm..."

I entered the vault and looked around.

I was amazed seeing the artifacts that had been opened during the Demon King's army invasion.

However, I didn't touch anything, just observed with my eyes.

While I was examining the vault room, Prah's voice came to me.

[I sense the energy of a demonic sword beyond the right wall.]

*Are you sure?*

[I am certain. I stake my father's honor on it.]

*I really hope you're not wrong.*

In the direction Prah indicated, there was a clean vault wall blocking the way.

Unlike other walls, there were no artifacts hanging there, which made it seem credible.

"What are you doing standing still there?"

"I'm just thinking about something."

How should I break down this wall made of dark obsidian?

Since it's a mineral that absorbs magic, magic would be useless.

The only option was to use force, but I was debating whether to use my fist or my sword.

"Maybe I'll test it lightly with my fist?"

"What...?"

"Please stand back."

I put Prah back in the scabbard and pushed the chairman away.

Then I clenched my fist, channeling strength into my right arm.

As I stared at the flat wall, I heard a shout from behind me.

"Stop! That wall can't be broken with a fist. You'll only end up breaking your bones!"

"Well, we'll see about that."

"That's too reckless...!"

"Hup!!"

Kwang-!

I struck the center of the wall with my fist.

True to dark obsidian's nature, my skin tore and my arm trembled.

The impact would have shattered bones into pieces for someone less trained.

I quickly shook my arm to loosen the contracted muscles.

"See! Didn't I tell you it's an unbreakable wall!"

"Huh? My fist hurts a bit, but I definitely broke the wall."

"What do you mean...?"

Rumble-!

Before he could finish speaking, distinct cracks appeared on the wall I had struck, and it immediately collapsed.

Dark obsidian may be hard, but Rin had cut through it like tofu.

So why wouldn't I be able to break it?

Using my fist instead of my sword was a bit reckless, but not meaningless.

Thanks to that, I physically felt that my body was hard enough to withstand dark obsidian.

An ordinary iron sword wouldn't be able to inflict serious wounds on me.

I could probably be more aggressive on the battlefield.

"Now, shall we collect the treasure!"

"W-wait! What's in there isn't treasure!"

"I know. It's not treasure but a demonic sword, right? That's what I came for from the beginning."

"Don't you know the dangers of demonic swords! If you're not careful, the sword might devour your consciousness!"

"You don't need to worry about that. Actually, the sword I'm currently using is also a demonic sword."

"You're saying you maintain your sanity while wielding a demonic sword...?"

"As you can see, I'm perfectly fine."

Beyond the collapsed wall was a glass case with a demonic sword inside.

I easily shattered the glass case and pointed Prah at the demonic sword inside.

*Prah, absorb it.*

[Understood.]

As Prah approached, the demonic sword began to tremble.

It started to be drawn to Prah like a magnet.

There was slight resistance, but eventually the demonic sword spun in the air and merged with Prah.

"Collection complete."

[About four more to go.]

*Still a long way to go.*

Prah, the Blood Sword, Polymorph, and now this copy—I had obtained a total of four demonic swords.

Yet half of the demonic swords remained uncollected, including the one that had tormented Bern in the original story.

I wonder when I'll be able to find and absorb all of them.

It's going to be tough, really tough.

"Um, are you really okay...?"

"As you can see."

"Wow! To think there exists someone who can maintain their sanity while holding a demonic sword...!"

The method to avoid being influenced by a demonic sword was surprisingly simple.

Just threaten to break it if it doesn't make a contract with you.

That's how I could remain sane while wielding Prah.

*It's surprisingly easy to handle a demonic sword with a clear mind.*

[That's because you're the only human in the world who threatens demonic swords.]

*I acknowledged you as a person with your own personality. We could have resolved this through conversation, right?*

[While I'm somewhat displeased that your conversation style was threatening, I was truly happy that you considered me, a sword, as an equal. That was only possible because you were the contractor. I don't regret contracting with you at all.]

*When you say it like that... it's a bit embarrassing.*

[Would you prefer a simple confession of love?]

*Save that for the bedroom.*

[Heh, understood.]

After putting away the merged sword, I left the vault.

The chairman asked if I wasn't going to take any other treasures, and I nodded in agreement.

In a vault with hundreds of artifacts, taking one would inevitably lead to endless greed.

It was cleaner to just collect the demonic sword, which was my original purpose.

Moreover, most high-performance artifacts were in weapon form, and Prah would extremely dislike it if I took them.

Prah itself was already a demonic sword with performance beyond what I deserved.

*I don't have time to eye other weapons.*

[Contractor...♡]

*This one has such a fierce personality.*

[Contractor...!]

After exploring the vault, I returned the key to the chairman.

Although I had been somewhat forceful, there shouldn't be any major issues.

I had solved the problem of the demonic sword, which was a headache just to store, and the chairman didn't seem to want to make a big deal out of this incident.

However, he seemed to have something else to discuss with me.

"If you have something to say, please say it quickly."

"I have a favor to ask of you."

"I believe I've already fulfilled the condition for the vault key."

"But you took a demonic sword from the vault."

"Have you ever seen a robber pay for what they take?"

"Urgh...! Fine, I'll pay you separately. This is a personal request."

A request from the chairman.

I had a good idea what it might be, but it was something that required his trust, which I hadn't earned yet.

If I recall correctly, in the original story, Kang Jun-hyeok was called by the chairman and received this request in part 4.

Was he so impressed by me breaking dark obsidian with my bare hands and handling a demonic sword without issue?

It seems I'm about to learn the academy's secret that Kang Jun-hyeok only discovered after much effort.

"What is it?"

"...I'd like you to uncover the secrets of a certain dungeon."

"A dungeon?"

"Yes, an unknown dungeon that has never been opened before."

"Are you sure? Such a dungeon would be full of treasures. Isn't this like leaving fish with a cat?"

The chairman shook his head as if treasures were of no concern to him.

"You can take all the treasures inside. All I want is the secret hidden within the dungeon."

"So as long as I bring back the secret, I can keep all the treasures and still get paid separately?"

"That's right."

"Alright. Then I accept the request."

When I accepted the request, the chairman's eyes began to sparkle with life.

He probably didn't think I would accept.

Well, if a sudden robber offered to take on a request, most would dismiss them as crazy.

I also didn't expect the chairman to entrust me with a request.

"Then I'll leave it to you."

"I'll do my best to achieve the best results."

What I didn't mention was that the dungeon he requested was the same one I had planned to raid tomorrow.

In other words, I was now able to legally enter the dungeon I would have entered without permission, while also putting the chairman in my debt...

*Jackpot!*

[A world where people make requests to robbers... truly the end times.]
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In the founding process of the Holden Kingdom, there were many significant events, but there was one fact that everyone unanimously agreed upon.

Without Pelex, there would have been no founding, nor would the Holden dynasty have existed.

Among the companions of the first Holden King was a prophet named Pelex.

As his title suggested, he possessed the power to see the future, and he was also equipped with the knowledge to resolve dangerous situations.

With these outstanding abilities, Pelex assisted the Holden King and devoted all his energy to founding the kingdom.

However, he was born with a weak constitution and eventually passed away at a young age due to an incurable disease.

Before peacefully passing on, Pelex left two final wishes to the first Holden King.

One was to establish an institution for training heroes on the capital grounds.

The other was to bury all his possessions not far from this hero training institution.

The first Holden King, shedding tears over the death of his dear friend, accepted his wishes.

Today's Pelex Academy was built according to the prophet's last will.

And the legacy of Pelex, buried in the ground as per his wishes, had transformed into an off-limits dungeon at some point.

When this fact was revealed by a grave robber, the kingdom was thrown into an uproar.

Subsequent Holden kings dispatched knights to check if there were any issues with Pelex's legacy.

But none returned alive, and even a renowned S-rank adventurer party went missing without a trace.

Eventually, the dungeon containing the legacy was concealed to prevent access and was left abandoned for a very long time.

"That's where we're going."

[The dungeon where that prophet's legacy sleeps... how intriguing.]

"Do you know Pelex?"

[I've never seen him directly. I only remember how the first Demon King was furious that his schemes were repeatedly foiled, and that the culprit was a prophet.]

"I see."

My interest in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" had completely faded, but stories from the past still piqued my curiosity.

The first Holden King who was called the first hero, the first Demon King, the Four Perils, and the prophet Pelex.

It would be fascinating to witness the stories they unfolded.

But now, after so much time had passed, all I could do was speculate based on the remnants they left behind.

[But will you be alright? You're entering a dungeon that neither the kingdom's knights nor any adventurers have managed to clear.]

"That's not a problem at all. Since Kang Jun-hyeok cleared this dungeon in the original work, I know everything about it. It might have been difficult for me to clear in the beginning, but now I could go in alone, fight all the magical beasts inside, and still have energy to spare!"

[When you say it like that, it's frightening because I truly believe you could.]

"I'm just saying. Anyway, it means this dungeon is easy for me. Don't worry!"

[Hmm, but somehow I still feel uneasy.]

"You worry too much."

Clank-! Creeeeak-!

I opened the hatch that led underground.

Since the legacy was buried in the ground, Pelex's dungeon took the form of an underground cave.

There were paths in various directions, with different magical beasts waiting in each section.

I could ignore them and head straight to the deeper levels, but the barrier to the deep part wouldn't disappear unless all the magical beasts were subdued.

In other words, it was similar to a sequential challenge where you had to defeat enemies in order.

"Let's start from the closest area."

Thud-!

As soon as my feet touched the ground, the hatch we had entered through closed and locked.

This was an extreme dungeon where you couldn't leave until you cleared it.

Since only Prahf and I were isolated here, Prahf polymorphed into a female form.

"We should finish this quickly."

"Be careful not to rush and end up in a dangerous situation."

"Yeah, yeah."

The first section was the 'Garden of Blooming Flowers.'

On the surface, it appeared to be a beautiful flower bed covered with thousands of flowers, but mixed among them were Acid Nepenthes, known as man-eating plants.

They normally disguised themselves as flowers, but when humans approached, they revealed their teeth and spewed acidic liquid.

The acid was strong enough to dissolve all flesh except bones, according to descriptions.

So, all I needed to do was deal with the Acid Nepenthes while being careful of the acid.

If I thought that was all, I might have been at ease, but there was a reason this was classified as an off-limits dungeon.

"When dealing with the Nepenthes, you can't harm any other flowers. The Nepenthes in this dungeon cherish the other flowers dearly, so the moment you harm a flower, they become enraged and mutate."

"Hmm? Then you can't even enter the flower bed, can you?"

"That's right. If you step into the flower bed, you'll inevitably step on flowers."

"What about burning the entire flower bed?"

"The Nepenthes grow stronger with each flower harmed. If you burn them all, they'll probably gain fire resistance and escape the dungeon."

"In all my life, I've never encountered such an unreasonable situation."

"That's why no one has returned alive until now."

But thanks to me, the Acid Nepenthes would be completely exterminated.

In a way no one had ever thought of.

"What do you plan to do?"

"Since Acid Nepenthes are magical beasts that consume human bones, the common method is to lure them by burning bone powder in the wind."

"Hmm. But you seem to have prepared something different."

"Of course, I've prepared a different method."

I took out a bottle from my spatial storage.

When I gently shook the colorless, odorless liquid, bubbles rose to the surface.

As Prahf tilted her head and stared intently at the bottle, I quickly explained.

"This is Poison Alpaca saliva diluted with water. I plan to use this as a medium to make it rain over the flower bed."

"So you're going to use poison. But won't that kill the other flowers too?"

"When mixed with water, Poison Alpaca saliva becomes an excellent herbicide. It causes almost no damage to flowers. Of course, it will have a different effect on magical beasts like Acid Nepenthes that aren't actually flowers."

The source of this information was the coachman I had met before meeting Prahf.

It was one of the bits of knowledge I had learned since coming to this world, and I had prepared it in case I needed it for farming.

I had heard that in this world's farms, it was common for magical beasts to hide and live in fields.

"I never thought I'd use it like this, but it'll come in handy."

"Truly a wise method. I didn't know my contractor was so intelligent."

"That's harsh."

I created a magic circle on the ground and placed the water bottle on it.

"Concentrate Rain" – a spell that could turn any liquid into rain clouds and scatter them over a wide area.

It was a spell that could even create poison clouds like now, and only magicians of 6th rank or higher could use it.

"Let's see how effective it is."

"Hooo...!"

Swoooosh-!

The liquid that escaped from the bottle instantly turned into black clouds.

Soon, it began to sprinkle countless raindrops over the flower bed.

"Keeeeek!"

"Kieeeeee!"

After a while of just rain sounds, screams began to erupt from various parts of the flower bed.

The Nepenthes, which had been disguised as flowers, began to poke their heads out one by one and writhe.

Smoke rose from their leaves, stems, and flower buds as they slowly dissolved.

I estimated that they would all melt away in about 30 minutes.

Except for one.

"Even in a flower bed like this, there's a boss."

At the innermost part of the flower bed was a massive flower.

It was an Acid Nepenthes that hadn't even bothered to disguise itself from the beginning.

More precisely, it seemed to be an evolved individual from Acid Nepenthes with poison resistance.

"I'll have to pluck that one directly."

Assuming its habits were the same as the other individuals, I didn't step into the flower bed.

Instead, I created ice platforms in the air to approach the leader Nepenthes.

I thought it would attack by spraying acidic liquid in the same way, but...

"Wow!"

The leader Acid Nepenthes extended dozens of vines from its stem, trying to bind me.

It was different from the method of the original Acid Nepenthes.

Since it was a leader individual that hadn't appeared in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," I was caught off guard.

I had no choice but to dodge the vines that densely filled the surroundings and look for an opening.

But...

"It might just be my feeling, but doesn't it seem like the vines are persistently targeting only my lower body?"

[Hmm, it seems that way to me too.]

"Does it think it can win by taking down my lower body?"

[How would I know what a plant is thinking? Just finish it quickly.]

"Right. If it's only targeting my legs, that's actually helpful for me."

I stepped on the vines targeting my legs and jumped high.

In mid-air, I rotated my body to confuse the attack trajectory of the vines.

Taking advantage of that gap, I gathered jet-black sword ki.

"Die."

When I felt it had gathered enough, I released it.

The sharp sword ki penetrated not only the Nepenthes but also the roots below the ground, cutting it in half.

After bisecting the leader individual with a single strike, I landed on the flower bed.

Flower petals were fluttering down and settling on my head.

The scenery was truly spectacular, beautiful enough to be considered a masterpiece.

"First section cleared cleanly."

[It wasn't even a warm-up opponent. Let's move on to the next quickly.]

"Right. But before that..."

I approached the corpse of the leader Nepenthes.

There was something that had caught my eye when my sword ki had cut through to the ground.

"You've been busy..."

Countless skulls visible beneath the roots.

Unlike other Acid Nepenthes, the leader had collected human bones.

It might have kept them as emergency food, but somehow I felt that wasn't the case.

"What's wrong?"

"You know, I have a hypothesis that just came to mind. Want to hear it?"

"Tell me."

"I think the leader individual was killing humans in a different way."

"I'd like you to explain in more detail."

"If you look at these pelvic bones, they're all male. That's very suspicious."

I had never heard that Acid Nepenthes discriminated between men and women when feeding.

The next suspicious part was the sap from the leader individual.

When I carefully touched it, I couldn't feel any acidic components, and it was sticky and slippery like lotion.

And the shape of the leader Nepenthes's flower, with its petals folded in, looked like a human mouth.

Lastly, the fact that the Nepenthes had specifically targeted my lower body...

"...Ah, never mind! I think I was mistaken."

"What?! Tell me properly what you were trying to say!"

"It's nothing! Let's move on to the next area."

"Contractor! Haven't you learned that stopping mid-sentence is the worst thing to do?!"

"I don't know anything!"

"Wait!"

My suspicion was like an abyss that shouldn't be delved into any deeper.

I left it as the mystery of the Nepenthes.

Ch.136 - 131. The Side Character Works - 3
The Nepenthes in the flower garden had been eradicated, and I was on my way to the next area.

Prah was clinging to me, being quite annoying.

"Tell me right now what you were about to say earlier but stopped!"

"I already told you it's better not to know."

"But I'm curious! I can't rest until my curiosity is satisfied!"

"No matter what, I won't tell you. This is all for your own good, so just accept it gracefully."

"Ugh...! That's unfair. Fine, I'll give up, so at least tell me about where we're going next."

"That much I can certainly tell you."

The next section we'll be entering is "Oz's Laboratory."

It's an area derived from the fairy tale "The Wizard of Oz," where characters from the book appear as magical beasts.

However, true to its name as a laboratory, the magical beasts appear in somewhat disgusting forms.

"Honestly, I didn't want to tell you about this either..."

"You might as well tell me since I'll see it soon enough. I've specially given up on pressing you about the other matter!"

"Fine."

There are a total of four magical beasts in Oz's Laboratory, each one formidable in its own right.

Leading them is Dorothy, a magical beast who has fused with her pet dog Toto, followed by a twisted zombie scarecrow, a tin golem wielding a polearm, and a manticore injected with stimulants.

Every single one of them was incredibly troublesome.

Dorothy in particular possessed commanding abilities comparable to a kingdom's general, making her an extremely difficult opponent.

The rest of the beasts were said to have overall abilities comparable to S-rank magical beasts.

The main challenge of this section was whether one could break through the coordinated attacks of these four beasts.

"Beasts that would be difficult to fight individually and have excellent coordination on top of that... just hearing about them makes me think they're overwhelming opponents."

"That's why the standard approach is to split up in groups and take on one beast at a time."

"Don't you regret not bringing Rene or Rin?"

"Not really. While Felix's dungeon is designed to be challenging for solo play, it's not completely impossible to clear alone."

"You're overflowing with confidence. I assume you're so relaxed because you have a plan?"

"Of course. Would I have come alone if I didn't know how to clear it?"

I had been somewhat thrown off by the Dungeon of Lust and the Dungeon of Envy since they never appeared in the original work.

But for Felix's dungeon, I could confidently say I knew it inside and out.

Therefore, I could perfectly counter any enemy that appeared.

"Here we are."

"The atmosphere at the entrance is certainly different."

"As soon as we enter, the battle will begin, so prepare yourself."

[Understood.]

Prah returned from human form to demonic sword form, fitting perfectly into my hand.

Having prepared for battle, I approached the laboratory entrance.

This was a section where I could truly gauge my combat abilities.

I absolutely would not let my guard down.

Whirr-!

An automatic door, uncommon in this other world.

As I entered the space filled with nothing but darkness, the door immediately closed behind me.

Soon, the lights inside the room began to turn on one by one, illuminating the stage in the center.

On the center stage stood a bright red scarecrow, motionless with its head tilted at a 90-degree angle.

As I stared at it absentmindedly, suddenly the lights began to flicker on and off repeatedly.

Simultaneously, the scarecrow's position was getting closer to me.

When it had approached to close range, it suddenly vanished.

"Hey, this development is too predictable."

The scarecrow appeared behind me in the pitch darkness, attempting to bite me.

Without even turning around, I grabbed the scarecrow's head and threw it into the air.

I swung my sword to cut it in half, but a lion quickly snatched the scarecrow's body in its jaws.

My sword strike sliced through empty air.

"Their teamwork is solid."

"Grrrr...!"

The manticore set down the scarecrow and growled threateningly.

It had a lion's body and head with goat horns, large bat wings on its back, and a tail similar to a scorpion's.

Like a chimera, it was a composite magical beast based on a lion.

The only difference from a typical manticore was the syringe filled with blue liquid stuck in the back of its neck.

Clank-! Clank-!

The tin golem stood beside the ferocious manticore.

It was so tall I had to crane my neck to see the top, making the manticore look like a cat in comparison.

The polearm the tin golem carried on its shoulder was roughly 5 meters long.

Even if I were hit with the non-bladed part, it felt like my body would be shattered.

"Then the remaining one must be Dorothy."

"Tee-hee! Tee-hee!"

From behind the center stage, in the pitch darkness, came the laughter of a girl.

Though human in shape, her entire body was covered in fur, and her hands, feet, ears, nose, and muzzle were all in the form of a dog.

She had all the characteristics of what internet users commonly call a "furry."

Wearing a sky-blue dress with a basket on her arm, she was grinning at me.

Her behavior made her seem more like the Cheshire Cat than Dorothy.

[Those creatures must be the magical beasts in charge of this area, right?]

"That's right. We need to kill all but one of them."

In the original work, Kang Jun-hyeok cleared Felix's dungeon.

However, it couldn't be called a perfect success.

His dungeon conquest was simultaneously a success and a failure.

Kang Jun-hyeok's first failure occurred in Oz's Laboratory.

The scarecrow approaching like an assassin, the ferocious and dazzlingly aggressive manticore, the tin golem boasting overwhelming destructive power, and Dorothy the girl commanding them all.

If asked which among them posed the greatest threat, everyone would point to the same one.

[I think it would be best to deal with that girl first.]

"So you think so too."

[Hmm? Is my judgment perhaps wrong?]

"No, not particularly."

Even if individuals are strong, without coordination, group fighting can backfire.

For instance, if the tin golem brings down its polearm when the manticore attacks, they'll end up entangled.

Dorothy was the one who coordinated and commanded to prevent such situations.

"If we eliminate Dorothy first, we could easily annihilate the remaining enemies... or so you might think, but unfortunately, that would be a bad move contrary to our expectations."

[What happens if we kill her first that makes you say that?]

"The remaining three magical beasts will commit suicide, making it impossible to enter the secret room within Felix's dungeon."

[Which means...]

"Yes, we'd never discover the dungeon's secret that the chairman requested, and any treasures that might be inside would be buried forever, out of our reach."

Kang Jun-hyeok made the mistake of eliminating Dorothy as his top priority.

Because of this, even though he defeated the final boss and safely escaped the dungeon, readers considered it a failed conquest.

After all, he didn't fully obtain Felix's legacy.

However, I intend to perfectly execute the dungeon conquest that Kang Jun-hyeok couldn't achieve.

"I'll ignore Dorothy as much as possible and deal with the other magical beasts first."

[Then we should avoid wide-range attacks as much as possible.]

"Exactly!"

Having yielded the first move to the scarecrow, I charged forward relentlessly from the start.

Who would greet me first?

Observing their reactions, the threatening manticore leaped forward.

"Roaaar!"

A long leap using its wings.

The manticore swung its sharp right foot toward my shoulder.

I deflected it by holding my sword at an angle.

Next came the pointed scorpion tail, but I easily caught it and slammed it to the ground.

Just as I was about to pierce the subdued manticore's neck with my sword—

I sensed something behind me and rolled to the side.

The scarecrow's sickle swept through where my neck had been.

I had dodged it by a hair's breadth.

As I tried to regain my stance, a shadow fell over my head as the tin golem's polearm came crashing down.

"Let's see how strong our grandson really is."

Clang-! Crack!!

The pressure of a mountain bearing down crushed my entire body.

It felt like I would be buried into the ground, but I put all my strength into my arms and shook off the polearm.

It was just a moment, but I had clearly surpassed the tin golem's pure strength.

"Prah."

[Already prepared.]

"Good."

Prah's body, infused with dark energy, expanded.

Sword energy is typically used for projection, but it could also be used for enhancement like now.

The trade-off was that it became significantly heavier, making it difficult to wield with one hand.

Gripping Prah's handle with both hands, I spun my body and swung Prah using the momentum.

The tin golem raised its polearm to defend.

Did it think it could block this?

I needed to show it how arrogant that thought was.

Crunch-!

The sound of tin being shredded by sword energy filled the space.

Only then did the tin golem realize the situation and begin to back away.

Not letting it escape, I stuck close and gradually cut through the golem's body.

The manticore, sensing its comrade's crisis, rushed at me, but this made its movements predictable.

Dozens of swords rained down on the manticore, piercing through the lion's body.

This was the replication ability of the demonic sword that Prah had absorbed.

With the lion immobilized, only the scarecrow could help the tin golem.

However, when I had grabbed the scarecrow's head earlier, I had injected a small amount of my blood into its body.

My blood seeped into the straw-made body of the scarecrow.

And when it reached the center of the body, the abdomen...

"?!"

Whoosh-!

Sharp, crimson thorns bloomed like roses, piercing through the scarecrow's body.

The scarecrow, covered in so many thorns it could be mistaken for a sea urchin, died on the spot.

"Finishing move."

Crash-!

The tin golem, with half its body split by sword energy, slumped to the ground and lowered its head.

The manticore spewing blood and twitching, the scarecrow decorated with bloody thorns, and the tin golem collapsed powerlessly.

None could stand against me.

"Now only you remain, right?"

Looking back at Dorothy, I saw fear in her eyes.
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"First, I want to ask why you kept Dorothy alive and restrained her like that?"

"Because the Secret Room's conditions might require Dorothy to be alive."

"I understand that, but isn't your restraint method a bit strange?!"

"I learned it from Marianne. It looks weird, but the restraint is definitely effective."

"Even so, that's too much..."

Dorothy was hanging from the laboratory ceiling.

She was completely bound in the turtle-shell binding style that Marianne's squirrel had demonstrated.

It was designed so that the more she struggled, the deeper the ropes would dig in, making it impossible to escape on her own.

I had tied her up securely to prevent any possibility of suicide.

It might look somewhat erotic to others, but its effectiveness was undeniable.

"I might be a little jealous..."

"What did you just say?"

"Ah, nothing! Let's hurry to the next area!"

Flustered, Prah began pushing my back.

From the corner of my eye, I noticed her gaze seemed filled with admiration. Seems like Prah might have a slight inclination for that sort of thing.

Though I'm not sure how I'd tie up a sword.

"What kind of place is next, and what magical beasts await us?"

As I was pondering this, Prah hastily tried to change the subject.

No point in pressing the issue and making her angry. I decided to go along with her.

"The next place we're going to is called 'The Sheep's Library.'"

"Sheep's Library?"

"Since this dungeon houses Felix's legacy, there are many things related to his life."

The flower garden was a place Felix loved.

The Wizard of Oz was a fairy tale Felix enjoyed.

And sheep were Felix's favorite animals, while the library was where he spent most of his life.

"By the way, the final boss of the dungeon is a magical beast that took the form of what Felix hated most in life."

"This dungeon is surprisingly easy to understand."

"Well, it would be completely incomprehensible to someone who doesn't know about Felix."

Dungeons typically have set themes.

Whether it's a lava dungeon, a dungeon of the dead, or even an erotic dungeon of lust—they all have distinct themes.

This dungeon, too, naturally follows that pattern with its Felix-related theme.

"Man-eating plants in the flower garden, bizarre monsters in the laboratory, and now a library... It would be difficult for others to understand."

"That's right."

"Then I suppose we'll be defeating sheep-like magical beasts in the Sheep's Library?"

"Unfortunately, there are no magical beasts in this section. So I probably won't need to bring you out."

"You mean there's no fighting?"

"Right. What we'll mainly need to use is this."

I tapped my finger against my head.

It meant this section required wisdom rather than combat.

Dungeons don't just involve fighting magical beasts; they also include elements like disarming traps or escaping mazes.

Like when we played hide-and-seek with the snow woman in the Jealousy Dungeon to reach the innermost part, the Sheep's Library is also about escaping a maze.

"This means I won't have a chance to shine..."

"Haha, this is the dungeon of someone once called the Sage of Foresight. It would be strange if it was all about fighting, wouldn't it?"

"When you put it that way, I can't argue."

The first section was about observation and response, the second about force, and the third about wisdom.

Felix's dungeon seemed less about rejecting intruders and more about testing them.

As a prophet, he probably knew from the beginning that his tomb would become a dungeon.

Felix must have hoped that someone from a future generation would clear this dungeon.

In other words, not just the reward but the dungeon itself was his legacy.

"We're here."

"Another door that doesn't match the underground cave at all."

"Well, it's a library inside. Can't be helped."

Standing in front of the antique door, I looked around.

While the surroundings were unmistakably a cave, the door before us stood out like a blemish.

It matched the description from Adokchoe perfectly.

Confident this was indeed the Sheep's Library, I opened the door.

The distinctive smell of paper wafted into my nose.

"Baa~!"

Greeting us was not a sheep... but a sheep beastkin with fluffy white hair like a sheep.

Unlike Dorothy, this beastkin was mostly human female except for her ears, eyes, horns, and the fur around her shoulders.

"Welcome to the Sheep's Library!"

"Nice to meet you."

"Baa...?"

The sheep beastkin's eyes widened in surprise at my simple greeting.

Seeing her startled expression, I couldn't help but smile.

"What's wrong?"

"Baaa! I-I'm sorry! It's just that you're the first visitor who didn't attack Meryl on sight, so I was surprised!"

This revealed the second mistake of Kang Jun-hyeok's party.

Meryl, who lives in the Sheep's Library, initially treats everyone with friendliness.

However, those who get excited from fighting in the first and second sections tend to attack Meryl as soon as they see her.

They simply assume she must be a magical beast.

Even if they manage to control their excitement, some still suggest eliminating Meryl out of suspicion.

In the original story, Kang Jun-hyeok hesitated to fight, but reluctantly drew his sword due to his companions' insistence.

Meryl turned her back on the hostile group and suddenly disappeared.

Later, when they realized this section required wisdom, the group regretted their actions.

With the help of Meryl, the library's caretaker, they could have cleared it much more easily.

"But I'm alone, and I know Meryl isn't an enemy."

So I could take a different route from the original story.

I could experience something no one else had—clearing the library with Meryl's help.

"Do you want to fight? I can oblige if that's what you want."

"Baaa! Meryl is a pacifist! Above all, fighting is forbidden in the library!"

When I pretended to prepare for a fight, Meryl frantically waved her hands in denial.

She was so flustered that her sheep ears were flapping up and down.

I had guessed from the dialogue in the original story that Meryl might be cute, and I was right.

True to her innocent sheep nature, her behavior was refreshingly honest.

"Hahaha! I'm just kidding. I have no intention of fighting you."

"Baaa... You scared me for a moment. Please refrain from such jokes!"

"Sorry."

"Since you apologized sincerely, Meryl will let it slide just this once!"

Meryl's cheeks puffed up in anger before quickly deflating.

Having calmed down quickly, she pulled out a book she had been carrying under her arm and opened it.

"Baa~! Now Meryl will explain the library rules for first-time visitors!"

"Please do."

Meryl began explaining rules that weren't mentioned in the original story.

Don't talk loudly, don't run, don't eat, don't damage the books, and so on.

Despite being common library rules, it wasn't boring at all.

Perhaps because Meryl's voice was so sweet, it felt like listening to stories from my grandmother in childhood.

"Do you understand?"

"Yes, I've got it perfectly."

"Baa~! Excellent! Then let's begin the library tour! Please follow Meryl!"

I was curious about what would happen if someone cleared the dungeon with Meryl's help rather than rejecting her.

Now I could find out firsthand as I followed her light, quick steps.

"This is the first gate! You pass by solving the hidden riddle inside!"

"Got it."

Even with Meryl joining us, the problems and solutions were the same as in the original story.

I quickly found the note hidden behind the bookshelf and started solving it.

Just five minutes. That's how long it took me to solve the first gate's riddle.

Of course, I already knew the answer without having to solve it.

But I couldn't just state the answer without looking at the problem while Meryl was watching.

I needed to show my work so she wouldn't be suspicious.

"A-amazing! To solve the first gate so quickly!"

"I was just lucky."

"Baa~! No need to be modest! You're the only person who has cleared the first gate in under ten minutes!"

Seeing Meryl's reaction, I realized I might have solved it too quickly.

I should probably show more signs of struggling.

I decided to act more deliberately from the next gate onward.

"Hmm...! This problem is quite difficult."

"It's okay! I'm sure you can solve it!"

"Thanks for the encouragement. I'll think about it for a while. Why don't you rest on that chair?"

"Baa~! Alright!"

Just as I decided to slack off instead of actually thinking...

"Ow!"

Crash!

Meryl, who had been walking just fine, suddenly stumbled against a bookshelf, causing books to tumble down.

I had thought she was innocent but not clumsy like Rene...

I went over to help her by clearing away the books.

"Baa-hehe...! I'm sorry! I accidentally misstepped!"

"You should be more careful... huh?"

Under Meryl's feet.

My eyes happened to catch a book that had fallen there.

From the title alone, it was clearly related to the current gate's problem.

As I picked it up and skimmed through it, the answer was plainly written inside.

"Oh..."

I subtly raised my eyes to look at Meryl.

She was pretending not to notice, humming to herself while organizing the bookshelf.

Coincidence? Or intentional?

I wasn't sure yet, so I let it slide.

But at the next gate, and the one after that, and the one after that...

Meryl kept "accidentally" helping me by disguising her assistance as mistakes.

And whenever I got the answer right, she would praise me enthusiastically, flapping her ears.

[She's an unexpectedly sly sheep]

"I know. I never thought she'd give hints so blatantly..."

I realized that having Meryl with me made the difficulty drastically easier.

Kang Jun-hyeok, you idiot.

Abandoning such an easy path to take the difficult, arduous route.

I was so incredulous that the corners of my mouth kept twitching upward.

And so, having passed through the final gate, I easily cleared the third section.

With all those hints, even an elementary school student could have solved it.

I was almost worried about whether it should be this easy.

"Congratulations! You have passed all the gates!"

"Thank you. Was it tiring to guide me?"

"Baa~! Not at all. Thanks to you solving the problems so quickly, Meryl isn't tired at all!"

"That's good then."

What happens when you have Meryl with you: the gates become extremely easy.

It was a somewhat anticlimactic conclusion, but I consider just seeing the cute Meryl to be worth it.

I expressed my gratitude to her and was about to leave the library.

Until Meryl grabbed the hem of my clothes.

"Baa~! Wait a moment, please!"

"What is it?"

"Um...! The gates are finished, but there's still one bonus question left!"

"Bonus question?"

"Baa! It's a question from Meryl herself, and if you get it right, you'll receive an amazing reward!"

Of course it wouldn't end so simply!

My cheekbones rose at the mention of a reward.

This was an opportunity I gained by winning Meryl's favor.

Although I didn't know the answer to this question, I was determined to get it right.

With that resolve, I listened carefully to Meryl's question.

"Baa~! Here's the question! When is a sheep's mating season?"

"...Huh?"

1. Today
2. This day
3. The present day
4. Now
5. This date

"What kind of...?"

"This question is quite difficult, so Meryl will give you a hint before you start!"

Meryl, who had been smiling gently, approached with tiny steps and whispered in my ear.

"The wrinkles of a mountain goat are more impressive than you might think...!"

As soon as she finished speaking, Meryl took a step back.

There she stood with flushed cheeks.

Her reddened lips parted slightly, and a coquettish bleating sound escaped.

"Baa~♡"

It was a trap of resonance.
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I am not a furry.

I am not a furry.

I am not a furry.

After shouting it three times in my mind.

I kicked open the library door and stormed out.

I heard Meryl calling after me, but I deliberately ignored her.

With the leader Nepenthes, I dismissed it as a coincidence.

I even overlooked Dorothy who had merged with a dog. After all, I'd seen an alchemist who combined his daughter with a dog before.

But after seeing Meryl, I was certain.

This dungeon is suspiciously abnormal...!

Could it be that his real name wasn't Felix but "Furry"?

The dungeon seemed suspicious enough to warrant such rational doubt.

"This is weird...! Really weird! When I saw it in the original work, it was a completely normal dungeon?!"

[Contractor, I can respect even those kinds of preferences of yours.]

"S-shut up!"

Being friendly with Meryl was just a strategy based on the assumption it might be a condition for additional compensation or unlocking a secret room.

I absolutely wasn't being nice to her because I wanted to form a relationship with her!

"Why is this happening? Why do abnormal things keep happening wherever I go?"

[That is your fate. Accept it gracefully.]

"No! I can't accept it, I'll never accept it even if I die!"

[How foolish. Even if you say that, your future remains unchanged.]

"I'm normal...!"

Suddenly, a question flashed through my mind.

Am I really normal?

I've eaten a dragon mother and daughter and a proud Dragonian, and I've made love to a woman who is both a Sword Saint and blind.

I've experienced the Elf Saintess's SM play, and I even mixed bodies with a Demonic Sword to become a Grand Sword Master.

Can I proudly claim to be normal after all this?

"After thinking about it carefully, I guess I'm not normal after all?"

[You're only realizing this now? I'm truly speechless.]

"So I can just live however my dick wants."

[Does that mean you're going back to the sheep?]

"No, I've already escaped, so why would I go back? I'm planning to go straight to the final boss room."

Now that I've witnessed Meryl's heat period.

I'm curious about what situations await in the remaining two areas and the final boss room.

If I don't like what I find, I'll destroy everything like I did with Nepenthes.

Having made that resolution, I felt much more relieved.

"Let's move on to the next area."

"So what kind of place is next?"

"Let's see, next is..."

The next place we would go to was related to Felix's achievements.

In an era of war, on a continent with numerous factions, he defeated the Demon King alongside the first hero and subjugated all forces.

Felix had countless enemies, and only by overcoming all obstacles could he finally establish his kingdom.

Therefore, the battlefield was the place most familiar to him.

A place where blood, weapons, and cries of pain never ceased.

Ironically, it was also where Felix's prophecies and wisdom shone the brightest.

"It's the 'Battlefield of Glory,' a vast wasteland."

"If it's a battlefield, I'll need to keep my body busy rather than my mind this time."

"That's right. But you won't be able to rampage like usual."

"Why not?"

"This area is a world created from mental imagery. In other words, we have to fight as characters who experienced the battlefield with Felix. So no matter how strong I am or what special abilities I have, I'll inevitably become weaker."

"T-then I..."

"The bond can't be broken so you'll still be with me, but all your special abilities will disappear."

"Ugh! To think I'll be reduced to a worthless sword, how unpleasant!"

"That's just how this section works. We'll have to deal with it."

To be honest, I'm anxious too.

Until now, I've overcome challenges with my own strength, but this time I have to pass the trial as a different being.

If things flow according to the original work I saw, there shouldn't be any major problems.

But if a different battlefield unfolds, I honestly don't have confidence.

It means I'll have to solve everything with just my own ideas and will.

"Phew...!"

[You seem unusually tense for a contractor.]

"Because I can't guarantee that we'll definitely pass through this place."

[It's alright. As always, you'll be able to solve this on your own.]

"I hope so."

Through the fog where I couldn't see even an inch ahead.

I walked silently toward the entrance of the next area.

As I kept walking, staring straight ahead, my stride became slightly shorter.

My whole body felt heavy, and my breathing started to quicken.

This was evidence that I was transforming into a different character.

"This doesn't feel good at all."

"I agree. To just watch my power drain away in real-time...!"

"Let's try to finish this as quickly as possible."

Being on the same side as Felix would practically guarantee victory.

As long as I carried out his orders excellently, we would always win.

In Kang Jun-hyeok's case, he became Felix's aide and led the war to victory.

In other words, as long as I didn't do something stupid like charging at the front, I could definitely survive.

"Oh!"

And I too became someone from Felix's faction.

The emblem of the holy sword symbolizing the first hero was engraved on the left chest of my armor.

However, I wasn't one of Felix's close associates.

I was relieved to at least be part of the command staff, but even that was a mirage that was fading away.

"Walk faster!"

I was walking in the middle of a jungle thick with trees and grass.

My arms were tied with rope, and in front of me, soldiers from the same faction were being led away, tied up in a row like dried fish.

The person holding the end of the rope was a female warrior wearing only a leather brassiere and skirt.

She was what's known as an Amazon.

"You useless fools! Can't you walk any faster?"

"Argh!"

Crack-!

The female warrior kicked the shin of a soldier who was hesitating.

With a single blow, the soldier's leg bone broke, and he fell to his knees on the spot.

"Hey! What are you doing to our valuable merchandise!"

"They're moving so damn slowly it's frustrating! Are you telling me to endure this sight?"

"Tsk! I don't know who assigned such a worthless woman to our squad, but they must be empty-headed."

"If it bothers you, go report it to the command."

"Forget it! You're already confirmed for transfer, so get lost."

"Yes sir~"

That's right. I was starting as a hostage.

The fortunate thing was that I had been captured by Amazon mercenaries hired by the enemy country.

This meant I had a little time before being handed over to the enemy country, which was one of the factors that could lead to failure.

*Even so, starting as a hostage is too much...!*

[I'd love to help, but there's nothing I can do right now.]

*Grrrr!*

Is this the price for conquering the sheep's library too easily?

From the start, the difficulty of the fourth area had noticeably increased.

If I weren't a hostage, escape would be the priority rather than war.

Even if I managed to escape after much trouble, I would still have to plunge into a terrible battlefield.

Compared to Kang Jun-hyeok, this was unreasonably unfair.

"Tsk tsk! His leg is completely ruined."

"Isn't there any way to fix it?"

"It's possible if we take time, but it would be costly."

"Then there's no choice."

The female warrior, who seemed to be a squad leader, shook her head as she looked at the man who had been damaged by her hot-blooded squad member after talking with an old woman who appeared to be a doctor.

It meant she was giving up because there was no hope.

"Take this man to the executioner! Let him choose which parts he wants to use for execution."

"Understood!"

"Hiiik! P-please spare me!!"

Executioner? Choose which parts?

I didn't understand what they meant, but those were terrifying words.

If my body gets damaged by mistake, I might die before being handed over to the vassal state.

"Now! The rest of you keep walking! As you just saw, if you hesitate, you might end up like your comrade being dragged away, so you'd better behave."

The atmosphere became tense with the death of a comrade.

Everyone was on edge, thinking they might die in vain too.

And a moment later.

"Aaaaargh! The tightness of my armpits...!!"

The tension doubled due to the death cry heard from far away.

There were some strange words mixed in, but that wasn't the important point.

The important thing was that lives were in danger.

It only served to make everyone more vigilant.

*This is driving me crazy...*

[For now, I don't see any openings. They're all properly trained female warriors.]

*So I should look for escape opportunities after being imprisoned?*

[It seems that way.]

I sighed deeply at the reality that there was no way out.

If I had been in a situation before being taken hostage, I might have devised a plan.

But having been captured from the start, I couldn't do anything.

Wouldn't a dragon appear and turn this place into chaos, like in the prologue of a game I played before?

I started missing Rene and Breeze.

"Hehe...!"

"Huh?"

"That one has firm buttocks. Tonight's going to be fun..."

Hearing the frivolous laughter from behind, I glanced back.

A slender Amazon maiden was looking over my body and drooling.

It felt like she was raping me with her eyes.

Still, the female warriors' faces were unexpectedly all pretty, so I didn't feel bad.

*Wait a minute...?*

My body had been completely transformed from head to toe due to the mental world.

However, the result created by Asmodeus, the demon of lust, remained unchanged.

It seems the power of a demon who has lived for thousands of years couldn't be twisted.

For that reason, my holy sword was still intact.

*If I play this right, this might be an opportunity?*
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The Amazones, at first glance, might seem like a gender-reversed world similar to the elves, but they're fundamentally different.

Elves have males among them, but within the Amazones tribe, men simply don't exist.

According to literature, they capture men from outside territories and use them as "seed-spreaders."

Not "seed-bearers" but "seed-spreaders."

In other words, to the Amazones, men aren't considered people but merely tools.

*Elves respect and cherish their men, but these women don't.*

[They're the type who break men's legs at will and kill them with their armpits...]

They even forcibly extract what they need from men to conceive and bear children.

Male babies are thrown to beasts as food, while female babies are raised to be warriors.

How could one possibly demand human rights for men from such a tribe?

*That's exactly why I need to resist even more fiercely.*

[How do you plan to resist when you're tied up like this?]

*I can't do anything right now. But there will definitely be an opportunity.*

[Based on what?]

*Because this is a trial. They wouldn't kill a challenger without giving them a chance, would they?*

[A trial... But what if your assumption is wrong from the start? Dungeons are fundamentally places that reject intruders.]

*That's true, but there's no mental realm in the world that kills people right from the start.*

This place is both a dungeon and a mental realm.

Creating a mental realm that tries to kill people outright?

That's something even ancient demons, dragons, or even gods couldn't do.

And no matter how great Felix was, he couldn't be considered greater than a dragon.

*Anyway, an opportunity will definitely come. And when it does...*

[Then what?]

*I'll show them. That there are men in this world who can subjugate women.*

[For all your fancy talk, your conclusion is just to dominate them through sex, isn't it?]

*T-that's just Plan B! First, I want to try subduing them with my own strength.*

[Even though it's not your body?]

*Just because my body changed doesn't mean my techniques disappeared. Fortunately, this body can use magic too. Though its level is far behind mine, it can barely use 4th-tier magic, which is enough.*

When it comes to applying magic, I'm second to none.

Even with lower-tier magic, the power can vary tremendously depending on how it's applied.

Even veteran Amazones will definitely fall to my magic at first.

[What's the plan?]

*First, when we're in prison...*

Even as I was being escorted, I explained my plan to Prah.

For uncertain elements, Prah suggested better alternatives.

As we discussed and modified our strategy bit by bit, we eventually arrived at the Amazones village.

The tribeswomen who were in the village rushed to see us and shouted:

"Woohoo! It's a man!"

"My lower mouth is going to feast tonight!"

"That one! I call dibs on that guy! I'll wring him dry tonight!"

Women who didn't hesitate to speak so crudely.

In this aspect, it really did feel like a gender-reversed world.

But their view of us as prey or toys remained unchanged.

"I'll eat you up deliciously, so wait quietly in prison..."

"Ugh...!"

A woman who had been eyeing me intently from behind pressed up against me and grabbed my buttocks firmly.

Then she whispered softly in my ear, sending shivers down my spine and making my back stiffen.

So this is how terrifying sexual harassment can feel when done by a woman.

However, unlike the other soldiers, I didn't get upset or cry.

To feign embarrassment, I quietly lowered my head and smiled, making sure the Amazones didn't notice.

*I wonder which side will be conquered tonight?*

The waiting time in prison seemed like it would be extremely boring.

At least the screams of Prah when the Amazones confiscated our weapons were quite entertaining.

[Ah, no! Let go of that! You bitches!]

*Bye-bye, my beautiful demonic sword...*

[Hey, you crazy bastard!!]

No matter how far from civilization a tribe might be, they're not stupid enough to leave hostages armed.

They know that if prisoners have blades, they'll somehow cut the ropes binding their hands and feet and escape.

So naturally, our weapons were confiscated, and I had to temporarily part with Prah.

But I plan to retrieve her tonight. I hope she doesn't hold too much of a grudge.

"Captain, what's going to happen to us now?"

"Hmm?"

Out of nowhere, one of the captured soldiers asked me a question.

I looked around, turning my head left and right.

Seeing all the other soldiers' attention focused on me, it seems I'm their captain.

So they've assigned me a role with some responsibility, not just a common soldier.

Well, I've heard that in the past, only nobles could use magic because magicians were so rare.

"Do you know what will happen to us now that we've been captured by the Amazones?"

"From tonight, we'll probably be subjected to sexual torture by them. If you can't endure it, you die. If you're lucky enough to survive, you'll be sold to enemy countries."

"T-that can't be!"

"This must be a dream! It has to be!"

"My wife is waiting for me back home...!"

When I gave them a realistic answer, everyone fell into a panic.

Despair, anger, sadness, and more. They each displayed various emotions as they denied reality.

Seeing their reactions, I smirked.

"How can you smile in such a dire situation, Captain?"

"Well, I just told you what would happen if we do nothing, but you're all giving up already."

"D-does that mean you have a secret plan to overcome this situation?"

"Who knows? I can't be certain either. But it's better than doing nothing."

"Please tell us the method too!"

"We don't want to just passively suffer!"

It was hard to believe these were the same men who were despondent just moments ago, as they all burned with fighting spirit.

The commander whose role I'd been assigned seemed to be neither particularly competent nor incompetent.

Seeing how the morale of the subordinates rose with just a few words, he must have treated them well.

With such strong trust, it should be easy to handle these soldiers like my own limbs.

"Keep it down, you fools. The Amazones outside will hear and barge in."

"S-sorry."

"Let's see. So you all want to live, right?"

"Of course."

"Who would want to die here?"

"Good. Then I'll give you a crash course on how to survive, so watch my movements carefully and follow along."

In the prison, where we had to wait quietly until sunset.

During that short time, I taught my subordinates how to survive on their own.

How to endure the female warriors' attacks, how to resist effectively, and even how to create openings.

Though I explained in a serious tone, the content was essentially bedroom techniques and hip movements.

Nevertheless, the subordinates took my advice without any playfulness.

They must truly want to live.

Anyway, after giving them advice that they could only survive by subduing the Amazones in bed, darkness finally fell.

And new visitors came to our desolate prison.

"Those I name now, come out quickly! Resist and you won't like what happens."

"Damn it...!"

"You first, come out."

The Amazones began to pick out prisoners one by one.

Those selected glanced at me and nodded slightly.

I could see their determination to try what I had taught them.

*Tsk...*

Even with my teachings, honestly, it was uncertain if more than ten would survive.

There was the issue of limited time, and above all, their specs were different from mine.

It's no exaggeration to say I have an extra sword hidden in my lower body.

But I'm not sure about the other soldiers.

It might be relatively easy with inexperienced Amazones, but they'd struggle against veterans who've given birth.

I just hope many of them survive.

"You too, come out."

"Captain...!"

"Go on, and don't forget what I taught you."

"Yes! I hope you stay safe too, Captain...!"

"Don't worry about me, worry about yourself."

The last remaining person in the prison left.

I was left all alone.

Honestly, I expected to be called early, but being the very last was a bit puzzling.

Especially since there was a female warrior who had her eyes on me.

I lay down on the straw on the floor and quietly stared at the ceiling.

They need to call me soon so I can escape or do something.

Moreover, if I succeed in escaping, I could save the other soldiers who were taken first.

But no matter how much time passed, no one came for me.

*Where did that female warrior who grabbed my buttocks go?*

Just as I was starting to get annoyed:

Thump, thump-!

The footsteps I had been waiting for finally came.

With the thought "at last," I jumped up and turned my head toward the stairs.

"Everyone make way! The Queen is coming!"

Queen?

The Queen is coming for me? Not the female warrior I saw earlier?

I was momentarily confused by this unexpected development.

But it's not bad. If I can subjugate the Queen, it's essentially game over.

If I can imprint my existence as a man on her and train her, I could control this tribe as I please...

"Baa~!"

"Huh...?"

I heard a familiar bleating sound.

At the same time, the Queen of the Amazones revealed herself.

Befitting a queen, she wore various accessories made of bone.

Except she wasn't human, but a sheep beastkin.

"I finally found you!"

"Meryl? Why are you here...?"

"Because you ran away without solving the problem, Meryl also left the library to follow you!"

"I-is that possible?"

"Hehe! Normally, I can't leave the library, but for some reason, I was able to get out normally this time! I think the dungeon's will allowed me to follow you!"

Felix... no, Puris, that bastard?
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The original plan was to overpower the Amazon queen by force once I was dragged to her bed.

I had judged that I couldn't win against the queen with my weakened body, so I planned to use other means.

But the moment I realized Meryl had taken over the queen's body, all my plans fell apart.

Not only could I not win a fight, but it was also awkward to draw my holy sword against her.

"Meh~! The situation has taken a strange turn, but I'm happy to see you again!"

"Y-yeah."

"Please don't worry too much! Meryl wants to maintain a good relationship with her guest!"

"Then can you get me out of here?"

"Meh~! Of course!"

Fortunately, Meryl was still friendly toward me.

Even though I had fled without looking back at her kindness.

I felt both gratitude and guilt toward Meryl.

"Before you escape from this prison, there's something I'd like to ask you."

"Ah, if it's about that extra question..."

"Please forget about that! It was the first time Meryl had received kindness from someone, so I got too excited! And there was also the t-timing issue..."

"Oh, so that's what it was."

I felt relieved seeing Meryl bowing her head with a flushed face.

I'd heard that a beastkin's mating season is instinctual and difficult to resist.

In the midst of that, receiving kindness she'd never experienced from anyone before must have caused her instincts to override her reason.

Now I could understand Meryl's sudden courtship behavior.

"What I want to ask you is something else!"

"What is it?"

"Do you find Meryl repulsive?"

Meryl looked up at me with moist eyes.

Seeing her whimpering like a lamb about to be devoured by a predator, I scratched my cheek.

"No, not particularly."

"I'd like to hear your honest opinion. Meryl has been in the library since birth, so I can't judge my appearance objectively. I don't know if I'm ugly or scary-looking like monsters in books..."

Meryl spoke articulately but trailed off at the end, revealing her self-esteem issues.

Being trapped alone in a dungeon must have caused her considerable mental anguish.

On top of that, being attacked by everyone who visited the library would naturally make her think of herself as a monster.

"Can I be honest?"

"Please!"

"It's hard to see you as the same species as humans like me."

"I see..."

"But that doesn't mean you're ugly or grotesque. I actually think you're quite cute."

"C-cute?"

Meryl's ears, which had been drooping, began to flutter at my sincere compliment.

"Yes. Your lamb ears that express your emotions like now, your dainty face, and your honest, straightforward behavior. I don't know about others, but I find you cute."

"Cute..."

Meryl softly repeated my compliment, savoring the word.

Was this the first compliment she'd ever received?

I was just being honest, but it made me feel slightly embarrassed.

Did I praise her too much?

Still, I thought this level of compliment was necessary to convince a lamb with low self-esteem that she wasn't scary-looking.

"...Meheheh~! Thank you for finding Meryl cute!"

"Whoa!"

Click!

The prison door opened, and Meryl entered.

She hugged me tightly and smiled brightly.

"Ahem! Would you mind untying these ropes first?"

"Yes!"

Meryl moved slightly away from me and fumbled with the ropes to free me.

When they wouldn't come loose, she struggled and eventually tried to bite through them.

If she returned Prah to me, I could handle it myself.

But I remained quiet, admiring her effort.

Little did I know that would be my undoing.

"Meh?!"

"Whoa?!"

We had forgotten two things.

That my body was weakened, and that Meryl had become the Amazon queen.

Due to the difference in our strength and weight, my body tilted backward.

I ended up falling on my backside.

The ropes came loose from the impact, but Meryl's body fell on top of me.

Right onto my groin.

"Ah..."

"...Oh, shit."

Meryl instinctively sniffed my scent.

At first, just the tip of her nose twitched slightly.

But gradually her movements grew larger, and now she was taking deep breaths through her nose.

The moonlight streaming through the window bars completely revealed Meryl's appearance.

Even though her body had changed, the essence of her soul remained the same.

Meryl's cheeks gradually turned red as she sensitively responded to the male scent.

"Hssss! Haaa!"

"Meryl?!"

"This smell is somehow addictive..."

Meryl firmly gripped my waist and brought her face closer to my groin.

I grabbed her head and pushed with all my might, but Meryl's strength was formidable, and she didn't budge.

"Meryl! Let's calm down and talk rationally, okay?"

"I'm sorry. My lower abdomen is tingling, and I can't resist...!"

"Resist! You must resist!"

But my words no longer reached Meryl.

Meryl carefully pushed my upper body down, completely laying me flat.

Then she mounted me and breathed heavily.

Meryl's once bright, alert eyes had lost their reason.

Beads of sweat began forming on her exposed skin.

"Haaa...♡"

Even though she had transformed into the queen's body, she was fundamentally a sheep beastkin.

It seemed her mating switch had been turned on after smelling my groin.

I wanted to escape, but my body was firmly restrained, making not just escape but even resistance impossible.

Just as I thought I would be taken without being able to do anything.

"Huu...!"

Suddenly, Meryl stood up.

She turned her back and went outside the cell.

"Weren't you going to pounce on me?"

"I was tempted for a moment, but I overcame my desires with willpower."

"Are you okay...?"

"It's a bit difficult, but I'll endure it. I don't want to be hated by the person who first complimented Meryl as cute!"

I was quite impressed with Meryl for being able to suppress her instincts.

It couldn't have been easy, but she endured it proudly.

If it weren't for her being in heat, I would have patted her head vigorously.

"Then Meryl will keep the others away, and during that time, you should escape from here!"

"I'm sorry, but I have no intention of running away from here."

"What?! B-but if you don't escape from here...!"

"I know. I might become a plaything for the female warriors. But don't worry about me."

I stretched my arms and legs freely, enjoying my regained freedom, and loosened up my body.

"I plan to subdue all the women here by force."

I left the prison cell, leaving Meryl behind.

The female warriors were surprised to see me emerge instead of the queen, but they quickly raised their weapons and became alert.

With a smile at the corner of my mouth, I carefully observed them.

"What did you do to our queen?"

"Stay where you are if you don't want to die, man!"

Their posture, breathing, and fighting spirit.

I could tell at a glance that they were much stronger than the soldiers I had been leading.

But were they stronger than me...?

Well? Honestly, I wasn't sure.

Still, an opportunity to face a real challenge had arrived, and I intended to confront it head-on.

"Come at me. I'll take you all on at once."

"How arrogant! You're nothing but a seed-spiller!"

"Get him!"

The female warriors charged at me all at once.

I firmly gripped a sword lying around in the prison instead of my confiscated Prah.

Despite the unfamiliar sword and body—all penalties—I didn't lose my smile.

If it looks like I'm going to lose, I can always resort to using my cock.

***

"Your Majesty! The first Hero is advancing this way!"

"Grrrr! So he's determined to see blood spilled!"

A man groaned and frowned.

He was the king who had selected and supported the Hero to subjugate the first Demon King.

However, as soon as the Demon King disappeared, he committed the blunder of secretly trying to betray the Hero.

And because of that, he received a declaration of war from Holden, the first Hero.

"What happened to the hostage we captured the other day?"

"As it happens, the Amazons are currently transporting the hostage to the capital."

"Kuhehe! Good, we can use them as meat shields. That guy values camaraderie terribly. He won't fight recklessly."

The king raised a goblet made of gold.

The battle hadn't even begun, but he was already toasting to victory.

"This battle is our victory! Quickly, let's devise the next strategy..."

BANG!

The audience chamber door was kicked open.

Beyond it, numerous Amazons rushed in.

"W-what is this?!"

"Your Majesty, please be at ease. These are the Amazons, our allies. They're the ones who brought the hostage."

"Even so, isn't this insolent! How dare they enter armed in this place...!"

The king shouted in outrage at the Amazons' unauthorized intrusion.

However, the female warriors pointed at the king as if his anger meant nothing to them.

"There he is!"

"Drag him out!"

"Remove the false king and place the true king on the throne!"

"Huh...?"

All the female warriors shouted in unison and charged forward.

The king's anger subsided, replaced by bewilderment.

And then his gaze fell upon someone slowly walking in through the doorway.

The Amazon queen he had seen by chance before, and beside her, a man standing proudly.

Like the queen, he wore the king's emblem made of tiger skin on his forehead.

"Get lost, dick-only."

Though it was a humiliating term, to the current king, it somehow sounded like the truth.
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I conquered all the Amazons and became their king.

Taking advantage of the alliance without delay, I entered the enemy country bloodlessly.

After infiltrating the castle disguised as a hostage, I quickly dispatched the royal guards and reached the audience chamber.

I pulled the king from his throne and took his place.

If this had been reality, I would have fought for the throne to experience the First Hero's power.

Unfortunately, the mental world wasn't sophisticated enough to fully capture the First Hero's power.

I transferred the throne to the First Hero to complete the zone and escaped from the fourth zone.

"Finally, it's over."

As my body and senses returned to normal, I felt nostalgic.

Like a butterfly emerging from its cocoon?

I was infinitely happy to return to normal, but Prah didn't seem to feel the same way.

[The contractor has been unfaithful.]

'Are you still on about that?'

[You cheated on me, a flawless beautiful sword, with another sword! Guilty! Guilty!]

Prah expressed her anger by shouting furiously.

Since her voice flowed directly into my brain,

It was ringing in my head so loudly that I felt slightly dizzy.

'I had no choice. Without a sword in my weakened body, I couldn't have defeated the Amazons.'

[After escaping prison, shouldn't finding me have been your first priority?]

'There were Amazons spread all over outside the prison, making it difficult.'

[With your cleverness, it shouldn't have been impossible, right?]

'Not impossible, but the risk would have been much higher.'

Above all, if I had been caught wandering around the village, Meryl's position would have been endangered.

She would have faced criticism and interrogation from her tribe for letting me run free.

I couldn't repay kindness with harm, so I had used another sword.

Therefore, despite Prah's resentful words, I had no regrets about my choice.

'I hope you can understand this time. I need to stay alive to use you or not use you.'

[...One month.]

'Huh?'

[Take care of me every day for a month without missing a single day! I'll let it slide just this once.]

'Got it.'

[And remember there won't be a next time! If you touch another sword after today, I'll cut off your wrist!]

'Yeah~'

I had a troll's regenerative ability. I could afford to lose a wrist or two.

I had previously cut off my pinky finger like a madman in front of Hyesha.

Why couldn't I do the same with a wrist?

[...Let me correct myself. I will ravish you every night until a new demonic sword dwells within me.]

'I will never be unfaithful again.'

Prah's threat to forcibly create an impossible miracle.

I bowed my head and admitted my mistake.

A child between a human and a demonic sword—a horrifying hybrid I couldn't even imagine.

"Guest?! Are you alright? You're sweating profusely!"

"I-I'm fine."

"If you're tired, perhaps you should rest a bit in the library..."

"No, I'm planning to go straight to the next zone."

This would be the last zone before the boss.

No matter how difficult, I preferred to rest thoroughly after completing all my work.

Despite Meryl's concerned gaze, I waved my hand, indicating that there was no need for consideration.

"The next zone is..."

"It's called the 'Labyrinth of Ten Thousand' because it has over ten thousand branching paths."

"That's right! But how do you know so much?"

"I heard it from another survivor. Someone who escaped using a top-grade return stone."

"I see!"

As I made up a lie as naturally as flowing water, Meryl nodded and accepted it innocently.

She seemed like she would believe anything I said as long as I spoke without hesitation.

"So how do you plan to solve the labyrinth?"

"That's very simple."

Unlike usual, I entered the labyrinth without hesitation.

Once inside, there was no turning back.

It was a place where only death awaited those who couldn't escape.

Many people had lost their lives to magical beasts, traps, and the maze structure that changed every six hours.

'If you can't escape, you have to start over from the beginning.'

In the original story, they saw the exit but despaired when the six hours passed right before they could reach it.

They failed again, and again after that. They experienced a total of five failures.

After repeated failures, everyone lost their will to live, but Kang Jun-hyeok stepped forward and encouraged the group.

Afterward, they rested and regrouped for six hours, and only then were they finally able to escape.

'In other words, the six-hour time limit of the labyrinth is the trap itself.'

[It reminds me of the saying "when in a hurry, take the long way around."]

The time limit was a device that made people anxious and brought great despair.

Therefore, if one rested well from the first countdown and then departed, they could clear it smoothly, but...

"Guest? That's a dead end."

"I know."

Even the first six hours were too precious for me.

With mountains of things to do outside, wasting a quarter of a day?

That was absolutely unacceptable.

"Hmmph!!"

I took a deep breath and clenched my fist.

Putting strength into my arm, I drove my fist into the wall ahead with all my might.

Kwang-!

The entire space shook with vibration as the wall right in front of me collapsed.

I stepped toward the path visible beyond the debris.

"Good, passed the first trap with ease."

"Huh?"

By breaking through the wall, I was able to skip the trap area that I would have had to pass through originally.

"Let's keep up this momentum and move forward."

"Are you planning to destroy all the labyrinth walls like you just did?"

"No way! My hands wouldn't survive that."

"Y-yes, of course not."

"If I were to do it, I'd cut through everything with my sword as I advance."

I drew Prah from her scabbard.

I already knew the walls were weak enough to crumble under my fist.

So what would happen if I swung Prah at the walls?

There was no need to check what would unfold.

Prah's blade entered the wall so smoothly that one might mistake the wall for tofu.

As I swung my arm in various directions while gripping the handle, cracks began to form on the wall surface.

The bricks shifted diagonally in unison before tumbling to the floor.

"I never thought the labyrinth walls would be so flimsy... I couldn't have imagined it!"

"Well, it happens."

In truth, this was only possible because Prah and I possessed extraordinary strength.

Kang Jun-hyeok had also tried to break down walls in the original story, but nothing happened.

I was probably the only one who could break or cut through the walls themselves.

Anyway, by cutting through walls and proceeding in a straight line,

We were able to reach the exit in just three hours.

"Finally, the last one."

An enormous iron door visible right after exiting the labyrinth.

I instinctively realized this was the room where the long-awaited final boss was waiting.

Just as I was about to head straight for the door and fling it open,

As soon as I placed my hand on the door, the wall to the right of the boss room glowed brightly and created a new passage.

My gaze naturally shifted toward the passage, drawing away from the door.

While Meryl tilted her head as if she didn't understand what was happening, I vaguely realized.

The passage that had just formed connected to a secret room that Kang Jun-hyeok had never entered.

I didn't know why it appeared when we were about to face the boss,

But I had a feeling that if I didn't enter now, I would never have another chance.

[Are you sure? It could be a trap.]

'No problem.'

I was confident I could handle any trap or magical beast that might appear.

I turned my steps toward the passage.

At the end of the corridor, heading toward a faintly visible light,

Beyond the glass door was a brilliant room filled with various beast-people's skins and erotic paintings.

"There's a problem."

I immediately stepped back.

***

"King!!"

"What's wrong?"

Hades and Chaos, who had been sowing discord between the Magic Tower and Red Dragon factions on Bern's orders.

While they were working hard today as well, Chaos, who had sensed something, suddenly turned around.

Precisely in the direction of the dungeon where Bern was.

"Arrr...!!"

"What? You need to go to where the lord is right now?"

"King! King!"

"W-wait! If you're going, at least explain why...!"

Despite Hades' attempts to stop him, Chaos arbitrarily slipped into the shadows.

He intended to reach Bern by traveling through the shadows.

Hades scratched his cheek, looking perplexed.

"I pray the lord is safe..."

Hades stroked his ribs as he prayed for Bern's safety.
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"Wow, this guy was even crazier than I imagined."

Having come all this way, it seemed a shame to leave empty-handed, so I ended up entering the secret room.

Who would have thought Pelex's hidden legacy would be fur-related items?

I wondered what was going through the mind of whoever buried his legacy.

*It's basically like asking a friend to delete the spicy videos on my hard drive.*

It was a request you couldn't easily entrust to someone else, since whoever deleted it would inevitably see the contents.

A person respected and admired by all, whose sexual desire turned out to be for furries.

Trying to imagine how to process this information makes my head hurt.

"This is quite a horrific place."

"Telling Meryl to wait outside was a stroke of genius."

If she had seen this place, she might have come to believe that the intersection of humans and beasts was natural.

I couldn't instill such strange knowledge in a child who was suppressing her own instincts for my sake.

I gathered the tamest drawings as evidence to submit to the chairman and burned everything else.

Prophet's legacy or not, it's better to incinerate such embarrassing things.

Honestly, I should have burned that wolf's erotic art I handed over to Chaos back then too.

"Contractor, could you come over here for a moment?"

"What is it? Is there more to burn?"

"No, there's a letter here."

"A letter?"

In Prah's hand was a white envelope.

I took it from her and opened it without hesitation, pulling out the contents.

"I wonder who it's addressed to?"

A letter the prophet couldn't bring himself to send.

Beyond the contents, I was curious about who the recipient might be.

First of all, there was no addressee written on the envelope.

I'd have to check the contents to find out.

"To the Nameless Ruler"

The letter began with a mysterious introduction.

It was addressed to someone whose name was unknown—an unidentified recipient.

"If you're reading this letter, then the hero of that world has already fallen.

By your hand, no less.

I have no intention of criticizing your actions.

You merely acted according to your beliefs, and nothing is more meaningless than me judging right from wrong.

Even if you're burning all my precious legacy right now."

It seems I was the recipient of this letter.

It's truly absurd for someone who died 300 years ago to send a letter to someone in the future.

However, for Pelex, who could see the future, it wasn't impossible.

Hadn't he accurately predicted that I would be burning his legacy right now?

"Nevertheless, the reason I'm leaving this letter is to give you advice.

First, it's good to crave power, but never become intoxicated by it.

You will achieve feats that no one else could accomplish.

In that process, you'll obtain power that's difficult to control.

You'll handle most of it skillfully, but occasionally there will be untamable, hopeless powers like wild horses.

If you don't hold the reins tightly then, you won't be able to avoid great calamity, so be careful."

Pelex left a significant prophecy, seemingly peering into my future.

Don't let power consume you; rather, be the one who takes the lead.

If not, it will harm me.

Though he spoke in abstract terms, that was the gist of it.

It was solid advice worth keeping in mind.

"Next is about Meryl.

As you probably know, she's not just some magical beast living in a dungeon.

She's a hybrid between a spiritual beast called 'Kpeterios' and a human—me.

'Kpeterios' is a sheep with unique divine power that even dragons don't possess.

Though not gods, they possessed divine power and once stood shoulder to shoulder with dragons.

But because of this divine power characteristic, they were an unfortunate ancient species that was exterminated by the gods."

The next part contained information that made me doubt my eyes.

Not only did I learn about an ancient species never mentioned even once in the original work,

But Meryl was apparently the last remaining descendant of this extinct ancient species.

In other words, Meryl was no less valuable than the Dragonians, and considering her rarity, her value might be even higher.

She wasn't an ordinary hybrid. She had bloodlines worthy of princess treatment in society.

Finally, I thought Pelex must have been truly insane to mate with a divine spiritual beast.

"Anyway, I carefully selected land that would transform into a dungeon as my burial site to protect Meryl.

Then, I prepared for a trusted colleague to place my legacy and Meryl inside the dungeon.

After completing the preliminary work, I checked when it would be safe for Meryl to go outside.

Sadly, there weren't many good futures, but I barely saw one case where she could be happy."

I suddenly felt uneasy.

Usually, after revealing such facts, a request follows.

Keeping secrets is basic, and additional conditions are often attached.

I wanted to tear up the letter after reading just this much.

However, the paper was coated with magic and couldn't be torn by force.

It seemed I was meant to read it to the end.

"According to Meryl's fate, she would either hang herself from loneliness or be exterminated by God's messengers.

Among those gloomy scenarios, there was just one where Meryl had a bright smile on her face.

That was when she was by your side.

So please make Meryl... my only daughter... happy."

"I knew this was coming."

"You're quite the sinful man. How nice, already approved by the parents."

"I'm not happy about it at all."

Lately, I've been thinking that women are inexplicably drawn to me.

It's not like there were no men in my possessed life.

It's just that except for Lewen, all the men were enemies who either died by my hand or were scheduled to die.

One might think it's good to be able to form a harem, but the problem was the specs of these women.

None of them were ordinary.

Rene was Breeze's daughter, and Breeze was a Mad Dragon.

Rin and Prah, who could cut through anything, were a Sword Saint and a Demonic Sword respectively.

Hades and Chaos, former members of the Demon King's faction, were a Demi-lich and one of the Four Perils.

Even Sestia, whom I met relatively recently, was a Dragonian, and now even Meryl turns out to be the daughter of an extinct ancient species and a prophet.

Every woman I meet has some ridiculous ability or bloodline, which is mind-boggling.

One man, multiple women.

I feared the world might collapse if they fought each other viciously while I was away.

"I'm going to refuse this request for now."

"What's gotten into you? I thought you'd jump at any woman without hesitation."

"What do you take me for? No matter how kind and cute Meryl is, taking responsibility for her life is a different matter."

I already have numerous women whose happiness I'm responsible for.

In that situation, I wasn't sure if my body could handle Meryl too.

Sorry to Pelex, but I should just take his erotic art and leave Meryl behind.

"By the way, the letter continues. Won't you read more?"

"No need. It's probably just predictable content like acknowledging my relationship with Meryl or promising rewards if I make her happy."

Prah nodded as she continued reading the letter.

It seems my guess was spot on.

It wasn't worth reading further, but Prah diligently read to the end.

"...Contractor, I think you need to check this part yourself, if nothing else."

Prah's eyebrows twitched as she read the final part of the letter.

Judging by her serious expression, it seemed to contain content too important to ignore.

I took the letter and read where her finger was pointing.

"Don't you want to know about the being who brought you to this world?

Since it's an existence I can't speak of carelessly, I can't tell you in detail, but I can give you a hint.

If you want the hint, swear at the bottom of this letter that you'll make my daughter happy.

If you do, I promise to transfer not only information but also special power to you, my future son-in-law."

Pelex had set a condition.

The red lizard and the Magic Tower Master were the next beings I wanted to take down.

However, since I didn't even know if they existed, they were ambiguous targets.

After reading the letter's contents, my next goal was set.

*Rather than leaving a potential risk unchecked, it's better to take care of Meryl.*

I bit the tip of my finger and wrote my name in bright red blood at the bottom of the letter.

Then, small text appeared telling me to look at the back of the letter, which had been blank before but now contained new content.

However, most of it was written in unfamiliar characters that I couldn't read.

I could only understand the sentence "Have Meryl translate it" and the P.S. at the end.

"P.S. The Kpeterios's reproductive organ has 70 times more folds than a human's, its internal temperature is 3 degrees higher, and its bodily fluid is as refreshing and delicious as bedrock water, said to be the source of divine power."

This bastard's bones might be covered in fur.
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After completing the dungeon conquest, I immediately went to the Chairman to reveal Felix's secret.

The Chairman made a sour face upon learning that Felix had perverted sexual desires, but he didn't deny it.

Felix's dungeon disappeared as soon as it was cleared, and the erotic art I handed over was authentic.

"Good work."

"The compensation I want and the recipient are written on this note. Please send it there."

I didn't request any money, only materials and artifacts needed for making elixirs.

They're all items within the Academy, so it shouldn't be a burden.

With this, the request was complete.

As I turned to leave without hesitation, the Chairman made an unexpected proposal.

"Would you consider becoming a part-time lecturer at the Academy?"

"...Are you talking to me?"

"Who else is here?"

"Well, I didn't expect you to make such an offer at all."

Honestly, I was surprised.

To think he'd propose a teaching position right when everything was wrapping up cleanly.

I've experienced countless unexpected things, but this might be the most surprising yet.

"I'm not joking. I'm serious."

"Then let me seriously ask two things. What can the Academy offer me, and do you really think a dropout like me can properly teach students?"

"Hmm..."

"It's not easy to answer, is it? With this request completed, my business with the Academy is completely finished. The Academy doesn't have any compensation that would tempt me."

Though there were still many opportunities I hadn't obtained inside, I could ignore them.

I've already become strong enough that gaining early opportunities wouldn't make much difference.

Though more is better, I think it's better to invest time and effort elsewhere.

I also have mountains of other things to do.

"And the educational aspect is similar, isn't it? Teaching requires students to trust their professor or instructor. Who would trust and follow someone who dropped out after just three days?"

"You could prove yourself with skill."

"You know students aren't as easy as we think. Some students never bow to peers their own age, and there are noble students who think they're superior. There's a limit to subjugation through skill alone."

I politely gave reasons one by one to decline the Chairman's offer.

No matter what, I couldn't allocate my precious time to teaching snot-nosed kids.

Though I regret missing the chance to teach characters from "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

"I understand. The request to conquer the unknown dungeon was my selfish desire, so I'll give up this time."

"That's wise of you."

"Wise... Can an old man who struggles to handle this position really be called wise?"

The Chairman's eyes drooped with such sadness that I felt pity.

Though I felt sorry, I had no intention of accepting his offer.

If I showed half-hearted sympathy, I'd only end up losing.

"Perhaps this position was too much for me from the beginning."

The Chairman stroked the nameplate on his desk.

He picked it up lightly with one hand and spun it like a toy.

"The position is so light, yet the responsibility is heavy. That shows how great my mistakes were."

"Mistakes?"

"I lost talented people like you right under my nose and allowed demons into the sacred Academy. Furthermore, a student with great prospects became a wanted criminal. All these events occurred due to my lack of virtue. Perhaps it's time for me to step down and take responsibility."

"...You're not thinking of resigning as Chairman, are you?"

The Chairman silently nodded.

The situation suddenly became troublesome.

In the original story, the Chairman stepped down before the Demon King's revival.

When Belmond's identity as a demon spy infiltrating the Academy was revealed and Rin died, the Chairman took responsibility and resigned.

After the Chairman left, vowing to atone for life, his successor was materialistic and ignorant.

He sold the Academy's internal secrets to information merchants, embezzled artifacts from the warehouse, and sexually harassed pretty women at every opportunity.

He even didn't hesitate with female students at the Academy.

The culmination of this incompetence was the Demon King's revival, when he fled first, abandoning students and professors.

As a result, 80% of the Academy's professors died, and nearly half of the students who needed protection met their deaths.

Because of this, the next Chairman eventually had his head cut off by Kang Jun-hyeok, who formed an allied army.

Though it was a satisfying end, there were predictions that the damage would have been less if the Chairman hadn't been replaced.

At least the current Chairman was an adult who properly observed the students' growth.

*I guess the Chairman doesn't know that I'm partly the cause of his concerns...*

The story-breaking dropout, the early removal of the spy, Kang Jun-hyeok's downfall.

Except for removing the spy, they were all my doing.

Even the second one was a result created by Rin who was influenced by me, so I couldn't say I had no responsibility.

"Haah! You mentioned a part-time lecturer? I'll accept that offer."

"Is that true?!"

"Yes. But only for two weeks. Exactly two weeks later, I'll leave the Academy without regret, so please promise not to hold me back then."

"I promise."

"And I have only one requirement. Stay as Chairman for at least five more years. If you try to step down before then, I'll break your legs and force you to stay in that chair."

"Understood."

With Kang Jun-hyeok already ruined, if the Chairman disappears too, the Academy will fall into total chaos.

Though I caused the original story to collapse, I should at least leave the Academy intact for appearance's sake.

It was my minimal conscience and mercy.

"And my final condition..."

After hearing my words, the Chairman's pupils dilated more than usual.

***

Class A of Felix Academy.

It was a class of outstanding talents based on various tests, but also a place crawling with troublemakers.

Positively speaking, they were full of individuality, but no professor wanted to teach Class A.

There were various reasons, but mainly because the students disrespected the professors.

They thought they were far superior and believed they wouldn't lose in a duel with any professor.

What could they learn from someone weaker than themselves?

So Class A students looked down on professors and lived as they pleased.

Reading, sleeping, researching, violence, etc. No one listened to the professors.

Only the well-behaved student council president took classes seriously.

*Looks like proper teaching is impossible again today.*

Professor Platten, who was forced to take charge of Class A after losing a lottery, sighed deeply again today.

The students were chattering loudly even right before roll call.

If he scolded them for their attitude, he couldn't gauge what incident might occur.

They were more like time bombs than students, so the professor quietly delivered the announcements.

"From today, for about two weeks, an external part-time lecturer will be taking care of our class."

"...A part-time lecturer?"

Though he spoke as quietly as possible, Class A students had sharp ears, and their attention focused on him.

Professor Platten, uncomfortable with the attention, cleared his throat and continued.

"Someone who enrolled in the Academy but withdrew after three days, and has achieved remarkable feats outside. Despite being around your age, he was invited as a lecturer. The Chairman personally brought him in, so don't be disrespectful."

"What? Someone our age is a lecturer?"

"The Academy is really going downhill. Have they gone completely mad? Are they saying we should learn from such a guy because there's no one else to teach us?"

"Haah! There have been many dropouts lately. If I'd known this would happen, I would have left too!"

As expected, complaints from students began to erupt everywhere.

They were dissatisfied that the lecturer wasn't formally qualified, but the biggest issue was the same age group.

Moreover, he was someone who had dropped out of the Academy early.

Naturally, Class A's troublemakers couldn't help but rebel.

"Professor, I think there's been a mistake in class assignment. Such a person should be teaching at least Class B, not us."

"It's the Chairman's special directive..."

Even the student council president, who had never raised any objections until now, stood up.

Professor Platten rubbed his forehead at the current situation.

In fact, he didn't understand either.

How remarkable must this lecturer be for the Chairman to instruct him to be placed in Class A?

No matter how much he pondered, he couldn't find an answer.

"Tell him to quit right now! How can they expect us to learn under someone who dropped out of the Academy early?"

"So you have a problem with that?"

That's when it happened.

*Slide-* *Thud!*

The front door of Class A opened, and Bern entered.

He glanced at the male student who had just been complaining and approached the podium.

Upon reaching his destination, Bern turned to face the students and looked around at their faces.

"Who are you? Wait! Are you that rumored lecturer?"

"...Yes, but who taught you to speak so rudely to someone you've just met? Did your mother teach you those manners?"

"What?! You son of a—!"

The large male student, Tony, was countered with a family insult.

Red-faced to his scalp, he charged at Bern.

Professor Platten tried to step in to stop the fight, but Bern quickly raised his hand to stop him.

It meant he could handle it alone.

"I'll twist that neck of yours!"

"Twist my neck... Will that be enough?"

"Kuhek?!"

Tony reached out to grab Bern's neck.

However, Bern easily avoided Tony's arm and dove into his space.

Bern grabbed Tony's neck instead and lifted his body to slam him to the floor.

From that position, he twisted Tony's neck and stomped on his head.

*Crack!*

Tony's head burst, spraying blood and brain matter everywhere.

The students watching this scene couldn't say a word, their mouths wide open.

But only for a moment.

"Heuk?! Heuk... Heuk..."

Tony, whom they thought was dead, was alive and breathing heavily.

Being slammed down by Bern, having his neck twisted, and his head burst—it was all just an illusion Bern had shown.

But it was so vivid that everyone was momentarily fooled.

"You shouldn't have aimed to twist my neck, but to burst it."

"Hiiik!"

Bern naturally approached Tony's side and whispered quietly.

Tony backed away, trembling.

In the process, he fell backward and soiled his pants.

"Now, who else has complaints about me?"

Bern looked around at Class A students with a grin.

They vaguely sensed they were screwed.
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How should one tame a wild horse?

Bern's answer was "Completely ignore wild horses and ride a properly trained warhorse instead."

However, in reality, situations often arise where one must deal with wild horses out of necessity.

In such cases, there was only one method.

"Why is everyone lying on the floor? Are you all feeling unwell?"

Bern smiled brightly as if nothing had happened.

To the Class A students, his smile looked like a sneer.

*That crazy bastard...!!*

*He killed everyone here, starting with Tony, without even blinking!*

*I didn't know illusions could feel this real!*

*I want to live...! I just want to live...!*

The Class A students were variously cursing, panicking, marveling, or screaming internally.

Though their reactions differed, they all had one thing in common—none dared to speak their true thoughts aloud.

They were too afraid that opening their mouths might actually get them killed.

"My friends look quite exhausted. I don't think we can have class today at this rate."

"Instructor Bern, that's still..."

"I'm joking. It would be too shameless of me as a teacher to come to a place of learning and send students away without teaching them anything! Though it's equally shameless for students not to appreciate their teacher's efforts."

"I'm glad you understand that."

"Haha! Don't worry, I absolutely despise shameless people..."

As soon as he finished speaking, Bern glanced sideways at the students.

Everyone flinched and broke into a cold sweat under his gaze.

It was a warning. A warning that anyone who didn't pay proper attention in class would be dealt with just like before.

Not a single Class A student misunderstood Bern's intention.

"Anyway, to introduce myself, my name is Bern. I'm a part-time instructor who will be guiding you for the next two weeks. I'd like everyone to remember me without exception. If you forget, I might have to open your skull and engrave it directly into your brain."

Everyone shuddered as Bern casually uttered these spine-chilling words.

Tony in particular felt twice the terror since Bern had directly destroyed his head. Even though the illusion had long since ended, he was nearly in tears from the lingering sensation of his brain being crushed.

"That's all for my introduction. As for you all, I'll gradually learn about you by looking at your student records. No need for you to introduce yourselves."

If there were a demon who judged people's sins and handed down punishments, wouldn't it feel just like this?

The Class A students wished they could erase their records from the registry.

Regardless, Bern had somehow acquired the teaching rod that Professor Platten had been using.

He tapped the blackboard with it, drawing everyone's attention to himself.

"Now, now! The announcements aren't over yet. Starting today, as I take charge of Class A, there will be two transfer students who will be learning alongside you under my guidance."

"Tr-transfer students?"

A new instructor appearing mid-semester along with new transfer students.

This was practically unheard of, so there had to be some connection between the instructor and the transfer students.

This was an instructor who had killed everyone once through illusions.

Everyone was tense, unanimously thinking that the transfer students must be just as crazy as their instructor.

"You may come in now."

"Woof!"

A Pomeranian jumped through the already open door.

It had a small backpack strapped to its modest back and a red ribbon tied in the fur on top of its head.

The Pomeranian stuck close to Bern's side and stuck out its tongue.

"Let me introduce this one—this is Chao—I mean, Poppy. From today, this will be your classmate."

"Woof! Woof!"

"A dog is going to be our classmate...?"

"What kind of dog-shit nonsense is this?"

They were beyond dumbfounded.

But some students fell completely for Chaos's charm with its bright, alert eyes.

They had no idea what reality was hidden behind that cuteness.

Meanwhile, Bern, who knew that Poppy was actually Chaos, let out a deep sigh.

Chaos had been waiting outside the entrance to the Felix Dungeon, having left Hades to handle the assigned mission.

When Bern emerged from the dungeon, Chaos had rushed toward him in excitement.

But then, seeing Meryl coming out behind him, Chaos had bared its teeth fiercely.

It couldn't tolerate Meryl, who had tried to take its master away.

Chaos had pounced on Meryl without mercy, and Bern had hurriedly pulled them apart.

Though the fight was stopped, Chaos still refused to acknowledge the sheep's existence.

It even ignored Bern's order to go back, so he had no choice but to bring it along until its anger subsided.

"Don't be fooled by appearances. Despite how it looks, you're all just a single bite to this one."

"Pfft! No matter what, losing to a tiny dog like that..."

"Say that after looking behind you."

"Huh?"

The female student who had been taking Bern's warning lightly.

When she turned around as instructed, she found Chaos clinging to the back of her neck.

"Grrrr...!"

Only then did everyone except Bern realize that Chaos had disappeared from the platform.

Meanwhile, the woman caught by Chaos felt goosebumps all over her body.

Though it was just a threat for now, if Chaos had wanted to, it could have torn her throat out.

Since no one had been able to react, Bern's claim about them being "a single bite" was proven true.

"This is why you're all called greenhorns. Now that you understand the gap, stop showing off. As long as you don't provoke like just now, it'll generally be friendly."

"Yes..."

"Poppy, come back now and stop messing around. The introduction time isn't over yet."

"Woof!"

Chaos jumped down from behind the female student.

Wagging its tail, it returned to Bern with dignified steps.

Then it rubbed against Bern's legs affectionately.

On the surface, it seemed like just an affectionate puppy, but the fact that its true nature was unknown made it eerily disturbing.

"You might be confused about why a dog is your classmate, but you'll get used to it. It's much stronger than all of you, so you'll have a lot to learn from it."

Suddenly having to learn from a dog.

The students felt humiliated but couldn't offer any objections.

No one had been able to react to Chaos's speed.

In a battlefield, they would have become silent corpses without question.

"Now let me introduce the next transfer student. Come in!"

"Y-yes!"

Step, step.

A female student entered the classroom cautiously.

It was Meryl, with her distinctive fluffy white hair.

"H-hello everyone...!"

Seemingly uncomfortable with the many gazes upon her, Meryl walked to the platform with her head slightly bowed.

Seeing her like this, several male students blushed.

Meryl's innocent demeanor had stirred their hearts.

"This friend's name is Meryl. As you've probably noticed, she's not an ordinary human but a beastkin."

Unlike elves or dwarves, beastkin were spread throughout the kingdom and could be easily encountered.

However, there were hardly any beastkin attending Felix Academy, and those who did all had peculiar personalities.

Some attended to prove their superiority over humans.

Others had dreams of establishing a kingdom for beastkin in the future.

Beastkin generally harbored such ambitions.

So Meryl's presence felt somewhat special.

"Meryl doesn't know much, so be kind to her and explain things in detail if there's something she doesn't understand."

The additional condition Bern had set as an instructor.

It was Meryl's enrollment.

Having lived only in the library inside the dungeon, Meryl was ignorant about human society.

Bern had made her an academy student to teach her about peer relationships and let her experience human society.

"How dangerous is that student?"

"Is your friend a magical beast? Why are you assigning danger levels?"

"B-but you said Poppy was dangerous!"

"I never said it was dangerous. I said not to tease it."

"Anyway, if she's similar to Poppy's level..."

"Why? Planning to bully her if she's not dangerous?"

Bern's pointed question caught her off guard.

The eyebrows of the female student who had been looking at Meryl with slight disdain twitched.

A world where the strong look down on the weak.

The law of the jungle clearly existed within Felix Academy as well.

Arrogance tended to increase with fewer challengers, and Class A had this tendency in spades.

*When the upper stream is polluted, the lower stream gets polluted too.*

Class A exerted influence over Class B, Class B over Class C, and likewise, Class C over the lower classes.

This tradition of hazing was what was causing the academy to rot.

"For your information, from today until two weeks later, fighting between students, bullying, extortion, and other unjust acts are completely banned in Class A. If I catch anyone doing such things in front of me... you know what will happen, right?"

Crack!

Bern broke the teaching rod in half and gave them a meaningful smile.

Bern, who could kill people freely without committing the crime of murder.

The Class A students, who had each been killed once already, quietly nodded.

"Good, now that we've established the rules, make sure to follow them diligently. In return, I'll make you all stronger than you are now."

At Bern's words, a bit of vitality returned to the eyes of the nearly dead students.

The higher the wall became as one grew stronger.

Naturally, the method to break through that wall was very appealing to students with aspirations for improvement.

Except...

*Welcome to the world of the psychopath!*

The person who would become their teacher was clearly deranged.
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I sighed heavily.

Behind the Pelex Academy.

It was a hotspot for delinquent students, easily accessible by climbing over the wall.

Today, two male students were smoking cigarettes after settling down on the mountain.

"I heard your A Class got a new part-time instructor?"

"Don't mention it. You're making my cigarette taste like blood."

"Coming in the middle of midterm season—they're going to have a rough time."

"Ha! Some worthless guy came in relying only on his skills and started causing trouble."

"But I heard his skills are definitely the real deal?"

A Class's Rick spat out thick saliva before putting the cigarette back in his mouth.
After silently exhaling smoke for a while, he finally spoke.

"He's still just a commoner. Someone who'll have to grovel before nobles like us later."

"True, it's not a world where strength alone can get you everything."

"I may have to bow my head now, but after graduation, I'll find him and make him kneel. I'll show him that power isn't everything...!"

"I agree with your thinking. But doesn't having power make it quite simple to bury someone?"

"Huh?"

Bern suddenly appeared from the tree Rick had been leaning against.
Hanging upside down from a thick branch, he firmly gripped Rick's chin and head.

Then he casually twisted Rick's neck 180 degrees, killing him instantly.

Of course, it was just an illusion.

"Guhk...!!"

"Don't smoke thinking no one's watching. Your lungs will rot and you'll die early."

Bern climbed down from the tree and brushed off the leaves stuck to his hair.
Then he left a brief warning before calmly walking down the mountain.

"That, that crazy bastard...!!"

Despite warning about rotting lungs, Bern had just killed Rick without hesitation.
Even though it was an illusion, the sensation of being murdered felt incredibly vivid.

Rick couldn't help but consider Bern a psychopath.

"What's wrong with you? Are you startled because the teacher suddenly appeared?"

"...Fuck."

This was the real problem.

Since the killing was merely an illusion, to a third party, it appeared as if nothing had happened.
Because of this, whether he killed someone or tortured them, no clear evidence remained.

In other words, no matter how much Bern tormented you, you couldn't appeal to others for help.

"What's going on? You're even sweating. If you're not feeling well, the infirmary..."

"Shut up!"

"Huh...?"

Rick extinguished his cigarette by squeezing it with his bare hand.
He irritably threw the cigarette butt on the ground.

Then he stood up with both hands in his pockets and calmly walked down the mountain, just as Bern had done.

The other male student, watching this, could only wonder why Rick was acting so strangely.

***

In the athletic storage room of Pelex Academy, another secluded place like the mountain behind the school.

A large male student sat on a mattress with a promiscuous female student clinging to him seductively.
In front of them stood students from the lower classes in a single line.

"I'm very disappointed today. I clearly told you to bring the money by today, but you only brought this much?"

"W-well, my family said they've had a lot of expenses lately, so they reduced my allowance..."

Slap!

The sound of a slap echoed throughout the storage room.

The skin of the explaining student turned red, slightly tearing and causing blood to seep out.

Meanwhile, Jimmy, the male student from Class A who had raised his hand, twisted his face in disgust and spat on the floor.

"Shit, I'm talking right now. How dare you talk back? Do you think I'm a joke?"

"S-sorry...!!"

"I'm already in a bad mood because some shitty new instructor said he's going to teach us, and now you're making me even angrier?"

"Ugh!"

Jimmy kicked the student hard in the stomach as he clutched his cheek.
The student was pushed back almost to the wall and fell to his knees, clutching his stomach.

"This won't do. I think you've all gotten lax because I haven't been disciplining you lately. All of you bring double the tribute money by tomorrow."

"What...?!"

"Any complaints?"

Crack!

As Jimmy clenched his fist and smashed exercise equipment, the students could only bow their heads and agree.

Jimmy was a troublemaker who dominated and extorted his fellow students through force.

Just as he was putting the gold coins he had extorted from his classmates into a leather pouch—

"If it's not too much trouble, could you buy me a tomahawk steak with that money?"

"Huh?"

Jimmy turned his head toward the voice coming from behind him.
There stood Bern, and the moment their eyes met, the space began to distort.

"If that's not possible, a cube steak would be fine too!"

Countless lines appeared across Jimmy and the female student sitting on his lap.
Eventually, the lines turned into perforations, and blood burst forth.

The Spatial Slash (空間斬) that he had shown when cutting the avatar of Chaos.
Bern had used his ultimate killing technique on an ordinary student.

"Aaaaargh!!"

His vocal cords should have been severed since he was finely sliced through space itself.
Yet Jimmy was screaming loudly, indicating it was an illusion.

However, in Jimmy's case, he experienced the actual pain of his body being torn to shreds.
His entire body stiffened as if in rigor mortis, and bloody tears flowed from his eyes.
His girlfriend had already collapsed with foam at her mouth.

Regardless, Bern slowly approached Jimmy and casually snatched the pouch of gold coins from his hand.

"Earn money by sweating for it yourself. You probably don't understand because you're growing up with your parents' support, but earning money is fucking hard."

Bern said this despite using money earned by Hades as if it were his own.
However, since he had subjugated Hades and turned him into a money-maker, it could be considered Bern's effort.

"Take this and divide it among yourselves."

Bern threw the pouch of gold coins to the extorted students.

"Ah...! Th-thank you!"

"Skip the thanks, but report to me if this bastard extorts you again. Next time, I'll cut off the hands and feet he uses for extortion!"

All the students became frightened as Bern made this terrifying statement with a bright smile.
For them, Jimmy had been the most frightening existence, but that had just changed.

They didn't know what method Bern had used, but Jimmy had stiffened up while screaming his death throes.
They thought Bern might actually cut off his hands and feet.

"If you have nothing else to do, you can go. I need to move this idiot to the classroom."

"Y-yes!"

And so, rumors about the newly appointed part-time instructor began to spread throughout the Academy.

***

Bern had been catching Class A's troublemakers one by one for their misconduct while simultaneously "killing" them.
No one dared to pick a fight with him.

Even though Class A's average attendance rate was below 50%, everyone attended Bern's classes.
It was obvious that if they skipped, they would be dragged to the classroom while wetting themselves.

"Well, well! Everyone managed to attend?"

"Ugh...!"

*If we don't attend, you'll kill us again.*

These words rose to the students' throats but were swallowed back down.

While Bern might appear indecisive, his intuition was insanely sharp.
If you happened to curse under your breath after passing him in the corridor—beheading.
Even if you just mouthed the words without making a sound, punishment would come without mercy.

As a result, all Class A students resolved not to give him any reason to find fault with them.

"There were quite a few incidents today, weren't there?"

"""Yes..."""

"So let's do better from now on? If you don't want to die by my hand."

The students who had been additionally "killed" by Bern outside of homeroom time bowed their heads.
It was a natural phenomenon of not being able to go against the strong.

Until now, no professor had been able to control them, but Bern was different.
Even if they asked their noble parents for help, it wouldn't work at all.

All they could do was pray for the two weeks to pass quickly.

"Now then, today's first lesson will be about swords! I'm sure you all have your own swords?"

Rather than answering verbally, the students took out their swords.
Bern nodded and drew Prah from its scabbard.

Thanks to erasing the rune characters with Polymorph, no one suspected it was a Demonic Sword.

"First, I'll start with a simple question. What's the most important thing to become an excellent swordsman?"

"Consistent training."

"Research and development of swordsmanship."

"Understanding of techniques."

"Not wrong. But the answer I'm looking for hasn't come up yet."

Bern thrust Prah into the floor.

"The most important thing is your heart toward the sword."

"""...?"""

"Haha! You probably don't understand what I'm saying right now. That's why I've prepared an example."

Bern spread his right hand wide and swung it to the right.
It looked like he was just cutting through the air, but he created a clear sword mark by making a scratch on the wall.

The students watching this couldn't close their mouths.

"As you can see, a swordsman who has reached a certain level can use their body like a sword. So even if your sword breaks or you drop it due to unavoidable circumstances, you can continue fighting against your enemy."

"Then isn't physical training the most important thing?"

"Tsk, tsk! A swordsman can fight without a sword, but that doesn't mean you shouldn't use one. And what I was trying to say is that there's a difference between using your bare body and a sword."

Next, Bern pulled Prah from the floor and swung it through the air in the same manner.
This time, a huge crack formed on the wall, much larger than the previous scratch.

"Can you feel the clear difference? No matter what, the most important thing for a swordsman is the sword. I'm sure you've all heard countless times that a sword is like a limb to a swordsman?"

"Yes."

"But you shouldn't think of it as just a limb. For a swordsman, a sword is like a beloved lover and no different from our heart."

Snap!

As Bern snapped his fingers, a magic circle appeared, and the crack in the wall began to heal and return to its original state.

Not an illusion, but restoration magic.
This time, the magic-oriented students reacted intensely.

They had been spacing out during the sword theory lesson, but were surprised by Bern's unique application of magic.

"Therefore, today we'll study the erogenous zones that swords like!"

"...Pardon?"

Every single student doubted their ears at Bern's words.
Meanwhile, Bern steadfastly continued his lesson.

"You probably didn't know, but swords also have personally sensitive areas! For example, the part between the handle and the cross guard."

[C-contractor?! If you suddenly stimulate that place...!]

"They also like being caressed as if tickling the blade part."

[Hnngh! W-wait! Even for me, doing this in front of everyone is embarrassing!]

"Finally, they also like having the end of the handle squeezed."

[N-not there! Anywhere but there... Hnnngh!!]

Bern and Prah were putting on a public foreplay show in front of the students.
However, to others, it only looked like he was fiddling with his sword.

The thought running through all the students' minds was consistent:
*'What the hell is this, you weirdo!'*

It was a world that only a sword enthusiast could understand.
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"Did you understand the lesson just now?"

"No, I couldn't understand a single thing..."

Right after Bern's first class ended.

Students left the classroom with puzzled expressions.

Despite sitting through an hour of theoretical instruction, they hadn't properly understood anything.

They only learned how powerful a swordsman who had reached a high level could be.

"Do you think you have to love your sword like a lover to become like that?"

"If that's the case, I might hesitate a bit."

"I'm fortunate that I'm focusing on magic."

"Should I give up on swordsmanship and switch to magic? It seemed like the teacher was also practicing magic alongside swordsmanship."

"Come on, what kind of magic could your rock-head possibly learn?"

"If I engrave magical formulas on stones, I could make something work somehow."

"Pfft! As if that would work."

The students exchanged various jokes with each other.

Bern, who had been listening to these conversations from a distance, was realizing that he had truly arrived at the Academy.

He felt somewhat envious of the students' youth.

[Do you regret withdrawing?]

'No, I don't regret it. I just feel a little envious.'

Before his possession, he had lived as an ordinary man who enjoyed subculture.

He had spent an extremely ordinary school life, studying at his desk.

Then he came to this other world and began living extraordinary days.

But he wondered what it would have been like if his school days had been special too.

He certainly had that opportunity, but Bern had kicked it away by withdrawing.

'Maybe there could have been a way to spend happy days without withdrawing. Perhaps different relationships might have formed. But I'm quite satisfied with how things are now. I have people who care about me, and I can live life on my own terms.'

He had escaped the fate of being a sub-male lead who was only used by others.

Bern gave a bitter smile as he reflected on the life he now led—one where he took initiative and acted on his own.

With a single gesture, he erased everything he had scrawled on the blackboard and left the classroom.

Bern was the center of attention among all students due to rumors about being the instructor who had subdued the troublemakers of Class A.

Ignoring the countless stares, he entered the faculty office.

He sat down at the temporary desk created at the director's instruction and gazed at the ceiling when he heard footsteps approaching.

"Teacher Bern! Is it true that you corrected the Class A students?"

"That's amazing! How did you manage to control those temperamental kids?"

"According to rumors, you're a mage who has surpassed the 6th level. Is that true?"

The faculty office was a space used by apprentice or assistant professors who weren't formal professors.

Unlike the proud professors, they were generally more casual.

For them, Bern—who had generated various rumors on his first day—was an object of curiosity.

As a result, he was bombarded with questions, making him scratch his cheek.

"Now, now! Everyone please calm down and ask questions one at a time."

"Is it true that you disciplined the Class A students?"

"'Disciplined' doesn't quite fit. I merely corrected their misguided behavior."

"How did you correct them?"

"I showed them frightening illusions with magic whenever they misbehaved. Direct punishment would only provoke resistance in students with high self-esteem."

"You mentioned magic—how many walls have you broken through?"

"That's precious personal information so I can't tell you in detail, but I have surpassed the 6th level you mentioned earlier."

"Oh! I heard you're also skilled in swordsmanship. Is that true?"

"I wouldn't say I'm skilled, but I can handle a sword reasonably well."

The faculty office became lively with Bern at the center.

He interacted amicably with the young professors, leading the conversation.

But as is often the case, unanimity is rare.

A man with long black hair who entered the faculty office later clicked his tongue upon seeing the atmosphere.

"Tsk! Since when did the faculty office become a place for loud chatter? If you all have any awareness of being professors, behave with more dignity!"

"Ah, I apologize, Teacher Bradly."

"Please be more careful in the future."

The atmosphere in the faculty office instantly subsided at Professor Bradly's rebuke.

When Bern looked at his fellow professors with a questioning expression, they explained in low voices.

"That's Teacher Bradly. He was the valedictorian of Felix Academy, spent three years as an apprentice professor, and will be officially appointed as a professor next month."

"Oh?"

"But he's so rigid in personality that nobody approaches Teacher Bradly."

"He always finds fault and looks down on others when problems arise, so all the teachers dislike him."

"At company dinners, he constantly brags about being the academy's valedictorian..."

A typical "I'm better than you" personality.

He was the type who loved to elevate himself by envying others and being full of vanity.

"Teacher Bern, please be careful."

"Huh? Why me?"

"You became a part-time instructor on the director's recommendation, right? Teacher Bradly looks down on that, saying you must have bribed the director."

"He sneered that you're someone who wants to leave a mark despite not having the skills to become a professor."

"When in reality, you're so capable and handling Class A, which even formal professors are reluctant to take."

"Anyway, he'll definitely find fault with you and cling to it."

"I see. I'll be careful."

Though he said that, Bern didn't take Bradly very seriously.

People like Bradly existed everywhere he went.

Already accustomed to such types, Bern had no intention of confronting him as long as he didn't cross the line.

Even if Bradly questioned his conduct, Bern planned to offer an insincere apology and move on.

"Oh my! It's already time for the next class."

"Time flies, doesn't it?"

"Anyway, have a good day, Teacher Bern!"

Deng-! Deng-!

The academy bell rang, announcing the next class.

The fellow professors who had gathered around dispersed to prepare for their next lessons.

As Bern also stood up, gathering teaching materials for his next class, he saw Bradly leaving the faculty office.

Bradly glared at Bern before slamming the office door shut as he left.

'He really has it in for me.'

[What will you do now?]

'Leave him be. He'll naturally disappear in two weeks anyway, so he surely knows that causing trouble would only harm himself.'

[Humans sometimes do things they know they shouldn't, don't they?]

'I can overlook his sarcasm with my ocean-like generosity.'

[Your lack of conscience remains unchanged.]

Bern turned his steps toward the indoor training ground with a grin.

While magic also had theoretical classes, learning through practical application was more efficient.

Swordsmanship also benefited from growth through sparring, but he had deliberately given a theoretical lesson to teach the mindset of a swordsman.

It's just that no one could understand Bern's profound theory.

"Good, everyone's here again!"

Bern peeked his head into the training ground to check on the Class A students.

After confirming that everyone was present, he stepped onto the training platform.

"As you all know, this period will involve one-on-one magic duels with everyone taking turns!"

"Teacher, we don't know how to use magic."

A female student raised her hand.

The students standing behind her were those who focused on swordsmanship.

However, Bern continued with a smirk.

"Do swordsmen only fight other swordsmen? As the saying goes, 'know yourself and your enemy, and you'll win every battle.' Even if you can't use magic, you need to understand basic magic to respond to mages."

"So we can fight freely too, right?"

"No. Since magic is the main focus of this class period, students focusing on swordsmanship are prohibited from attacking."

"What? Then what are we supposed to do?"

"You'll observe the incoming magic and either dodge it or cut through it with your sword."

Magic comes in various types, each with different ranges.

Asking them to dodge all kinds of magic without knowing what was coming was insane.

Furthermore, telling them to cut through magic with their swords left the students increasingly speechless.

Though they desperately wanted to object, the instructor before them seemed like he could accomplish such feats effortlessly, so they remained silent.

"Therefore, now one by one, come forward and—"

"Wait!"

"Hm?"

Just as he was about to start the class.

A voice interrupted Bern mid-sentence.

A man in a black suit was walking leisurely toward them from the entrance of the training ground, leading students from another class.

"Teacher Bradly, what brings you here?"

"Can't you see? I've brought students to use the training ground."

"That's strange. This period should be Class A's turn to use the training ground, shouldn't it?"

"Ha! Haven't you even looked at the academy's curriculum? Class schedules can be changed with a request made three hours in advance. You don't even know that? This is why part-time instructors are..."

"If I recall correctly, when class times are changed, prior notification between the relevant instructors is mandatory. Yet I'm only hearing about this change now."

"That's because during break time, you were busy chatting with other apprentice professors...!"

"You know that's just a flimsy excuse, right?"

Bradly had picked a fight thinking Bern would be unfamiliar with the rules on his first day.

But Bern wasn't one to meekly submit to such petty tactics.

In the end, it was Bradly, not Bern, whose face turned red.

"S-shut up! Anyway, my Class C is scheduled to use the training ground this period, so get out quickly!"

"Hmm... Why don't we conduct a joint class instead?"

"Joint class? Ha! Why should I conduct a class with someone as incompetent as you?"

"It would be a waste of time to leave the training ground and go back to the classroom. So let's efficiently hold a mock battle between Class A and Class C right here!"

"Aha! So that's it!"

Bradly snapped his fingers as if he had realized something.

He looked at Bern with contempt and sneered.

"Since you can't beat me in teaching quality, you're planning to use Class A students' strength to show off, aren't you?"

"I didn't have such thoughts."

"Don't play innocent! How can you suggest a mock battle between Class A and Class C when they're not even on the same level from the start!"

"Then would you like to make a bet with me?"

"A bet?"

"Yes, I'll take charge of Class C during this period, and you can guide my students. Afterward, we'll hold a mock battle and count which class wins more."

"Oh."

"This way, we can see whose guidance is superior, right?"

"Not bad, but isn't there a possibility that your Class A might deliberately lose?"

"You don't need to worry about that."

Bern turned his head to look at the Class A students.

With a bright smile, he dropped a bombshell.

"Give it your all. If you win, I'll never interfere with whatever you do from now on."

"...!!"

It meant he would turn a blind eye to any misconduct.

For the Class A students who had been disciplined by Bern, this was an unparalleled opportunity.

Moreover, their opponents were Class C, not Class B.

Victory was practically guaranteed, so everyone in Class A was burning with fighting spirit.

"Is that okay?"

"Hmm... No problem. So what should we bet?"

"The loser gets slapped three times and has to add 'sex' to the end of every sentence until tomorrow."

"Vulgar, but not bad."

Thus began the battle between the two teachers.

While the Class A students and Professor Bradly were more motivated than usual, the Class C students were already intimidated.

However, Bern was smiling as always.

It was a smile directed at those who were arrogantly unaware that they would become his prey.
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"T-Teacher! Please cancel the bet right away!"

"Hmm?"

That was the first thing I heard when I became responsible for Class C for an hour.

The small class president of Class C shouted with her head held stiffly.

She was asking me to call off the bet right now.

"Let me hear your reason."

"We're up against Class A! They're a class full of children who've been called geniuses since they were young, while we're just average students. How could we possibly win?"

"So you're giving up?"

"I-I don't want to give up, but I think it would be better to at least cancel the bet! The opponent is already overwhelming enough to make us nervous, and now you've added a bet on top of it, which is putting extreme pressure on us!"

"You have a point."

"Then...!"

"No, I still don't have the slightest intention of canceling the bet."

"Why not?"

The class president narrowed her brows and glared at me.

I quite liked her boldness, unlike the other students.

She must have the leadership qualities needed to be class president.

"Because the possibility of me losing is slim."

"What do you mean the possibility is slim? We're up against Class A's elite students!"

"I've trampled all of those kids. No matter how talented they are, they're just greenhorns."

"That might be possible for you because you're strong, teacher, but we...!"

"True, you're not me, so you can't overwhelm them one-sidedly. But that doesn't mean you can't win."

I glanced over to where Class A was.

Professor Bradley was enthusiastically instructing the Class A students, boosting their morale.

However, the Class A students were letting his words go in one ear and out the other.

When that happened, he would scold problematic students and point out their attitudes.

As their resistance toward Professor Bradley grew, they stopped listening to him altogether.

Conflict arising from their high self-esteem.

Even if the professor came up with a decent strategy, they would clearly act on their own.

This friction was the first condition for victory.

"I understand it's hard to believe me. But trust me and follow my lead. I'll give you a taste of victory sweeter than anything you've ever experienced."

"Do you really think it's possible?"

"If I didn't think it was possible, I wouldn't have brought it up in the first place."

In this world, it's common to fight opponents who are above your weight class.

Not just in size, but also in swordsmanship and magic, there are times when you face those who are at a higher level than you.

Does that mean the weaker party has to helplessly submit every time?

Absolutely not.

Like David taking on Goliath, if you strategize properly, even the weak can win.

I spoke confidently with that in mind, but the response wasn't very good.

The students looked intimidated.

It was evidence that the belief they could never win was deeply ingrained in them.

To win, I needed to address this fundamental issue first.

"Let me make one thing clear before we start. Whatever the outcome of this mock battle, if any Class A student lays a hand on you, I will kill that bastard myself."

*Crack!*

I released a slight killing intent while casually cracking my knuckles.

This seemed to strike fear into the Class C students, who all gulped and nodded in unison.

Especially the class president, who was close to me, was trembling with her pupils contracted.

Thinking I had frightened her, I quickly withdrew my killing intent.

"Ahem! My point is, even if you win, don't fear any repercussions. I'll protect you, so fight with confidence."

"Yes..."

"Good, now for the strategy. Follow what I teach you. It'll be more fun than you think."

I too was born as a supporting character whose potential could never match the protagonist's.

However, now I've overcome numerous hardships and surpassed the protagonist.

That's why I think the students of Class C share a similar fate to mine.

And that's why I want to show them and see for myself:
The sight of ordinary students defeating geniuses.

***

Two students faced each other in a standoff.

On one side was a male student wearing a monocle, Martin, and on the other was a slim female student, Azel.

They were a magician from Class A and a swordswoman from Class C respectively, and the difference in their expressions was stark.

Martin was arrogantly lifting just the right corner of his mouth, while Azel was stretching with a sour expression.

One confident in victory, the other lamenting being at the forefront of misfortune.

On the surface, the outcome seemed already decided.

*Sigh...! If I'm going to lose anyway, I might as well try what the teacher advised.*

Azel shook off her scattered thoughts and began to recall the past.

Bern had taught various strategies to the Class C students before the match.

Among them was a strategy to be used only when going first.

"My, you really have terrible luck. Not only are you going first, but you have to fight me. At least I should offer my condo—"

"Shut up."

"Y-You bitch?!"

Azel kicked off the ground and charged toward Martin.

She was trying to catch him off guard while he was busy talking.

*Listen carefully. Given Class A students' characteristics, except for the student council president, they'll definitely talk loudly. When that happens, don't hesitate—just pounce.*

Just as Bern had predicted, Martin was chatting to look down on his opponent even after the match had started, and now he was paying the price.

However, since Azel wasn't a first-class swordswoman, she gave her opponent room to respond despite her surprise attack.

*It doesn't matter if you're not fast. Just charge straight ahead with the determination to kill your opponent.*

Azel rushed toward Martin by the shortest route.

Although she wasn't fast, her spirit was so valiant that Martin became slightly intimidated.

"H-How dare you cowardly ambush me?"

Martin extended both hands toward Azel.

A red magic circle formed in front of his hands, creating a blazing fireball.

*A surprise attack makes the opponent nervous. Even with plenty of time, they'll have the mindset that they need to respond quickly. They'll launch a relatively weak attack. It's good to dodge, but that would break your posture, so just take it head-on.*

A fireball shot from the magic circle.

Even as it rushed toward Azel, she didn't slow down.

"Have you lost your mind?!"

"Hngh...!"

Azel raised her arm to block the incoming fireball.

The skin on her forearm turned bright red from the burn, but she endured it, gritting her teeth.

In the end, the momentary pain couldn't stop Azel's charge.

*Just endure with all your might this one time. Believe that sweet victory awaits after the pain.*

Azel, who neither dodged nor counterattacked but took the hit with her body.

Her eyes were like those of a fierce tiger, fixed solely on her prey.

"Y-You brute of a woman...!"

"It's useless!"

Martin tried to jump back to cast his next spell, but he was already within Azel's range.

No matter how talented Class A was, a magician who had only trained in magic couldn't outmatch a swordswoman's trained body.

In the end, he froze in place with a shocked expression.

"It's over!"

"Guhk!"

*Crack!*

Azel's wooden training sword fell squarely on Martin's crown.

With an impact that felt like it could crack his skull, Martin's expression contorted.

His eyes rolled back with a single blow, and he collapsed to the ground.

*Finish with a flourish.*

Azel looked at the result she had created while recalling Bern's advice.

Following his instructions had led her to victory. And against a Class A student who usually looked down on them.

With an indescribable joy washing over her, Azel unconsciously clenched her fist.

"I-I won!"

"Did she really win? Azel?"

"It's true! We really beat Class A!"

*Wooooah!*

A thunderous cheer erupted from Class C.

An impossible thing had happened. Even if the opponent had been careless, a victory was still a victory.

Meanwhile, the Class A students were glaring at the Class C students with extreme displeasure...

"Hey, what are you looking at? How dare you glare at your opponents when you've lost?"

Having finished his crash course, Bern came to Class A and forced them to bow their heads.

Except for one person, Irem, the student council president and Kang Jun-hyeok's former mentor.

"Teacher, we didn't lose. That idiot lost because he was careless."

"Oh, so you're saying you could win if you weren't careless?"

"Of course."

"What if you still lose?"

"That will never happen, so it's a meaningless assumption."

Hearing Irem's words, Bern smirked.

He pressed his index finger against Irem's forehead and pushed her back.

"Ugh!"

"That kind of thinking is what we call carelessness, idiot. In battle, we must always consider the possibility of defeat, no matter how remote. That's how we prevent unexpected situations. Even in a fight you're confident about, keep in mind a 0.1 percent chance of defeat. If you don't, you'll die on the battlefield later."

Even generals renowned for their strength and intelligence die inglorious deaths.

The final moments of Admiral Yi Sun-sin, Korea's pride, came from being shot by an enemy bullet.

Even in a fantasy world, one could die at any moment from a random soldier's spell on the battlefield.

Knowing this fact, Bern scolded Irem harshly.

"You're too insolent. I need to give you a special punishment."

"P-Punishment?"

"Yes, if you lose, you'll break your hymen with your own sword."

Leaving those words behind, Bern stood up and walked leisurely to where the Class C students were.

Irem was horrified by Bern's casual utterance of such a terrifying statement.

*There's no way I'll lose.*

Irem was one of those who would later become famous as a Sword Master.

Ch.148 - 143. Spare The Rod And Spoil The Child - 6
There's a saying that a good start is half the battle.

C-Class's first victory boosted morale and planted the seed of hope in the students that they too might be able to win.

In line with those expectations, I guided them on how to secure their advantage.

And the result...

"This is absurd! This can't be happening!"

The final score was 32 matches with 21 wins and 11 losses.

For reference, the 21 wins belonged to C-Class.

The 11 losses were A-Class's share, and Professor Bradley howled in a voice mixed with despair when he saw the results.

"Aren't you A-Class? The class filled with the kingdom's greatest geniuses! How could you lose to those dimwits?"

"Professor Bradley, please mind your language. This time we switched which classes we were in charge of because of the bet, but aren't the C-Class students still under your care?"

"Shut up! You're just a parachute hire who got in by sucking up to the Chairman. Don't lecture me!"

Grrrr-!

As Professor Bradley raised his voice, refusing to accept the result, Chaos growled softly.

I gestured to Chaos to stay put while approaching Professor Bradley.

"So how does it feel to lose to this 'parachute hire'?"

"Cut the crap! This bet was rigged from the start! It must have been a setup planned by you and the A-Class students! There's no other way today's result could have happened!"

"...If you really think so, why don't you look around?"

The A-Class students who had given their all but still lost.

Bradley's claim that they had colluded with me only made A-Class feel more miserable.

The entire A-Class glared at him with resentful eyes.

Meanwhile, the C-Class students who had been belittled by their supervising professor were looking at him with contempt and disgust.

"Hey, since you'll probably be stepping down from your professorship soon due to student complaints, I'll speak casually, okay?"

"The Academy would never get rid of an elite like me who they need...!"

"This guy still hasn't come to his senses? Let me give you one piece of advice."

I raised my hand high.

SLAP-!

I struck Bradley's cheek hard enough for the sound to echo throughout the training ground.

"When teaching children, approach it with a reverent mindset. A teacher should be a role model for students, but if you act childishly like you do, what will they learn from watching you?"

SLAP-!

"I don't know how great you were as a student, but you're nothing more than a frog in a well. Don't strut around just because you've moved a little closer to the outside world than your students."

SLAP-!

"Above all, the Academy is a place of learning. Not a place to show off."

I hit him so hard that blood began to seep from Bradley's cheek.

I shook the blood off my hand while looking down at him slumped on the ground.

He seemed to have never been hit much in his life, as Bradley couldn't regain his composure.

I thought that as the Academy's valedictorian he would be accustomed to pain, but he appears to be the type who just fired magic from behind and comfortably collected achievements.

"T-Teacher!"

While I was contemplating how to deal with Bradley, someone carefully poked my back and called out to me.

When I turned around, the C-Class representative was extending both hands, offering me a handkerchief.

"Please use this if you'd like...!"

"Are you sure? Your handkerchief will get stained with blood."

"It doesn't matter! Compared to what you've done for us, a stained handkerchief is nothing!"

"Then I'll gratefully accept it."

I took the handkerchief from her and wiped my hands.

Even though I was just fulfilling my role as a teacher, I was met with gazes of respect and admiration.

I know that in this field, it's difficult to earn students' goodwill without skill.

From the descriptions in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," I've heard that talented students routinely surpass their teachers.

However, skill alone doesn't reveal a teacher's true essence.

Students' personalities, strengths, and habits—all these things matter.

One should carefully observe and consider what kind of education they need.

If you can't pay detailed attention to every student, it's at least good to consider the characteristics of the class as a whole.

But Bradley's focus was on himself rather than his students.

I suspect his failure to fulfill his duty as a teacher is his main deficiency.

"Anyway, since you lost, spend today energetically shouting 'sex.'"

I crouched down and inscribed a mark on Bradley's forehead.

The price of losing a bet must be paid in full.

***

The day after the mock battle between A-Class and C-Class.

Various rumors sprouted like mushrooms throughout the Academy.

Some said C-Class had used doping, others claimed it was a staged performance between me and A-Class, and so on.

There were quite a few rumors, but they didn't last long thanks to the testimonies of those who were present.

Instead, a rumor took hold that I was a miracle-working instructor who made the impossible possible.

'That rumor also has some questionable aspects.'

[Which part is questionable?]

'Making the impossible possible. It sounds like I'm someone who turns normal thinking into something strange.'

[...Considering the lesson you gave the other day, that's not entirely wrong.]

'Did I give some strange lesson?'

[The fact that you're not aware of it leaves me speechless. Well, I like that about you anyway.]

Creak-!

While walking down the hallway chatting with Prah, I found myself in front of the classroom.

When I flung the door open, I saw the A-Class students.

Until yesterday, they would be chattering noisily and then fall silent when I entered.

But today, for some reason, the atmosphere was already subdued before I came in.

"Everyone stand!"

"W-What?"

"Bow to Professor Bern!"

"""Good morning!"""

Following Irem's command, they all stood up at once and bowed at a 90-degree angle.

I frowned at their sudden change.

"Did you all collectively eat something bad? Why are you doing things you never do normally?"

"After witnessing the miracle you showed us yesterday, we had a realization."

"At first, we were upset about losing to those C-Class guys, but as time passed and we thought about it, we became elated."

"Because you're in charge of our A-Class!"

The students looked at me with uncharacteristically sparkling eyes.

I found their gaze distasteful.

There was no way these kids, who were rotten to the core until recently, had reformed so quickly.

Unfortunately, character doesn't change easily.

They probably want to learn the secret to becoming stronger from me, train, and then bully the weaker students.

That was highly likely for these kids.

'I can see right through you, you sly bastards.'

I smiled faintly as I placed the attendance book on the podium.

The A-Class kids intend to use me. In that case, I'll also play with them like toys.

Until their twisted characters are fixed.

"That's enough flattery. It's so sweet my ears are dripping with honey."

"It's not flattery, it's our sincere feelings!"

"Sure. Anyway, there's something we need to settle."

"Settle?"

"Yes. Those who lost to the C-Class kids yesterday, step forward. You need to 'die' by my hand once as a wake-up call."

"Um..."

Even as they were putting on their best act, their expressions began to crack at my death sentence.

Seeing their flustered looks finally satisfied me.

I was annoyed seeing them act in ways that didn't suit them, but now I feel better.

"Since you keep talking nonsense, I thought I'd joke around too. I didn't bet anything other than promising to let you go if you won, so don't be scared."

"Phew...! Please refrain from such jokes."

"Irem, you're the exception. I warned you yesterday, but you still lost?"

"T-That's because you were giving real-time advice to the C-Class student...!"

"Are you going to make excuses and refuse to accept it like Professor Bradley?"

"Ugh...! Fine! It's not a big deal anyway!"

"You stay in the classroom after all classes are over today."

While I was happy about the thought of drawing Irem into the profound world of swordsmanship...

Creak-! Bang-!

Suddenly, the A-Class door was roughly opened.

Everyone, including me, turned their heads in that direction.

Someone familiar was standing at the door.

Once a mountain peak, now a cliff.

It was my childhood friend whose cherished pink hair now had only a few strands left.

"W-Why are you here?"

"That's what I want to know. Didn't you leave the Academy with Kang Jun-hyeok?"

"Answer my question first!"

"Still as hysterical as ever. To explain briefly..."

After the bet with Bradley, I was summoned by the Chairman and received a token.

Although I'm a contract instructor, I was granted authority similar to the Academy's Chairman.

The token was proof of this. It was probably given to ensure I wouldn't be disrespected by other professors.

Anyway, I took out the token endorsed by the Chairman and waved it proudly.

"I received a direct offer to become an instructor from the Chairman!"

Round two of the situation where a childhood friend I had cut ties with suddenly appears successful.

The Pink-Haired Slut's face began to contort severely once again.

Ch.149 - 144. A Misaligned Relationship Between Childhood Friends
From the Pink-Haired Slut's perspective, she has reason to feel wronged.

I rejected her without giving any explanation, even before she had done anything wrong.

But just because a potential murderer hasn't committed murder yet doesn't mean you have to keep them around, right?

Moreover, according to Lewen, who has returned from the future, the Pink-Haired Slut has never once abandoned Bern across countless timelines.

If she had stayed by his side even once out of childhood friendship, I would have forgiven her.

I would have cheered for her love from a distance.

But I was hoping for something impossibly grand.

Even if she died and came back to life, the Pink-Haired Slut's essential nature would never change.

"You became an instructor just months after being a freshman?"

"As you can see."

"This academy has really gone downhill. They're hiring students who dropped out because there weren't any decent educators?"

"I know, right? I find it a bit ridiculous myself."

I'm still puzzled about why the chairman offered me the instructor position.

What did he see in me that led to such an unusual decision?

Was it simply because I cleared Felix's dungeon?

But being an unconquerable dungeon conqueror is quite different from standing at a podium to teach.

If it were just about ability, they would have recruited a bunch of S-rank adventurers instead.

The fact that they didn't means there must be a reason.

"I don't know why they recruited me, but I'm doing my best as an instructor. Look, the students are following along well, aren't they? Right, kids?"

"Y-yes..."

"Woof! Woof!"

Except for Chaos, the other students' responses were lukewarm.

Clearly, the respect they had shown me before was just for show.

I thought at least one of them might hold me in awe, but they were all the same.

Thanks to that, I could push them around with a clear conscience.

"W-what? Why is there a dog inside the academy?"

"That's none of your business, and I need to start class now. So get lost."

"W-wait a minute...!"

I pushed the Pink-Haired Slut out of the classroom and closed the door.

Seeing signs that she was trying to come back in, I used a locking spell to completely seal the door.

"Hey! Open this right now!"

Bang bang-!

When the door wouldn't open, she started pounding on it.

I added a Silent spell to completely block both the impact and the noise.

She always makes a racket whenever she appears.

"Now we're going to start class, so everyone focus."

I tapped the blackboard to draw the students' attention to me.

I don't want other students getting involved in my personal affairs.

Some students seemed to be watching keenly, perhaps thinking they'd discovered a weakness, but I thoroughly ignored them.

It's not me who'll end up with a headache if they get involved.

Nothing is more foolish than letting personal matters slow down your growth.

Just look at Irem Seireun, the student council president—she's completely cut off her interest in the Pink-Haired Slut.

A wise decision. I felt that her position as student council president wasn't just for show.

"I don't understand why I keep getting entangled with not just the Pink-Haired Slut but Kang Jun-hyeok too."

I thought I'd never see either of them again after the incident with Hades, but I've encountered both of those bastards.

At this point, I was starting to think some evil spirit might be attached to my fate.

"Should I just kill them?"

My worries only deepened.

***

When I was young, my world changed after reading a fairy tale called "The Hero and the Princess."

It had a predictable plot about a hero rescuing a princess captured by the Demon King, but I was captivated by the book and naturally came to admire the princess.

I wanted to be a princess rescued by a hero too.

I knew it was a grand dream for a country girl living on the frontier.

Still, I thought it would be okay to dream, so I always carried the fairy tale book close to my heart.

Then one day, as if my earnest prayers had reached the gods, holy power awakened within me.

I alone received divine power that no one else in the village possessed.

Along with it came a unique sensing ability.

I could feel the various auras that each person carried.

At first, I couldn't quite grasp what this ability was.

Then, in the midst of this confusion, I received a divine revelation in a dream and realized what these auras meant.

The quality of a hero. The stronger the aura, the higher the possibility of becoming a hero in the future, as the deity informed me.

I alone knew who the future heroes would be—something no one else in the world could know.

If I knew who would become a hero, couldn't I become that person's princess?

From then on, I diligently improved my appearance while searching for someone who could become a hero.

However, there was no one in my backwater village who could become a hero.

My childhood friend Bern had a relatively strong aura, but it wasn't satisfactory.

I strongly expressed to my parents that I wanted to go to the capital.

Perhaps there would be heroes at Felix Academy, where numerous talented individuals gathered.

My parents worried it would be dangerous, but they reluctantly agreed on the condition that I take Bern with me.

It was a case of making do with what I had—if I couldn't meet a real hero, I'd settle for Bern—but I didn't expect him to be helpful in this way.

So I barely passed the extremely difficult academy entrance exam.

And finally, I began to have experiences I couldn't have had in that rural village.

It was quite unpleasant when Bern suddenly changed on the third day, cursing at me before leaving, but it didn't matter.

Because I had met a true hero.

An intense aura and handsome appearance that couldn't even be compared to someone like Bern.

His upright posture and clean impression captured my heart.

I became convinced that the one called Kang Jun-hyeok was the future hero.

With Bern, who would have been an obstacle, conveniently gone, I approached Jun-hyeok without hesitation.

He welcomed me kindly, and before long, we became lovers and even shared our bodies.

I was happy.

I thought that if I diligently helped Jun-hyeok become a hero, I would naturally become a princess.

And I believed that Jun-hyeok and I could live happily ever after, sharing our love for a hundred years.

Until that witch appeared...

Hades, who appeared like a comet and began to receive the love of many people.

That filthy whore used dirty tricks to steal Jun-hyeok's heart as well.

Even in fairy tales, witches appear to enchant heroes, so I came to believe that Hades's true identity was a witch.

I hurriedly tried to advise Jun-hyeok so he could come to his senses.

However, this cunning witch even placed a curse on me.

A curse that made my breasts, which I had cultivated for Jun-hyeok, and my glossy hair disappear.

I couldn't stand it, because she had taken not only Jun-hyeok's heart but also my precious efforts.

I tried strongly to break the brainwashing the witch had cast, but Jun-hyeok pushed me away.

It felt like the world was collapsing.

I had endured difficult days solely for him, but everything crumbled in an instant.

From that day on, I locked myself in the dormitory, longing for the happy past.

Just when I had given up everything, God gave me another chance.

A necklace that could connect me with the person I love for life.

Although its appearance was grotesque and made me hesitant to use it, its function was exactly what I needed now.

Heaven had not abandoned me yet. Reassured by this fact, I made a plan to reclaim Jun-hyeok from the witch.

And on the day of the plan, I encountered an unexpected person.

Bern appeared during a trouble that occurred when I bumped into a woman.

Seeing him, who had left me after hurling a barrage of insults, filled me with anger.

Moreover, he provoked me by saying that after leaving me, he had become successful outside and was now a millionaire.

What right did he have, a reject who wasn't even a hero...!

Since our relationship was already severed, I thoroughly ignored him and left.

And as my plan succeeded, I finally reclaimed Jun-hyeok.

And to prevent him from being seduced by the witch again, I confined him.

I know it's a crime, but I don't care. I'll do anything as long as I can make his heart mine!

Although Jun-hyeok and I have become criminals now, I firmly believe that in the distant future, Jun-hyeok will become a hero and I will become a princess.

With that conviction, I nurtured our love, but the man I had tied up escaped.

Thinking that he had been kidnapped by the witch again, I quickly tracked Jun-hyeok.

Jun-hyeok's aura could be felt inside the academy.

While searching for him, believing he must be somewhere, I heard a familiar voice from a classroom in the distance.

It was my detestable childhood friend Bern, who had abandoned me.

Previously, he had boasted about being a millionaire, and now he had become an instructor with the chairman's recommendation.

As soon as I heard this, blood rushed to my head.

While Jun-hyeok and I were going through difficult times, why was that guy doing so well?

As if he didn't care about me at all, he kicked me out of the classroom in front of his peers.

I can't forgive him. I wanted to destroy everything he had, just like the witch.

I couldn't accept the fact that Bern, not Jun-hyeok, was following the path a hero would take.

As my resentment toward Bern deepened, I felt the holy power within me turning black.

It felt strange, but I became intoxicated by this intense power I had never felt before.

I might be able to bring down both the witch and Bern simultaneously.

As my body filled with ecstasy, I noticed a paper posted on the bulletin board.

It announced the location for the academy's midterm exams.

This exam would be held inside a specific dungeon.

Seeing this, a very good idea came to my mind.

What would happen if all the students Bern was in charge of met with misfortune?

Some of the students were children of nobles.

If something happened to them, the responsibility would surely fall on Bern.

"Let's see how you like it...!"

I looked forward to the day Bern would fall.

Ch.150 - 145. Unexpected Guest - 1
On the first day, we did nothing but theory classes and a simple mock battle as a test.

This gave students the impression that classes were relatively relaxed, and on the second day, I initiated the real hell training.

After gathering all Class A students on the mountain behind the school, we started with stretching and PT exercises.

The magic department students, who had neglected physical training, began suffering from the exercise stage.

"PT number 8, prepare for full-body twisting."

"Teacher! I can't... can't! Huff! Huff! I don't think I can do any more!"

"No excuses. Get ready quickly."

The magic department students pleaded for leniency, but I casually ignored their requests.

Even mages need physical training in this era.

Just like Bradley lost his mind from my slap, if they aren't accustomed to pain, they'll break down during combat.

If a mage responsible for firepower becomes incapacitated, they can't deal with incoming magical beasts.

This would lead to the party's collapse, so competent mages need bodies that can endure pain.

"Had enough rest? Next, we're climbing to the mountain peak. By the way, those who don't make it within an hour will face punishment, so give it your all!"

After stretching came mountain climbing.

It was meant to build endurance, but doing it normally wouldn't help the swordsmen at all.

So I bombarded them with indiscriminate magic attacks from the mountain peak.

I reduced the power just enough to avoid changing the mountain's terrain, so it wasn't life-threatening.

However, I adjusted it to be painfully unbearable if hit, making it impossible to climb while taking hits.

"Are you insane?!"

"How are we supposed to climb through a hail of magic bullets?!"

"No matter what, the magic bombardment can't continue forever, right? He'll run out of mana before then."

"After all that, you still don't get it? The teacher we're facing is beyond common sense!"

Using eavesdropping magic, I could hear the students' wails from the bottom of the mountain.

Some students were waiting for the magic bullets to stop, but that was truly foolish thinking.

I was merely firing multiple basic magic spells.

My mana recovery rate far exceeded the consumption rate.

I planned to increase the power as time passed, so it was better to start climbing quickly.

"Fine, damn it. Let's see what we can do!"

Students began moving in earnest.

Some dodged the rain of magic bullets as they climbed, while others blocked them.

Every one of them was desperately trying not to get hit by the magic bullets, but it wasn't an easy task.

"Argh!"

"Damn it! I got hit in the leg while trying to dodge!"

"This is driving me crazy!"

As the students' advance speed increased, I concentrated my firepower even more.

The magic bullets became faster, and their spread range narrowed.

With the increased accuracy of the magic bullets, injuries began to occur.

When they became too fast to dodge visually, even students confident in their movement drew their swords to block them.

"How vast is this teacher's mana capacity..."

"He's ruthless. Absolutely ruthless!"

Thirty minutes into the training.

Even students who had passed the middle of the mountain in ten minutes had significantly slowed down.

By infusing elements other than fire into the magic bullets for multi-directional attacks, it became harder to respond.

Even magic department students who had been progressing smoothly with protective barriers now had to apply counter-elemental properties to their shields.

If they made a mistake, their barriers would be destroyed, and they'd fall prey to the magic bullets.

For this reason, screams from the mountain never ceased.

"Everyone's working hard, I see."

"Your Majesty!"

Chaos and Meryl had already arrived, taking first and second place respectively.

Chaos's athletic ability was comparable to mine, and his small body made it easier to dodge magic bullets.

Meryl, being a descendant of mountain goats called Kpeterios, was a fast climber.

Moreover, she skillfully converted mana so that her barrier never broke as she climbed.

No matter how exceptional a student might be, they pale in comparison to descendants of the Four Perils and spirit beasts.

"I... I made it!"

"Good job. Rest over there."

"Yes...!"

Irem came in third.

With twenty minutes to spare, she arrived at the peak and leaned against a tree, catching her breath.

Her clothes were wet and covered with dirt in places, suggesting she couldn't dodge all the magic bullets.

Still, by my standards, it was a fairly decent performance.

About ten minutes after Irem's arrival.

Other students began reaching the summit one after another.

Naturally, none of them were in good shape.

They all looked like complete messes, practically crawling to the top.

Including the last student to arrive, exactly half passed.

The mountain climbing training ended with half of the students failing.

"I am disappointed in the students who failed!"

With enough effort, even students without talent could have made it up.

Looking at the student data, I had planned the training within parameters that would allow everyone to pass.

The fact that they failed meant they either lacked motivation or started late trying to find an easy way up.

"Those who passed can rest, and those who failed will do the exercises again separately!"

"We have to do those hellish exercises again?!"

"Please let us off just this once!"

"No, I absolutely won't."

The hellish PT exercises began at the mountain peak.

The failures were pushed to their limits while those who passed watched with sighs of relief.

A new synergy was created in this situation of joy and sorrow.

Those who failed developed a mindset to take things more seriously next time as they watched those who passed.

Those who passed watched the punishment and became even more motivated.

Just because they passed now didn't mean they wouldn't fail in the next training.

This situation was created by appropriately using both carrot and stick.

"That's all for today's practical training. We'll have theory classes in the afternoon, so enjoy your lunch and be ready for the afternoon session. Dismissed!"

*Tap tap*

As I organized the training materials, I smiled with satisfaction.

All the Class A students were lying flat on the ground.

This was the result of rigorous training.

Chaos, the only one who remained unaffected, had gone into the shadows, and Meryl had returned to the dormitory briefly to get her forgotten lunch box.

Meanwhile, I entered the faculty office to chat with my fellow teachers.

There, I found the chairman waiting, sweating profusely.

"Chairman?"

"Oh! Perfect timing! I was just looking for you."

"Is something the matter?"

"Well, it's something difficult to discuss here..."

The gazes of my colleagues in the faculty office were directed toward us.

Some pretended not to notice, but I could see their ears perking up.

Since these young teachers generally enjoyed gossip and conversation, we couldn't have a private discussion.

"I understand. Let's go somewhere quiet."

"No, come to my office right away. There's someone who wants to meet you."

"...Understood."

Someone with enough status to make the chairman nervous was looking for me.

If that's the case, it couldn't be the Pink-Haired Slut who came this morning, so who could it be?

Following the chairman, I pondered and came up with two possibilities.

One was Princess Charlotte.

She knew me well. We were once comrades who escaped from the Dungeon of Lust.

And she was royalty.

Even though the chairman of Felix Academy held a high social position, it wasn't higher than the Holden royal family.

When royalty arrives, one must bow their head and adopt a humble attitude.

*If it's Princess Charlotte, this could get troublesome...*

[Back then, we parted ways early without much chance to talk, but now she might want to have a leisurely conversation.]

I didn't want to develop a close relationship with the one who would later be known as the Exploitative Princess.

In that sense, I hoped the visitor was Hades, the other possibility.

Hades's popularity was currently sky-high, and she was an idol heavily promoted by the kingdom.

When Kang Jun-hyeok's attempted rape incident was revealed, the academy's chairman had disappeared along with her.

If she visited the academy, the chairman would naturally be in a predicament.

*Hades has plenty of reasons to look for me.*

[With Chaos already here, it wouldn't be strange if she came too.]

*Right? So the possibility of it being Hades is overwhelmingly high...!*

I hoped the visitor was Hades rather than Princess Charlotte.

I had something I wanted to ask Hades anyway, so it would be nice to discuss it while looking at her face.

"Go in."

"Huh? Aren't you coming with me?"

"Regrettably, I am too lowly a being to accompany such a person."

"Who exactly is it?"

"You'll find out when you go in. It seems they know you."

The chairman even used honorifics while humbling himself.

I became anxious, thinking the waiting person might be Princess Charlotte after all.

I carefully opened the door and peeked inside.

The usual view of the chairman's office.

In the middle stood a woman with her back turned.

Sunlight filtered in, beautifully illuminating her flowing silver hair.

My momentary relief that it wasn't Princess Charlotte was short-lived.

As she turned around, I was quite shocked by her appearance.

"Oh! Finally, you're here!"

"What brings you to such a humble place?!"

"Does a mother-in-law need a reason to visit her son-in-law?"

It was Breeze, Rene's mother and the great Benevolent Mad Dragon.

That was the identity of the visitor looking for me.

Ch.151 - 146. Unexpected Guest - 2
I was in the chairman's office, having a private meeting with Breeze without Rene present.

The actual owner of the room was absent, and I was sitting alone on the sofa facing the Mad Dragon.

Even though we had been intimate, I was honestly still not used to her presence, and my body stiffened.

No matter how strong I'd become, I was still just an inexperienced mortal before a Mad Dragon.

"Do I make you uncomfortable?"

"No! Not at all!"

"Then why are you speaking so formally to me? We've spent a passionate night together."

Breeze, who had been sitting across from me, suddenly stood up and pressed herself against my side.

She didn't stop there, but poked my chest gently with her finger while wearing a seductive smile.

A sight that would have shocked Rene if she had seen it.

But I couldn't say anything.

"This, this is inappropriate, mother-in-law."

"Mother-in-law... I'd prefer if you called me by my name instead of such a title. You called me by my true name that night, didn't you?"

"That was because I got caught up in the moment and spoke without thinking..."

"Are you saying that your passionate coupling with me and my daughter was just a one-night game? Yet you freely called my true name?"

"I'm sorry..."

Breeze glared at me with her dragon eyes wide open.

I hurriedly bowed my head deeply and apologized to her.

Even if I was caught up in the moment, carelessly calling a dragon's true name was an unforgivably huge mistake.

A dragon's true name is not revealed to anyone who isn't considered family.

Even Ignite, whom I had been determined to kill, was just a public name, not his true name.

Therefore, the moment I uttered "Breeze," I could have been justifiably killed by her.

If someone not close to them speaks their true name, dragons erase that person from existence.

That was the law of dragons.

"Hehe, sorry! You looked so cute all stiff like that, I just wanted to tease you a bit."

"If you tease me like that again, I might die of a heart attack..."

"I won't do it anymore. You're our precious one, for both me and my daughter."

"Ah..."

Breeze returned to her original seat and picked up her teacup.

She moistened her mouth with black tea, savoring its aroma and taste.

"Human tea is quite delicious too."

Every gesture exuded leisure and dignity.

It was a fitting appearance for one known as one of the strongest Mad Dragons.

"So how are things going with our daughter?"

"Haven't you met with Rene—mmph!"

Breeze's finger poked my lips in the middle of my sentence.

She puffed up one cheek and expressed her dissatisfaction.

"The other things were jokes, but I was serious about not using formal speech."

"I, I got it."

"You could just speak casually without any formality, but I guess I'll have to be satisfied with this for now."

Breeze removed her finger and raised the corners of her mouth again.

I was sweating, wondering how to respond appropriately at every moment.

"I asked if you met Rene just now, right? Actually, I wanted to meet her, but she looked busy. So I decided not to disturb her and came straight here."

"I see. Rene and I are doing well. We've been busy lately so we haven't met, but we keep in touch often."

"That's good to hear. By the way, I hope I didn't call you here unnecessarily during your busy schedule?"

"Not at all. You came all the way from your nest to meet me, so I should welcome you no matter how busy I am."

"...You really do resemble him."

"Pardon?"

"Don't worry about it. Just talking to myself."

Breeze took another sip of tea and cut off the conversation.

But I had clearly heard what she said.

'Resembles him.'

Come to think of it, I remember hearing something similar when I first met Breeze.

She treated me as if she knew me.

Neither I nor Bern would have any reason to know a Mad Dragon.

Moreover, she was unusually friendly for a mother-in-law, even allowing physical intimacy.

Generally, mothers-in-law don't desire their daughters' husbands and become intimate with them.

Unless it was a dragon custom, but I'd never heard of such a tradition.

When I asked Rene, she also said her mother had been unusually emotional.

There was something Breeze was hiding.

My curiosity was piqued, and I felt the urge to ask.

"Mother-in-law."

"Why are you calling me?"

"Who is 'him' that you mentioned? Are you referring to Rene's father?"

"...Yes."

"Do I really resemble her father that much?"

"It's beyond mere resemblance."

"Then...?"

Breeze didn't immediately continue.

Only after showing a bitter smile tinged with sorrow did she finally speak.

"Unfortunately, I can't tell you now."

"I see."

"No need to look so obviously disappointed. I plan to reveal it to you someday. It's just not the right time yet."

It seems she has reasons for not being able to tell me right now.

Since she said she would tell me later, there was no need to force the issue.

Although I was very curious about what kind of person Rene's father was, I decided to be patient for now.

"So did you come to check on Rene and me?"

"That's part of it, but actually, I came because there's something I must tell you."

Breeze's expression turned serious as she straightened her gaze, all traces of playfulness gone.

I could tell this was no joking matter.

I adjusted my posture and listened attentively to what she had to say.

"While flying through the sky, I detected two intense energies in this vicinity. One was highly refined magical power, which I recognized as our son-in-law's."

"So that's how you knew I was here?"

"Yes. And the other one is the problem..."

A furrow appeared between Breeze's eyebrows.

It seems there was something concerning that I hadn't noticed at all.

"To be honest, I'm not exactly sure what kind of energy it is. It's sticky and murky, but doesn't feel particularly malicious."

"Does such energy exist?"

"This world is full of unknown entities. Even supreme dragons don't know everything."

Even I, with extensive knowledge of the original novel, didn't know everything.

Take Rene, for instance—she was a character who died in the original work, so I knew nothing about her.

But after meeting me, her fate changed, and unlike in the original story, she was alive and well.

And I discovered she was an incredibly lovable person beyond my imagination.

This world was full of things I didn't know, as evidenced by such examples.

Though I didn't particularly want to know about things like snow women riding yetis or dwarves pleasuring themselves with weapons made from bones.

"Anyway, be careful because there's someone emitting this alien energy nearby. It wouldn't be strange if they came after you at any moment."

"I'll keep that in mind."

"Good."

Breeze nodded with a satisfied smile.

Meanwhile, her hand had somehow moved to the buttons of her collar.

I couldn't help but flinch when I saw her casually undoing one button.

She's just hot, right?

Although summer was almost over, compared to the extremely cold snowy mountains, the capital was practically a sauna.

Since Breeze had lived in snowy mountains for thousands or tens of thousands of years, the capital would naturally feel hot to her.

"Whew...!"

Breeze unbuttoned a second button.

This was getting dangerous.

Her clothes were already thin, clearly revealing her curves.

With the buttons undone, her white skin below her neck was now exposed.

If she undid a third button, she would be practically half-naked.

"If the room is too hot, shall I cast an ice magic spell for you?"

"...How cute. Do you think I'm doing this because I'm hot?"

"Pardon...?"

Breeze leaned forward with a meaningful smile.

I could see the line of her voluptuous chest.

It was now clear—Breeze was trying to seduce me.

With Rene absent, there was no restraining force to stop Breeze.

Moreover, we were alone in the chairman's office where no one could easily enter.

At this rate, I'll be devoured!

"You're not really clueless, are you? You know exactly what's happening?"

"Please calm down, mother-in-law. I'm your son-in-law."

"Do you really think so? After taking half of my heart?"

"That was because it was difficult to refuse..."

"Regardless, you took it, didn't you? That makes you both my son-in-law and my husband!"

I had no room for rebuttal.

I had readily accepted the priceless treasure of a Dragon Heart without considering the consequences.

Dragons are known to give their hearts only to their life partners.

I knew this intellectually, but my body had honestly accepted it.

"You know what a couple should do when they're alone in a room, right?"

"Make babies?"

"Ding dong, correct!"

Breeze cheerfully answered and embraced me tightly.

After a moment, she pulled back slightly and wrapped her arm around my neck.

It felt like she was putting a collar on me, ensuring I couldn't escape.

Though unintended, it seemed I would need to draw my Holy Sword.

Rene, I'm sorry. I promised not to draw it again when you weren't around, but...!

Just as my zipper was slowly being pulled down—

BANG!

Without knocking, a female student burst through the chairman's office door.

"I brought your lunch box!"

"Ah."

"Huh?"

It was Meryl, who had left to retrieve the lunch box she'd forgotten at the dormitory.

Still not accustomed to human society, she fearlessly entered the chairman's office and...

Came face to face with the Mad Dragon.

A meeting between a dragon, called the strongest species, and a Kpeterios.

Far from feeling awe, my heart was actively shrinking in real-time.

Ch.152 - 147. Unexpected Guest - 3
With Meryl's appearance, the suggestive atmosphere disappeared, leaving behind an awkward emptiness.

A meeting between a hybrid of the current strongest species and the former strongest species.

What would happen?

I couldn't take my eyes off them, feeling nervous.

"Well, this is an interesting situation. You reject my love, yet here you are fooling around with another woman."

"N-no, it's not like that! Don't misunderstand!"

"Really? You two seem awfully close to me."

"We might be close, but we've never crossed that line!"

"Is that truly the case? Or is it just a lie to get out of your current predicament?"

"Please believe me!"

Breeze Sephiron's eyes narrowed, creating a tense atmosphere.

I desperately racked my brain to prove my innocence.

Though I hadn't touched Meryl, the situation was suspicious enough.

My breath felt heavy, but I managed to squeeze out some words.

"I swear I've never betrayed Rene."

"...I suppose that's true."

I activated the Dragon Heart inside me and declared confidently.

The Dragon Heart reacts sensitively to lies, causing extreme pain.

Therefore, when drawing on a dragon's mana, it's impossible to lie.

Breeze, who knew this fact better than anyone, believed my words.

Before I could even catch my breath...

Meryl, who didn't understand the situation, approached awkwardly.

"Did I interrupt something?"

"It's fine. You didn't really interrupt anything."

I said that, but her timing wasn't great.

She had walked in just as Breeze was trying to seduce me.

Even if I was fine with it, Breeze probably felt interrupted by Meryl.

"Kpeterios."

"Pardon?"

"My, you don't even know what you are?"

"Ah... I was raised by my human father. I don't know much about what my mother was. My father never told me about her."

"...The complete opposite of my daughter."

Meryl scratched her cheek with her finger, smiling sheepishly.

Meryl's mother was probably eliminated by the gods shortly after giving birth to her.

And Felix must have done everything possible to hide his daughter, who inherited Kpeterios blood, from the gods.

Imagining Meryl's past made my heart ache a little.

Losing her mother early, then losing her father with his short lifespan.

Living day by day in the library dungeon where her father's belongings were enshrined.

Being attacked as a magical beast by any visitors who happened to enter.

And if I hadn't found her, she would have lived in that small library until the end of her life.

I thought that the original "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" storyline had the worst endings for certain characters.

And most of those characters were people connected to me.

Bern Coolam meets an unjust death due to the Pink-Haired Slut's schemes, while Rene, Rin, and Breeze all die in the original story.

Lewen loses Bern, his only guardian after losing his blood relatives.

Prah disappears from the world, and most of the connections I made in the Northern Region lose their lives to the Mad Dragon's rampage.

And in Meryl's case, she would have spent lonely days in a dungeon with no more visitors.

*This is all so terrible.*

A world so bleak it could be called desolate, without dreams or hope.

The author claimed it was a happy ending, but that only applied to the protagonist and heroines.

Bern and those around him, along with other extras, met miserable ends.

"What's wrong? Your expression suddenly darkened."

"Well, it's lunchtime, so I'm quite hungry. I used up a lot of energy this morning, haha...!"

"I'm sorry! I forgot to bring my lunchbox today...!"

"It's okay, I forget things sometimes too."

"I'm sorry, I kept you here without realizing you were hungry."

"You don't need to apologize for something like this. It's not like I'm going to starve to death."

Meryl and Breeze here were also victims of the original story.

A lonely loner and a mother who lost her daughter.

My actions had helped them escape their tragic fates.

A strange sense of accomplishment welled up inside me, improving my previously gloomy mood.

At the same time, I wanted to work harder to ensure they could enjoy more happiness.

"Oh! Since we're all here, why don't we go outside and share a lunch together?"

"I don't particularly need to eat, though?"

"They say food tastes better when eaten together."

"Pfft! They say couples grow to resemble each other, and here you are saying the same thing as my daughter."

"Eh? You're married?!"

"We're still engaged."

"We just haven't held the ceremony yet. Aren't we essentially married already?"

"I suppose that's true."

As soon as the matters with the Magic Tower and Red Dragon were settled, I would propose to Rene and Rin...

No, I shouldn't even think about that.

It might become a death flag.

Anyway, my relationship with Rene and Rin couldn't be better.

"I see..."

Meryl slightly lowered her head, hiding her trembling lips.

I had a good guess why she was reacting this way.

She was probably giving up on pursuing me after hearing I was already taken.

If Meryl had decided to give up, I was planning to respect her decision.

Still, just as I was about to say something to keep her from feeling discouraged...

"Are you giving up?"

"Pardon?"

"Weren't you interested in my son-in-law? It's obvious you have feelings for him, even without saying it."

Breeze responded with her usual mischievous smile.

Judging by the way she glanced at me from the corner of her eye, she was trying to take over my role.

"Y-yes, but you said he's engaged to your daughter!"

"So what?"

"Eh? B-but if I pursue him, wouldn't that make me a homewrecker?"

"Pfft! Homewrecker? I suppose it might look that way if we're being technical. But did you know? The Kpeterios, your blood ancestors, traditionally practiced polyandry."

"Polyandry?"

"Yes. They had small numbers, with even fewer females. So female Kpeterios were famous for keeping multiple males."

This was new information.

Not something I wanted to ignore, though.

If females were rare, polyandry made sense fundamentally.

"They were also famous for being beasts who would hold non-stop group orgies day and night for a whole month when they caught a mate."

I wondered if the divine power (神聖力) that Kpeterios supposedly possessed was actually reproductive power (伸性力).

How could anyone possibly mate continuously for a month?

Suddenly, I wondered if the gods had exterminated them because they mistook their divine power for something else.

"T-that can't be...!"

Meryl's face turned red upon hearing about her ancestors.

Since she didn't even know who her mother was, it made sense she wouldn't know about Kpeterios mating habits.

"For someone who has inherited the pure blood of such a species to give up on a male she likes... Perhaps you can accept polyandry but not polygyny?"

"T-that's not it!"

"Then why are you trying to give up?"

"Because if I come between people who love each other, I'll just be a nuisance!"

"You can decide that after asking the parties involved directly."

Meryl timidly resisting and Breeze boldly countering.

It looked like an impressive debate, but it was actually insane.

From the perspective of the world I came from, what Breeze was doing was encouraging infidelity.

However, from this world's perspective, it might not be such a wrong concept.

After all, Kang Jun-hyeok in the original story practiced polygamy without any hesitation.

"At this point, I'd like to ask one thing. Why are you telling me not to give up on your daughter's fiancé?"

"Well, I'm in the position of openly trying to steal my son-in-law right in front of my daughter."

"...You're joking, right?"

"I'm serious! I've even spent the night with my son-in-law and mixed bodies with him!"

I couldn't help but press my forehead in frustration.

What kind of mother openly admits to coveting her daughter's husband?

I had my suspicions when I first met her, but Breeze wasn't right in the head either.

I felt foolish for thinking she would be normal just because she was called the Benevolent Mad Dragon.

"Anyway, don't worry about the details and act as you wish. For strongest species like us, that's the most natural way to be."

"Then..."

Meryl stared at me intently.

I could feel a strong desire for possession in her eyes.

Meanwhile, there was also a Mad Dragon glaring at me, just like Meryl.

The future that I thought had disappeared when Meryl barged in was starting to reappear.

This time, a sheep was added to the dragon.

"A-aren't we going to eat?"

"Did you know? They say food tastes especially delicious after exercise!"

"Rather than that, are you going to pass up the luxurious meal of dragon and goat flesh that's been prepared?"

The two started stripping off their clothes.

As I gave up completely, I thought to myself:

Who's going to clean the chairman's office...

Ch.153 - Side Story: The Lustful Supreme Species
The Chairman was truly dedicated to running the Academy.

There was even a bed in one corner of his private office, suggesting he occasionally worked late and stayed overnight at the Academy.

Or perhaps it was simply for taking naps, but knowing the Chairman as I did, the former seemed more likely.

Anyway, my body was thrown onto the Chairman's bed.

The sofa would have been fine too, but the reason given was that it would be too cramped when dealing with two people.

"Now then, how should we enjoy ourselves this time?"

"Somehow we end up mixing bodies every time we meet. Is this really appropriate?"

"Oh my, don't you like it?"

Rene's appearance made it obvious where she got her looks from—mother and daughter resembled each other closely.

When Rene grows up properly, she'll look exactly like Breeze Sephiron.

In that sense, Breeze's appearance is also to my taste.

Moreover, she had an embracing warmth and voluptuous breasts that I couldn't feel from Rene.

It was more than enough to stimulate my loins.

"It's not that I don't like it, but there's this feeling of taboo..."

"Don't worry about such trivial things!"

Breeze grabbed my clothes and pulled them upward, forcibly removing them.

Thanks to her, I ended up half-naked in front of the two women.

"You're much better toned than when we last met! This is paradise, absolute paradise!"

"Huaah...!"

The way Breeze admired my body with a deep gaze and smile was just like some old man.

Meanwhile, Meryl was covering her eyes with her fingers, yet still peeking through the gaps.

Her reaction, like that of a curious virgin, was quite refreshing.

But I had no intention of remaining passive.

"If you keep coming at me like this, I won't just sit still."

"Oh? What will you do then?"

"What else? I'll have to subdue you myself."

"Subdue... Do you think you can handle a Mad Dragon?"

"Why wouldn't I be able to? Before being a Mad Dragon, you're still female."

"So confident. Fine, last time I was on top. This time, I'll specially give you the lead. But if you can't satisfy me, you'd better be prepared."

"Don't worry. I'll definitely send you to heaven."

Previously, I was somewhat overwhelmed by the Mad Dragon.

Even after evolving my stick into a Holy Sword, I was still lacking against her tightness and technique.

However, during the time I couldn't meet Breeze, I honed my techniques with the women around me.

I even conquered Sestia, the proud Dragonian.

It would be an intense battle, but at least I wouldn't be defeated pathetically.

With confidence overflowing, I grabbed Breeze's leggings tightly and pulled them down.

As I pulled them down, I saw a transparent, sticky thread connecting from her crotch to her panties.

A line made of love juices. Looking at Breeze's face, it was flushed red.

Despite pretending to be composed, she was excited inside.

Sure enough, when I placed my finger against Breeze's slightly parted womanhood, her body trembled with a jolt.

"You're already wet even though I haven't done anything yet?"

"Actually, since we first met, my pussy has been aching and desperate. I thought it would be left unresolved after being interrupted, but just thinking about getting stuffed again makes my womb tremble, you know?"

"You're a pervert."

"I don't care if I'm a pervert. As long as I can be loved by your cock...♡"

Her vulgar way of speaking meant the warm-up was over.

Breeze's pussy was also full of willingness, so I was about to thrust all the way to her cervix when—

"Wait a moment, please!"

I stopped abruptly at Meryl's cry and looked at her.

What I saw was an astonishing sight.

It was surprising enough that she was lifting her skirt seductively, but my eyes were drawn to Meryl's private parts.

"I-if it's alright, could you do me first? I can't take it anymore...!"

Drip, drip-!

Love juices were flowing from Meryl's crotch, to an extent that calling it a flood wouldn't be an exaggeration.

Moreover, Meryl was spreading her pussy wide open with two fingers, and water was continuously flowing from her tightly closed hole.

"Looks like someone's more urgent than me."

"Meh...! I'm sorry. But I'm in heat, so...!"

"Huh? Didn't your heat end back then?"

"Well, you seemed to dislike me being in heat, so I've been desperately hiding it all this time..."

In the past, I had chosen to run away from Meryl's advances.

Because of that, she must have thought that overt seduction was a nuisance.

As a result, Meryl had been hiding that she was still in heat, telling me it had ended.

In reality, it was still ongoing, and her pussy was throbbing.

After that thought crossed my mind, I felt somewhat sorry for her.

"I'm sorry, but could I postpone your turn?"

"It's fine. Emergency patients come first. Hurry and treat her with your cock-syringe."

"When you say it like that, it actually makes me shrink..."

I hadn't noticed before, but Breeze's dirty talk was like that of an old man.

I should have realized it when she gave her appreciation of my body earlier.

Anyway, now that I had permission...

"Haah!"

"Calm down. I'm just checking something before we start."

"Oh, I understand!"

Dragons commonly had reverse scales as erogenous zones.

So what would the insides of a Kpeterios be like?

To find out, I carefully licked Meryl's stiffened pussy.

"Haah...!"

Splash-!

Just from a slight touch of my tongue, love juices sprayed out, soiling my face.

I had expected the juices on my tongue to taste salty, but surprisingly, they were sweet.

It felt like drinking fresh fruit juice.

"Huu...! Ah! Aang!"

Endless spurts of love juices and sweetness.

Unable to resist, I pressed my lips against her and invaded her vagina with my tongue.

Carefully sucking her womanhood, I slowly loosened her tight insides.

*I might get diabetes from this...*

No matter how much I drank, there seemed to be no end to the secretion of love juices, and my mouth became soaking wet.

Yet it was so refreshing without any fishy taste that I kept moving my tongue.

"Haang...! Eut! Meh..! Huuu!"

Multiple folds that contracted and relaxed. The surface was coated with sweet love juices.

It was enough to call it both a masterpiece and a delicacy, making me both anticipate and fear the moment of penetration.

If I put it inside Meryl's pussy, I felt like I would enter a new world instantly.

I worried I might become addicted to mating with a Kpeterios, unable to break free, just like Pelex.

"N-now please put it in...!"

"Alright."

"Haa...! Haa...!"

There's nothing more unsightly than backing out after already deciding to do it.

I laid Meryl on the bed and rubbed my cock against her nicely ripened pussy.

In an instant, my cock became moist with her juices, and naturally, the head wedged its way into the crevice.

The moment the tip entered, I pushed my hips forcefully, thrusting deep inside her.

"Hieut?!"

"Kuk...!"

Crack-!

Breaking through her hymen, I finally tasted Meryl's insides.

I shouldn't compare, but it was on a completely different level from the women I'd been with before.

Hundreds of chewy yet firm folds gripped my cock tightly and moved.

It felt as if another creature was living and moving inside her pussy.

"Whew...! I'm going to move, okay?"

"Hueh...! Aang!"

If I stayed still, I'd be at her mercy.

Still, since she was a beginner, I moved my hips slowly, gently tapping her insides.

Each time, Meryl hugged my back tightly and let out sweet moans.

"Meht...! I-it's okay! You can go f-faster...! Haang!"

"You adapt quickly. Well then...!"

"Kuhut! Ang! Ang! Aang...!"

Squelch, squelch, squelch-!

I shook my hips more roughly than before, rotating in various directions to hit different spots inside her.

Each time, Meryl's body jerked, and she exhaled deep breaths.

Moreover, as Meryl's pupils gradually dilated, she tried to cover her face with a pillow.

I grabbed her wrist and pushed the pillow aside.

As her face, stained with pleasure, was fully exposed, Meryl's face reddened and her eyes became moist.

She must have been embarrassed that all her vulnerabilities were revealed.

I pulled Meryl's shoulders and kissed her.

"Mmph...?! Mmm♡"

I inserted my tongue between her smooth lips and drank her saliva.

Surprised by the sudden kiss, Meryl was bewildered at first but quickly adapted and entwined her tongue with mine.

At the same time, her vaginal pressure increased, and her folds began to suck every corner of my cock.

"Hmm, mm! Paha...! It feels so good...! More! Ang! M-more...!!"

Squelch, squelch, squelch, squelch-!

The sound from our connection point changed completely as her vaginal walls created a vacuum state.

Each time I thrust and pulled out, it felt like her clinging insides were coming along with it.

If I swung my hips too strongly, it seemed like her womb might prolapse.

*This is a different dimension of tightness...!*

Meryl's pussy wasn't just nibbling at my cock—it was completely sucking it in and not letting go.

It felt like it was trying to monopolize it.

"Haang! Kuh...! Meht!!"

Meryl reached a state of ecstasy, sticking out her tongue, and began to shake her hips with her arms around my neck.

Dripping saliva profusely, and simultaneously, water gushed from her pussy as if a faucet had broken.

Meryl, who had been tightly hugging my face and craving kisses, transformed into a predator.

She pressed her voluptuous breasts against me, stroking and stimulating, and wrapped her legs around my waist to firmly lock me in place, preventing me from pulling out.

Her tail, which I hadn't seen until now, repeatedly tapped my legs, expressing her state of excitement.

"Haa...♡ Eut! Kyahut! Heung! Haang...! I can't...!"

"Kuk! Me neither...!"

Squelch! Squelch! Squelch! Squelch!

Hundreds of vaginal folds each tightly squeezing, intense expressions of affection, and relentless hip movements.

Now even her cervix was gripping the tip of my glans, sucking it in.

Without training, I wouldn't have lasted even a minute against such a masterpiece.

Proud of having endured this far, I embraced her body.

"Kuk! I'm coming!"

"Haa...! Haat! Kuheung...! Haaang!!"

The semen contained in my cock began to flow into her body.

As if wanting to drink every last drop, Meryl's pussy continued to squeeze and release, wringing my cock.

It was a premium-quality pussy that was hard to believe belonged to a virgin.

"Haa! Haa! Meheheh...♡"

Even while catching her breath, Meryl enjoyed kissing me until the very end.

She seems to have become addicted to kissing.

"It's great that you're both so into the sex, but don't forget there's another batter waiting, okay?"

"Ah...! I'm sorry, I got carried away."

"It's fine. Thanks to watching your intense sex, my body has heated up too."

Breeze's womanhood had become just as wet as Meryl's.

Judging by her moist fingers, she must have been pleasuring herself while watching Meryl and me have sex.

Having finished ejaculating, I carefully pulled out my cock.

If I pulled out too abruptly, Meryl's vaginal walls might come along with it.

"Now I'd like you to do me too, but before that...!"

"Ugh!"

Breeze knelt in front of me and grabbed my cock.

She licked the sensitive glans area seductively.

"Cock cleaning comes first, right?"

"W-wait a moment! It's still sensitive right after ejaculating...!"

"Mmm...♡ Slurp! Sluuurp!"

"Kuuk...!"

Breeze swallowed my cock to the base in one go.

She began to lick my cock with her long tongue while sucking it with a tightness comparable to Meryl's pussy.

She skillfully sucked the glans, urethral opening, and foreskin deliciously, while gently massaging my scrotum with one hand.

This was technique that could never be found in a beginner.

Knowing how to please me, she meticulously serviced my cock.

"Slurp! Slurp! Sluuurp...!!"

"If you suck that intensely...!"

"Mmph? Kyaha!"

Spluuurt-!

All the fluid remaining in my testicles and urethra was released onto Breeze's mouth and face.

This was a phenomenon that occurs when stimulation is given in a sensitive state right after ejaculation.

It was what's called shiofuki, another climax that comes after the initial one.

Some might find it disgusting, but Breeze didn't seem to mind at all.

After lightly licking the white semen, she even put her fingers in her mouth and sucked them.

Finally, she lasciviously licked her lips with her tongue.

"Hehe, you're healthy!"

Watching that scene, my cock became rock hard again, making me doubt whether I had actually ejaculated twice.

As an experienced woman, Breeze was skilled at arousing my cock.

She turned around and lay on her back, spreading her pussy wide.

"I'm ready anytime, so feel free to pound me as much as you want!"

"Whew...!"

It seems I might have to break the Chairman's bed.

Ch.154 - 148. Midterm Exam - 1
"Don't you think the teacher looks thinner somehow?"

"What on earth happened during lunch break?"

"Maybe he went to explore a nearby dungeon for digestion."

We had sex, you idiots.

More precisely, I was squeezed dry by Kpeterios and the Dragon.

I wanted to keep it moderate, but those two wouldn't let me go.

Breeze Sephiron goes without saying, but even Meryl discovered pleasure and clung to me without letting go.

Because of that, I ended up indulging shamelessly in the chairman's office until just before lunch break ended.

I'm not sure how to describe the chairman's expression when we finished.

"Class is starting."

Thud!

I slammed the book down on the podium, shutting down the spreading rumors.

Rumors in the Academy spread at a terrifying speed.

Even in the original story, countless incidents were caused by rumors, so I shouldn't give them any opportunity to dig deeper.

Only the chairman knows the full story.

He tends to be tight-lipped, so I should be fine.

Besides, the moment he speaks, this Academy would disappear under the Mad Dragon's wrath, so from his perspective, he'll keep the secret.

*The problem is how I'll face him from now on...*

A man who sleeps with the Mad Dragon, employed by me.

From his perspective, I'm like a bomb that could explode if mishandled, so things will probably be awkward for a while.

[Did you enjoy yourself?]

*What's with you now?*

[Damn! While I'm itching with desire, you're the only one having a good time...!]

*I'll take care of you when we get back to our quarters.*

[Ugh...! If you think mere caressing will satisfy me, you're mistaken!]

*Even with that premium whetstone you wanted last time?*

[I can't wait for tonight!]

From how Prahf's voice brightened, I could tell how much she enjoyed maintenance.

She especially welcomed maintenance with a whetstone.

In human terms, would it be like a body scrub?

Just as people have different preferences, swords must have their own too.

"This afternoon's class will continue from yesterday..."

"Teacher!"

Just as I was about to start, Irem Seireun raised her hand high.

Though it was annoying that she interrupted me, she was finally showing proper student behavior, so I let it slide.

I put the book I was holding on the podium.

"What is it?"

"I'd like to offer an opinion about the class."

"Are you saying you're dissatisfied with my teaching?"

I frowned and glared at Irem, causing worried voices to emerge from around us.

"Hey! Class president, what are you doing?"

"We're all going to die at the hands of this crazy teacher because of you...!"

"Damn it! Why are you making things worse...?"

Complaints about Irem erupted from all around.

Despite this, she continued speaking her mind without concern.

"The midterm exams are approaching. In that sense, I'd like classes that will help with the exams."

"Is that the kind of class you want?"

"Yes. Rather than meaningless content like one's mindset toward swords or affection for swords, I think that would be much more beneficial."

[Kill that wench immediately!!]

Prahf exploded in anger before I could.

The current class content clearly showed the relationship between Prahf and me.

Having that denied was enough to make anyone angry.

"Are you sure? You might be missing a great opportunity."

"I'm fine. I value the present more than the future."

I found her words interesting.

I wonder how Irem will react when she realizes the conditions for becoming a Grand Sword Master in the future?

I was curious, but since I probably won't be around by then, I decided not to worry about it.

"Fine, if that's the kind of class you want, I'll change it."

"Really?"

"You're not going to kill us later for objecting to your class, are you?"

"Don't worry. I have absolutely no intention of punishing you for requesting a change in class content."

After putting down the pointer I was holding on the podium, I pushed the podium to the side until it was flush against the wall.

When I turned around, all the students were tilting their heads at my sudden action.

They were confused, not knowing what I was about to do.

"What are you staring at? Come at me already."

"Excuse me? Come at you?"

"Why are you acting like amateurs? I'm talking about combat, obviously. Fighting multiple enemies is basic dungeon knowledge, right?"

"What does that have to do with us attacking you?"

"I'm saying I'll demonstrate it myself. The code of conduct when fighting multiple opponents."

"But we're not magical beasts."

They all frowned or narrowed their brows, perhaps disliking being treated as magical beasts.

But to me, it was just ridiculous.

"First, abandon the fixed idea that magical beasts move simply. You'll get taken out if you think that way."

"Even so, I think human movements are much more diverse than magical beasts."

"That's exactly the fixed idea I'm talking about, idiot."

There was a perfect example of a magical beast among them, but none of them noticed.

Chaos, wagging its tail while looking at me.

Classified as a magical beast, Chaos had reached a level where even I found it difficult to predict its movements.

I might barely be able to pressure Chaos using techniques and magic power that leave no openings.

But even that was just an uncertain assumption.

*Since I didn't tell them the truth, it's natural they don't know, but I can't shake the feeling that they're obtuse.*

[No need to make excuses for them. They really are obtuse. Refusing the opportunity to become the strongest and aiming only for the goal right in front of them—they won't amount to much in the future.]

*Are you still upset about what was said earlier?*

[Hmph!]

"Anyway, whether magical beasts or humans, it's all the same to me. Stop talking and all of you come at me."

"If it's sparring, wouldn't it be better to go to the training grounds..."

"Since when are dungeons wide open spaces? Fighting in a confined space is what gives it meaning. Don't whine later saying my demonstration was different from the real thing."

Crunch-!

Several students gritted their teeth at my continued provocation.

Yet not a single one rushed at me without hesitation.

They knew the gap between us, and they probably thought they'd be treated just like magical beasts if they charged recklessly.

I could almost hear the sound of them racking their brains everywhere.

*Even if they squeeze out a strategy, what these guys can do is limited.*

While they were deliberating when to make their move.

Finally, the students began to act.

The back row quickly retreated, activating magic circles or drawing bowstrings.

The front row picked up their weapons and blocked my path.

"Not bad."

It's foolish to rush in recklessly when there's a clear difference in ability.

That's why they're maintaining a certain distance from me while trying to protect the students in the back row.

They probably think they can target me if the firepower from the back row specialists is concentrated.

"But not excellent either."

I dove between the front row students who were standing firm.

If they consider the possibility of involving allies, archers need to be careful with every shot.

And mages can't use magic with strong range and firepower.

At least, that would be the case if this wasn't Class A, full of problem students.

Kaboom-!

Despite voluntarily entering the melee, I was showered with magic.

The students in the back row mercilessly unleashed magic that affected the front line.

Some magical beasts sacrifice their companions, but the students in the back row poured out firepower without any greater purpose.

"You fucking bastards! What are you doing?! We're getting caught up in this too!"

"If we want to break that damn teacher's pride, we have to accept some sacrifices."

"Why do we have to be the ones sacrificed?!"

"Well, it's better for us to be the last ones standing than you brutes who only have strength."

"I'll kill you...!"

No matter how you look at it, they're worse than magical beasts acting on instinct?

I told them to fight me, not each other.

I didn't cause hallucinations or sow discord to create division.

I just charged in first, and division naturally occurred.

"Sigh...!"

Self-centered and narrow-minded thinking.

It seems I should give up on fixing their arrogant personalities.

I either dodged all the projectiles flying at me or worked to collapse their formation.

Right after the front line crumbled, I dove into the back row in one bound, using the back of my sword to send them one by one to dreamland.

Some spirited students from the front line rushed to stop me.

Warriors who set aside personal feelings and focus solely on the enemy before them.

However, as they became desperate, noticeable mistakes began to appear.

"Your sword grip is sloppy. Even a light swing will deflect it at the right angle."

"Ah...!"

Clang-! Thud-!

I deflected the student's sword while simultaneously kicking him in the stomach, sending him backward.

As the students behind him were pushed back like dominoes.

Irem used a falling student's shoulder as a stepping stone and rushed at me.

It was excellent judgment and a clean posture, but her battlefield awareness was woefully inadequate.

I grabbed the collar of a nearby student. Using brute force, I pulled that student between Irem and myself.

A situation where her classmate would be hit if Irem thrust her sword.

She clicked her tongue, withdrew her sword, and took a step back.

Watching this, I pushed away the student who had served as a shield and charged in reverse.

"Ugh...!"

From a stance ready to bring down my sword, I twisted the strike to cut her wrist.

Due to the injury weakening her grip, the sword easily left Irem's hand.

I pointed my sword at her throat.

"It seems what you all need isn't education on dungeon conquest."

You urgently need character education.

"First, I need to turn you ill-mannered bastards into proper human beings."

"Woof woof!"

Chaos, who had been watching from the windowsill since the start of the battle.

At my words, it wagged its tail like a helicopter, eyes shining.

"No, not you..."

Chaos's presence felt surprisingly significant.
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"Ugh...! My head!"

Irem clutched her throbbing head as she opened her eyes.

She began to recall what happened before losing consciousness.

When she had requested a lesson that would help with the midterm exam, she was met with an abrupt challenge to fight.

The intention had been sufficiently explained, but there was clearly an ulterior motive.

However, the students' complaints about the newly appointed instructor had reached a fever pitch.

Class A collectively decided to accept the challenge and fight back.

*But...*

Class A, which had always been strongly individualistic, showed absolutely no unity.

There was no sign of coordinated attacks or teamwork—just individuals showing off their personal abilities.

Without coordination, even a group composed of talented individuals is nothing more than a disorganized mob.

In the end, the Class A alliance completely collapsed under Bern's assault.

"Awake now?"

"Ah..."

Bern sat perched on the teacher's desk, looking down at Irem.

At his feet lay a row of unconscious students.

However, when Irem checked the condition of the fallen students, she couldn't help but be horrified.

The human body has numerous openings.

Of these, men have two major openings and women have three.

In one of these openings, a sword hilt, scabbard, or magic staff had been inserted.

Irem recalled Bern's earlier threat that he would "stab them with a sword" if they lost the mock battle.

At the time, she had thought it was just a crude joke, but seeing what he had done to the other students sent chills down her spine.

It wasn't a joke but a serious threat.

"Come to think of it, I haven't carried out your punishment for the mock battle yet, have I?"

"Eek...!"

"I made the others choose between a scabbard or a sword hilt, but for you, I think I'll use both."

Bern stepped down from the desk and slowly walked toward her.

Out of fear, Irem reflexively reached for her waist, but her sword wasn't there.

She found it in Bern's hand—he had somehow taken it from her.

"Th-this is sexual harassment!"

"Go ahead and report it if you want, but be prepared for your family to be destroyed. Besides, why would I get any pleasure from dealing with snot-nosed brats like you? This is all for your own good."

"How is putting scabbards and sword hilts in unclean places supposed to be good for us?!"

"You might not understand right now. But in the distant future, you'll realize how meaningful my actions today were."

"D-don't come any closer...!"

"Just give up. It'll be easier that way."

Bern pulled out Irem's sword with his lips curled into a full smile.

To an outsider, it might have looked like a murderer about to kill Irem, but the reality was something far more profound and terrifying.

Irem's face contorted with a fear worse than death.

Wouldn't it be more honorable to be stabbed to death by a blade?

Such thoughts crossed her mind as she trembled uncontrollably.

As time passed and she received her sword back...

"Ahh...♡"

Unlike the other students, there was one woman who seemed to be experiencing pleasure.

***

A week had passed since I changed the lesson content according to the students' wishes.

Class A, which I was in charge of, had undergone a remarkable transformation.

"Teacher! You're here!"

"Yeah, I am."

A chorus of powerful voices greeted me as soon as I opened the classroom door.

Every single student wore a solemn expression.

Unlike the perfunctory greetings from two days ago, these were sincere—the result of a full day of combined lessons and mental training.

Even the most ill-mannered person becomes obedient when subjected to sincere discipline.

Their loyalty now rivaled even that of Chaos.

"I'll assume everyone's here and start the lesson."

"Yes, sir!"

*Click!*

Instead of textbooks, the students drew their primary weapons.

I felt a strange sense of pride seeing them take initiative without being told.

I stood firmly in the spot where the teacher's desk had been—I'd removed it because it was cumbersome—and the students rushed at me all at once.

"Sam, adding feints to your attacks is good compared to yesterday, but you should have hidden them more thoroughly."

"Guh!"

I dodged his sword strike and kicked him in the chin with my toe.

"Erin, it's been three days since you switched from a two-handed sword to a sword and shield as I advised, but you're still showing habits from your two-handed sword days. Be more mindful."

"Ungh...!"

I thrust my hand through the gap between her shield and sword.

Erin tried to hastily retreat, but my hand was already gripping her shield.

I pushed it aside with all my might and drove my fist into the opening.

"Oh ho."

As Erin collapsed, the students at the front line all stepped back at once.

The first wave was a shower of arrows. I dodged the ones I could and caught the sharper ones with my hands and magic.

After blocking the arrows, the second wave of fireballs rained down.

"Didn't I tell you yesterday? Mix various elements depending on your opponent."

I infused the arrows I had caught with cold energy and suspended them in the air.

*Snap!*

After identifying all the incoming fireballs, I flicked my finger.

The ice arrows flew toward the fireballs, neutralizing them.

"Ah, was this your plan?"

When ice met fire, a thick fog-like steam was created.

As visibility became blurry, the students in the rear were obscured.

It was a strategy that could only be used in a confined space.

"I take back what I said. That was an excellent choice."

The students were now actively using the advantages of their environment and location.

As their instructor, I couldn't help but praise them.

I'm not a cold-blooded taskmaster who only wields the whip, after all.

"Today we will definitely defeat you, Teacher!"

"Prepare yourself!"

"Your spirit is commendable. But you know..."

"Gah!"

"Argh!"

"What's the point of blocking my vision if you're going to reveal your positions with battle cries?"

I took a step back.

As soon as the two students who had shouted emerged from the steam, I grabbed them by their collars.

I smashed their heads together, then lifted their bodies and threw them backward.

I couldn't see clearly, but they probably hit the blackboard.

"Those two idiots just showed you what not to do. I hope no one else is stupid enough to make the same mistake?"

Several heartbeats that I could faintly hear suddenly quickened.

So there were others planning to charge in while shouting.

In battle, it's good to have hot blood, but if your head gets heated too, you've got things backward.

"Your voice isn't the only giveaway. Your footsteps are loud too. Quiet them down!"

"Don't you know that charging in this situation is a bad move? Forget your knightly mindset and act like an assassin, you fools!"

"Look at me openly revealing my position, and the rear guard just stands there because they can't see? If you created this environment, you should have planned for it!"

I shouted at the top of my lungs while facing the rushing students with my bare hands.

Since the day they challenged my teaching methods, I had given them a goal: land an effective hit on me before the exam.

The students of Class A had focused solely on this goal, ignoring all other classes.

We held battles twice a day, morning and afternoon.

Some professors complained, but I easily dismissed them using the Chairman's authority.

For the two weeks since becoming an instructor, Class A had been my responsibility, and I intended to turn them into indomitable warriors.

"You're still far from landing a hit on me, you bastards."

Students were sprawled everywhere.

They were all in tatters after being thoroughly beaten by me.

Though they had improved significantly over the week, they were still woefully inadequate.

I knew they couldn't easily close the gap between us in just two weeks.

Still, they were constantly improving students, so their swords might eventually reach me.

The steam tactic they showed today was quite innovative.

"I'll praise you for coming well-prepared. However, your countermeasures are still lacking. Especially you magic users and archers—reflect on this."

"Teacher, we had agreed beforehand that the front line would fight in the steam, so we couldn't attack recklessly."

"If we had attacked in that state, we would have been caught in our own attacks like last time."

"But if you do nothing, that leads to a critical loss of fighting power. I'm not telling you to sacrifice your comrades. Instead, you should have devised methods to attack the enemy without hitting your allies."

All Elf warriors hone their senses to the extreme, allowing them to target enemies even when visibility is poor.

Despite the differences between humans and elves, this level of skill wasn't beyond human reach.

Only by squeezing out every drop of blood and sweat to surpass one's limits can one approach heroism.

Bern was just unlucky.

Looking at his achievements and efforts, it wouldn't be strange to call him a hero.

"Anyway, develop your strategies together as a group, and make sure to fix the individual issues I pointed out. The midterm exam is in three days."

I ended the class by assigning them a kind of homework.

As I dusted off my hands and was about to leave the classroom...

"Teacher!"

"Tsk!"

The students called out in unison, stopping me.

I thought I could slip away naturally today...

"You haven't given us our punishment yet!"

"Oh, you showed considerable improvement today, so I'll let it slide."

"No! We still need punishment!"

"Please give us our punishment!"

The punishment time led by Irem.

The male students silently took their swords and left for the bathroom, while the female students remained in place, turning their backs to me.

In that position, they placed their swords and staffs beside them and stuck out their behinds.

At first, I thought nothing of it, but as time passed, I had the strange feeling that something had gone wrong.

"Come on! Hurry and punish us...♡"

It seems I may have poisoned Class A's minds.
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The three days passed by incredibly quickly.

In the blink of an eye, three days had gone by, and Felix Academy had arrived at the day of the midterm exams.

As soon as the exams were over, I would step down from my teaching position as promised and be free.

Even now, I was frequently receiving messages from Rene and Rin asking when I would return.

I wanted to finish the exams quickly and rest in their embrace.

Though that sweet rest period would be very brief due to war preparations.

"Are you leaving the academy as soon as the exams are over?"

"Yes, I was originally planning to leave early, but unavoidable circumstances delayed my schedule, so I intend to depart as soon as possible."

"I was really surprised when I heard that an investor like you had become a contract instructor at our academy."

"There was a contract that had to be fulfilled, so I had no choice."

"Don't you find it a shame? Given how you've reformed the A-class students who were notorious troublemakers, you could aim for a formal professorship."

"I'm not interested. Besides, I've caused some inconvenience to the other professors, so becoming a professor would likely be difficult for me."

Looking around, I noticed the other professors turning their heads away.

The glares that had been directed at me until just a moment ago suddenly disappeared.

It made sense that I'd earned their enmity, having controlled other professors' classes to mold the A-class students to my liking.

They probably resented me, a mere non-regular instructor, for disregarding professors' classes.

These were people with their own pride in education.

It was only natural that they viewed me as a thorn in their side.

"If you spoke to the chairman..."

"No. This might sound rude, but I have absolutely no interest in becoming a professor."

"Ah... Well, I suppose someone who's already struck it rich doesn't need to work so hard."

"That's part of the reason, but..."

In some ways, I have lovers waiting for me who require more attention than the problem students in A-class.

If I became a professor, they would surely come to the academy to find me.

Just thinking about the problems that would cause gives me a headache.

Besides, I can't afford to be tied down to the academy while the Magic Tower and Red Dragon factions are in the midst of their conflict.

Even these two weeks were time I had squeezed out, predicting they would have minimal impact.

"Ahem! Anyway, even if you leave the academy, I'll visit occasionally to hear about the progress of your research."

"Yes! I'll do my best to show excellent results, considering all the support you've provided!"

"That's more than enough."

I nodded and pushed myself off the wall I had been leaning against.

The Felix Academy midterm exams were about to begin.

The chairman stood on a platform erected at the entrance of the Brutin Dungeon, which had been selected as the venue for the midterm exams.

Below him, the professors stood in a row, and in front of them, the students of their respective classes were lined up in formation.

I walked over casually and stood in front of Class A.

While my enthusiasm was practically nonexistent, all the guys in our class wore serious expressions.

I had zero intention of imposing sanctions even if they performed poorly on the exam.

"I will now commence this semester's midterm examinations. First, we will hear some words from the chairman."

"Dear professors and students..."

It was the same kind of speech from superiors that I'd heard ad nauseam during my school days and military service.

I closed my hearing by manipulating the magical energy in my body and stared blankly ahead.

After shutting out the sound, I suddenly felt a subtle vibration of magical energy.

It was an unpleasantly death-like tremor that couldn't simply be ignored.

Forgetting that we were in the middle of the chairman's address, I began turning my head this way and that to find the source of the vibration.

The students were looking at me strangely, and the surrounding professors were expressing their displeasure, saying something to me.

To me, with my hearing closed, their shouts didn't even register as noise.

I was aware that I was behaving inappropriately by moving around while a superior was speaking.

However, identifying the source of this alien energy that I could feel on my skin was more urgent.

*This might be the unknown energy Breeze mentioned...*

It was something that even the mighty Mad Dragon had declared unidentifiable.

Moreover, it had such an insidious nature that even I only sensed it after completely closing my hearing and approaching the dungeon.

I didn't know where it originated from, but if it reached the students, I couldn't guarantee what would happen.

"I apologize, but please excuse me for a moment!"

Since I was leaving the academy after today anyway, I didn't care if I got fired.

I deliberately broke from the formation with urgency and threw myself straight into the dungeon.

***

"Th-that insolent fellow...!"

"Leaving during the time-honored traditional address?"

"Chairman! I'll go catch that guy right now!"

Immediately after Bern left.

The dungeon entrance became chaotic due to his sudden action.

Mainly professors who had been viewing Bern unfavorably created an uproar by rising up in protest.

However, the chairman, who was the one actually being interrupted, let out a small laugh at the situation.

"So even the chairman finds this ridiculous!"

"We must punish him severely to ensure this never happens again!"

"You're all mistaken. There's another reason for my chuckle."

"What? Wasn't it because of his escape just now? Or perhaps you gave him special instructions?"

"No, that's not it. I was quite surprised by Professor Bern's sudden departure as well."

"Then what exactly did you find amusing?"

When the professors expressed their confusion, the chairman put down the sound amplification artifact he had been holding.

Then he created a blue magical barrier around himself and them.

To prevent the students from overhearing their conversation.

"I find it amusing that words like 'time-honored tradition' and 'punishment' are coming from the mouths of those who engage in dirty deeds."

"Chairman! Withdraw that insult immediately!"

"Dirty deeds? Where else in the world would you find educators as upright as us? How dare you make such an outrageous statement!"

"It seems someone else should be apologizing right now!"

The professors' faces turned red with anger.

Those who believed they had been supporting the academy for years could not tolerate the chairman's outrageous statement.

However, the chairman simply shrugged his shoulders, unconcerned.

"Accepting bribes, falsifying grades, unauthorized use of magic, exploiting assistant professors, and so on. Did you think I wouldn't know about all the things you've been doing that teachers who educate students should never do?"

"Stop talking nonsense! We would never do such disreputable things!"

"Y-yes! You shouldn't make such accusations without evidence!"

"This is clearly defamation. I will earnestly petition His Majesty the King about what happened here...!"

"Go ahead and try."

In an instant, a heavy pressure bore down on them.

All the professors fell silent under the chairman's sharp gaze as he looked down at them from the platform.

His killing intent seemed to say: I did not rise to this position through connections.

"Did you say there was no evidence? Do I really seem like someone who would make baseless accusations?"

"T-that's...!"

"If you've done something wrong, shut your mouth and admit it. What are you grown adults doing, unable to read the situation?"

The chairman fired back at the professors in succession, as if unwilling to allow even a moment's rebuttal.

"Even though you're rotten, I've kept quiet all this time despite knowing everything, hoping that the students wouldn't see the corrupt side of the adults they respect. But things have reached a point where I can no longer stand by."

*Creak!*

Unlike the professors who were raging indignantly, the chairman expressed his anger in a low tone.

It was like a lion that had been quietly sleeping in a field where hyenas were frolicking suddenly opening its eyes.

"If you cannot coexist with an instructor who dedicates his time and contributes to the students, then pack your bags and leave. Felix Academy can no longer work with corrupt individuals like yourselves."

"...You may regret this."

"I'll take responsibility when that time comes. I won't say much more, so get out quickly."

The professors who had committed the offenses mentioned by the chairman all turned their backs and left.

They had formed a single organization and engaged in corruption.

That's why their departing footsteps couldn't help but be heavy.

They had earned the enmity of the chairman, who had once been a royal magician protecting the king.

"For your information, if you threaten the students in any way regarding this matter, I will personally tear you limb from limb, so I sincerely hope you won't make such a foolish choice."

The chairman casually delivered these brutal words to those departing desolately.

There was not a trace of sympathy left in his tone.

"Hmm..."

The chairman turned his head to look at the dungeon where Bern had disappeared.

Recalling Bern's expression just before he left, the chairman could only conclude that there was some problem in the dungeon.

Though he hadn't asked for details, believing there must be a significant reason, he postponed the exam temporarily.

*I hope nothing happens to him...*
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A cold and utterly frigid space.

Yet Sherin had willingly stepped into this darkness that somehow felt cozy to her.

Though it was a thick darkness that anyone would find unsettling, to her it felt like sacred holy ground.

As she brought her hands together to pray in that empty void, a small whisper reached her ears.

[Worship, pray, praise... not to the false immortal, but to the true immortal...]

"Ah...!"

At last, the voice of god reached Sherin, and her eyes began to cloud over.

She had pleaded countless times and prayed with a devout heart, yet received no answer.

But this time, her prayer had been answered.

It felt different from the divine voice she had heard just once as a child, but that didn't matter.

The fact that such a noble and august being had noticed her and spoken to her meant Sherin was willing to offer not just her liver, but her gallbladder too.

[I shall change your insignificant fate.]

"Th-thank y—kuhk?!"

[Death is both reward and new beginning—savor and relish it.]

Black thorns suddenly appeared in the void and began piercing Sherin's body.

They left no part untouched, from head to toe.

Instead of bright red blood, a black, sticky liquid oozed from each puncture.

As time passed, the black liquid that flowed from Sherin's body pooled together and engulfed the darkness.

The black liquid that had consumed the space called the void eventually formed into a sphere, transforming into something like a cocoon.

The unidentified being watching this scene with upturned eyes disappeared with a quiet murmur.

[Become the foundation for the king...]

***

The interior of the Brutin Dungeon was three to four times larger than an ordinary dungeon.

Even with a map acquired after completing it, one could easily get lost.

It was also famous for housing quite a number of magical beasts.

In the original "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," about ten chapters were set in this dungeon.

That meant it was spacious enough to accommodate all the Academy students.

"Are we really allowed to do this?"

"If the professors catch us..."

"Are you still on about that? I told you it's fine!"

"B-but what if something happens?"

"We absolutely won't get caught, so stop complaining and follow me! The senior Shun who graduated two years ago said he succeeded using this method!"

Three students who shouldn't have been in the Brutin Dungeon.

They had set up body doubles through the black market the day before and snuck into the Brutin Dungeon early.

Their purpose was simple.

To enter the dungeon before other students, achieve their goal, and get high marks.

"Instead of chattering, let's find the boss room!"

Every midterm exam involved bringing back the Proof Stone from beyond the boss room.

Fortunately, since the dungeon had already been cleared, there was no dungeon master.

Students just needed to defeat the monsters along the way, reach the boss room, and retrieve the stone.

The midterm exam tested various abilities related to dungeon conquest.

The better one's abilities, the easier the conquest would be, so the test results were determined by the time taken to clear it.

That's why the three rule-breakers had entered the dungeon early.

"Once we get the Proof Stone, first place is guaranteed. Then those stuck-up Class A kids won't be able to look down on us anymore!"

The male student revealed his true intentions.

He was a Class B student who harbored resentment toward Class A.

Before Bern became a part-time instructor at the Academy, he had been targeted and bullied by Class A troublemakers.

He had been nursing thoughts of revenge but lacked the strength to do anything but endure.

When he heard that Bern had taught Class A a lesson, he felt vindicated at first, but then shook his head.

True revenge should be carried out by one's own hands.

So he continuously devised revenge plans, and the current situation was the result.

The prideful Class A students would be certain they would take first place.

But what if they lost that position to a student they had bullied?

The male student thought there could be nothing more frustrating for them.

There might be retaliation, but he didn't care. That would only prove their incompetence.

*I need to find it before the midterm exam officially begins...!*

Though not luxuriously equipped, they were a three-person party with the classic warrior, archer, and mage composition.

As long as they weren't overwhelmed by a wave of magical beasts, they could handle the situation.

Despite struggling with elite magical beasts that appeared periodically, they gradually advanced.

The signal for the start of the midterm exam still hadn't sounded.

As they moved forward with hopes of claiming first place, an obstacle appeared before them.

"W-what is that?"

"It must be a magical beast, right? For some reason, I feel like we'll be divinely punished if we attack it."

A black angel statue standing in the middle of the passage, appearing to be in prayer.

The three showed signs of confusion at this magical beast unlike any they had seen before.

"Don't be scared! The danger level of magical beasts in the Brutin Dungeon is B-class at most, right? The three of us can definitely break through!"

"That's true. We've slaughtered all the magical beasts we've encountered so far."

"What's with me? I feel silly for worrying."

"You are silly."

They laughed confidently.

Crack!

Until the angel statue began to change.

Disgusting tentacles sprouted from the statue's back, and simultaneously, a black circle formed at their feet.

The three hurriedly tried to step back and escape from the circle.

However, their feet seemed stuck to the ground, unable to move.

"Ugh! What is this now?!"

"Let go!"

"This doesn't look like something we can escape from!"

They twisted their bodies desperately trying to break free from the circle, but to no avail.

Just as they were beginning to think they might have to cut off their legs in the worst case—

Crack!

The ground they stood on began to split.

As anxiety surged, the male student in the vanguard shouted.

"Attack the statue! This strange magic must be coming from it!"

"G-got it!"

He drew his bowstring, aiming at the angel statue with its protruding tentacles.

The arrow would pierce precisely between the statue's eyebrows and shatter it.

But before the arrow could leave the bow, something unexpected happened.

"What are you doing? Hurry and shoot—"

"AAAAGH!!"

"...huh?"

Black tentacles crawled out from between the cracks in the ground.

They pierced through both feet of the male student holding the bow and emerged from the top of his head.

Crackle!

At the same time, they tore his body in half.

"U-UWAAAAAH!!"

The horrific death of a friend who had been by his side just moments ago.

The male student who witnessed this couldn't help but scream as blood splattered on his face.

Fear began to envelop his body along with the denial of his friend's death.

If he could move, he would have abandoned everything and fled the dungeon.

But since he still couldn't move, his fear was maximized.

"D-Derek is dead?!"

"This must be a dream! A dream! A dream...!!"

The two couldn't accept reality.

Hot tears were streaming down their faces.

"Huk!"

As soon as the staff fell from the trembling hands of the male student at the back, tentacles pounced on him.

This time, instead of piercing, they wrapped around his head.

Crunch!

Without a moment's hesitation, the tentacles squeezed his head and burst it.

Blood flowed vividly between the coiled tentacles.

The student who had witnessed his friends' deaths twice could no longer make a sound.

He just shed tears endlessly and trembled.

His gaze slowly turned toward the statue.

It still appeared to be praying devoutly, but there was a clear difference from before.

Its mouth corners were turned up so much it was as if they were torn, while bloody tears flowed from its eyes.

The student couldn't close his mouth at this grotesqueness.

An angel wearing the mask of a demon. No, it was a monster worse than a demon.

Because it had hideous otherworldly tentacles that demons didn't possess.

And those tentacles were slowly approaching the last male student.

"Ah..."

How would he die this time?

Such a thought crossed the male student's mind.

He was certain that no matter how he died, it would be a horrific end.

A world without dreams or hope.

It was truly a dark fantasy scene with only death and a gloomy atmosphere remaining.

"KIEEEEK?!"

Until a man appeared behind the statue and touched its buttocks.

"It should be hard, but this butt is strangely soft..."

Bern, who had been wandering the dungeon and came after hearing the students' screams.

His hands were continuously fondling the statue's buttocks.

"Surprisingly addictive, very nice!"

He finished by giving the statue's buttocks a slap.

The statue hurriedly lowered its praying hands to cover its buttocks.

"Do you think you can block it?"

Bern looked at the statue with a grin.

Then he delivered a brief remark.

"I'll send you to heaven where your Lord resides."

Bern meant he would shatter and kill it, but the statue interpreted it differently.

Because of this, the bloody tears from the statue's eyes stopped, and its lips trembled.

The dark fantasy genre had just gotten deeper.
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The statue's buttocks looked strangely soft despite definitely being a statue.

Out of unintended curiosity, I squeezed the statue's buttocks.

*My eye for detail was indeed correct.*

As I expected, they were squishy with a nice grip.

They had the same texture as slime, creating an addictive feeling that made me want to keep squeezing.

But what's this?

The tentacles that had only been wriggling from the spine suddenly moved its hands behind to block access to its buttocks.

This meant the statue wasn't just infested with tentacles—there was a will residing within it.

And beyond the statue's shoulders, I could see the corpses of Academy students.

I wondered how these students had entered the dungeon before me, but there was something more important to focus on.

*...There's no doubt.*

The creepy movement of the tentacles and the aura that seemed not of this world.

It was that same alien feeling I'd sensed from Leviathan.

In other words, this statue before me might be connected to "That One" who lives in the void.

I had been looking for clues about "That One" anyway.

But my progress had temporarily halted when the elf who knew about the desert ruins' stone tablets fell into a deep sleep.

Should I just forget about it and move on with my life?

I was entertaining such thoughts when a clue appeared right before my eyes.

A once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

I whispered into the statue's ear.

"I'll send you to the heaven where your master resides."

Conversation with the statue would be impossible.

So it would be more reasonable to shatter it and examine the fragments.

"Hmm..."

Swoosh!

Perhaps sensing my intentions, one of the tentacles lunged toward my face.

I dodged it with a slight tilt of my head, but then other tentacles began to attack as well.

I read the movements of all the tentacles with my eyes, deflecting them with my palms while dodging.

For the persistent tentacles, I sliced them with the edge of my hand or tore them off by stomping on them.

This oddly feels like fighting my students.

I didn't feel the overwhelming power I'd sensed from Leviathan.

While this would be a nightmarish opponent for students, to me it was child's play.

*I must have gotten considerably stronger.*

[You still don't see yourself objectively. More importantly, use this body already!]

*Alright.*

Even though I could have handled this opponent without using Prah, I drew my sword.

Until now, I'd only been using my fists to match the students' level, which had built up quite a bit of frustration in Prah.

Sometimes I needed to go all out to improve her mood.

*I'll let you go wild as you wish.*

[Finally, a shower in enemy blood!]

*It's a statue, so there won't be any blood, you know?*

[It's just a figure of speech! Don't take it so literally!]

While verbally sparring with Prah, I continued the battle.

I lowered my upper body and took a step forward.

I cut through a tentacle passing over my head while kicking off the ground to jump high.

Bang!

Tentacles rushing from both sides missed me by a hair's breadth and struck the innocent ground instead.

As soon as I landed lightly on the ground, I jumped slightly backward and placed my hands on the ground.

From a handstand position, I pushed off with my arms and repeated the tumbling.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Thorn-like tentacles sprouted from the ground where I had been standing.

There were at least twenty of these protruding tentacle thorns.

I realized there were more tentacles hidden at the base of the statue besides those on its back.

"Hm?"

Suddenly my body wouldn't move, as if bound by ropes.

I thought it might be paralytic poison, but there was no way poison could enter my body without even a scratch.

The air was quite clean too, so if I was restrained, there had to be another reason.

I carefully looked down at my feet.

There, drawn on the dirt floor beneath me, was a black oval.

"You're doing something interesting, aren't you?"

I grinned and thrust Prah into the ground.

A swordsman had put down his sword. The statue's tentacles, mistakenly thinking I had given up, all approached me at once.

There's a limit to misunderstandings.

"Unfortunately, I prefer to do the penetrating, not being penetrated."

Bang!

With a sound like fireworks, a large amount of blood erupted from the ground.

The blood seeped out like volcano magma, covering the ground.

As the black circle disappeared, my body could move freely again.

"Since you did such a cute little trick, I should return the favor, right?"

I picked up Prah, which I had stuck in the ground.

I gripped the handle firmly and swung.

Using some of my space-cutting power, I drew a single line in the air.

Crack!

A spatial fracture spread like tree roots.

Since I had controlled my power moderately, it wasn't as large as before.

But it was enough to deal with a single statue.

The statue, along with its tentacles, was shattered by the power that cut through space.

[Is it defeated?]

*Hey, you...!!*

Did she want to enjoy the fight more?

Prah had uttered a resurrection spell that should never be spoken.

Sure enough, the scattered fragments of the statue and tentacle pieces were trembling and floating in the air.

"Absolute Zero."

Since it showed signs of regenerating, I quickly froze all the fragments.

Using Prihart's power, I manifested a rapid freezing spell without even drawing a magic circle.

A significant amount of mana drained from my body—this was a power that would be burdensome even for a devotee of the ice god.

It might have been a hasty choice, but I couldn't just stand by and watch the enemy resurrect.

After using such a powerful technique to defeat it, it would be embarrassing if it came back to life without a scratch.

[Why did you suddenly shout? Did this body do something wrong?]

*Of course, because you resurrected...! Ah, never mind.*

[How boring.]

Even if I explained that it was a resurrection spell, Prah wouldn't easily accept it.

It wasn't an actual resurrection spell but more like a jinx or superstition.

There had been cases in Adokchoe where bosses suddenly came back to life after the same line was spoken.

For that reason, since this was also a world within a novel, the power of a single word might apply.

I should watch what I say, awake or asleep.

"Hey, are you alright?"

"T-Teacher, my friend...!"

"..."

"My friend right in front of me...! Sob!"

I approached the male student who was the only survivor.

Near him were two corpses, damaged beyond recognition as human.

In front of them, the blood-covered male student was hugging himself and sobbing.

"I won't ask how you ended up here. But this accident is your responsibility for entering the dungeon without safety measures or a supervising professor."

"Ah...!"

The male student collapsed on the spot and slowly lifted his friend's crushed head, embracing it.

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

Still trembling, he began to mutter what seemed to be apologies.

It was a pitiful sight, but there was nothing I could do.

I wasn't a saint. Even if I were, I couldn't resurrect someone who was already dead.

The only way to bring back the dead was to turn them into undead.

But turning humans into undead was a taboo act within the kingdom.

I could only express my condolences and leave.

[Are you just going to leave?]

*There's nothing I can say.*

[That's true, but it would be better to escort him back to the entrance...]

*If this statue had been the entity I was looking for, I would have.*

I continued while kneading the thawed fragment of the statue's buttocks.

"This statue is just a small part. The source is deep within the dungeon."

[So it doesn't end with the statue...]

"It's natural you don't know. Only Breeze and I can sense the void's energy."

When I closed my hearing again, I felt a dense energy coming from the path leading inward.

The void's source had definitely created or summoned the statue.

For the students' safety and to satisfy my curiosity, I needed to go all the way to the end of the dungeon.

"This is it."

A place filled with an intensely alien energy.

The surroundings rapidly darkened, giving me the feeling of being in the middle of a pitch-black room.

After walking for a long time, trusting my intuition in a space where the end was nowhere in sight no matter how far I walked.

We finally reached a mysterious cocoon.

It was round and just the right size for one person to fit inside.

While I thought there might be a student abducted by the void, like the student from earlier.

Somehow, I instinctively felt the urge to split the cocoon in half.

[What's wrong?]

"Hmm... I just feel like cutting it open for some reason."

[Then why not just cut it?]

"I guess so?"

Unlike before, it didn't kill people but kept them trapped in cocoons.

This means there's a high possibility it's turning people into some other kind of monster.

It's a scene that often appears in movies and animations.

Rather than being reborn as a monster, it would be better to die here.

Believing that whoever was inside would think the same, I swung my sword at the cocoon.

"Ugh!"

Clang!

Prah bounced off as if the cocoon had some kind of protective barrier.

I was shocked first by the fact that Prah was repelled, and second by the fact that the cocoon suddenly cracked and began to hatch.

It would be wise to end the monster inside the cocoon before it hatched.

However, it was realistically impossible to prevent the hatching of a cocoon that even Prah couldn't penetrate.

In the end, I had no choice but to watch the hatching scene.

Crack!

As the cocoon split open, a woman with pitch-black moth wings emerged from the gap.

The moment she appeared, an intense pressure began to weigh down on both my shoulders.

If she could exert pressure on me, she was definitely not an opponent to be taken lightly.

While staring at the woman with tension.

"Puhah!"

I saw it.

Even though her pink hair had turned black, it couldn't hide the shiny bald head...

"The curse works well, I see."

It seems that even in rebirth, baldness couldn't be cured.

Ch.159 - 153. Persistent Ill Fate-2
I didn't recognize her for a moment due to how drastically she had changed.

She had become something that could hardly be called human.

Her skin was blackened as if burned, with four elongated slits for eyes. Tentacles sprouted from her hips, and moth-like wings grew beneath her shoulder blades.

In this ambiguous situation where I couldn't quite classify her as an insect-human hybrid, I recognized the Pink-Haired Slut's identity.

This curse wasn't in the original story, but appeared because I had twisted causality.

I could tell it was her from the shiny, egg-like shell on top of her head.

[Couldn't it be someone else?]

*Even in the original work, monsters and bosses with female forms all had flowing hair.*

This was a world inside a novel.

Since I had entered a pre-written story, there were almost no women with circumstances like the Pink-Haired Slut.

Therefore, considering the time, place, and characteristics, the monster before me was most likely the Pink-Haired Slut.

*I don't know why she became connected to the void, but...*

This development wasn't in the original work, so I decided to investigate step by step.

"You son of a bitch...!"

"Oh, you can still talk? I thought you'd forgotten human language after devolving into a monster."

"I didn't devolve! I was actually evolving into my true self after being chosen by the Lord! But you interrupted my evolution!"

"Ah! Sorry, because of my interference, part of you ended up 'in-complete'?"

Crack!

Rage filled her expression as a crack formed between the brows of the Pink... no, the Black-Haired Slut.

It seemed her skin wasn't natural but rather wrapped in some kind of black substance.

Once the shell peeled off, she would probably be reborn as a full-fledged monster.

It was clear that the Black-Haired Slut's evolution wasn't complete.

"I'll kill you whether you're my childhood friend or not...!"

"Good. As it happens, I feel exactly the same way."

A long, bitter relationship.

Even after cutting ties and voluntarily leaving the Academy, I kept crossing paths with the Pink-Haired Slut.

I thought death was the only solution.

But I had no justification to kill the Black-Haired Slut. Since I was the one who left first, she hadn't committed adultery.

Bern and the Black-Haired Slut ended up as a married couple in the epilogue.

So even though I knew the future, I couldn't just kill her without reason.

*But now it's different.*

The Black-Haired Slut had abandoned her humanity and transformed herself into something close to a magical beast.

A statue with the same energy as hers had killed two students.

Thanks to that, I now had justification to kill her.

I drew my sword and naturally squared off against the Black-Haired Slut.

I quietly glared at her while assessing her level.

A few days ago, I wouldn't have needed to gauge her strength.

But now she possessed a pressure that made my skin tingle.

It reminded me of the sensation I felt when encountering Asmodeus.

However, compared to that ancient demon, she was still far inferior.

In other words...

"You're still no match for me."

If the Black-Haired Slut had been given more time, we might have had a proper fight.

But due to insufficient preparation time, she couldn't react to my movements.

Crunch! Rip!

Without even needing to lunge forward, I approached her in an instant and tore off her right arm.

Only after I'd torn it off did her eyes begin to track me.

This confirmed that I definitely had the advantage in speed.

"It's useless!"

Black liquid gushed from the severed arm's cross-section.

The liquid quickly solidified, forming a new arm for the Black-Haired Slut.

Her regenerative ability was beyond human.

"Then how about burning you?"

While tearing off her arm, I had already inscribed a magic circle on her body.

Whoosh!

When I clenched my fist, the magic circle exploded, engulfing her in flames.

Her entire body slowly melted, her skin sizzling as it burned, but amazingly, the rate of combustion and regeneration were similar.

"Lightning."

Boom!

With the intention of burning her completely in one go, I dropped lightning on the Black-Haired Slut's head.

The ground split in multiple directions, sending stone fragments flying everywhere.

The extreme lightning bolt scorched her body, but this too was ineffective.

"Do your worst! No matter how much you struggle, you can't defeat me who has received divine protection!"

"Really? Then let's see how long this divine protection of yours will last."

The void shown by Leviathan could generate various elements.

If void is considered a single attribute, elemental magic might have minimal effect.

I needed to physically cut her body into pieces or crush it.

That seemed to be the only way now.

"Don't think I'll just stand here taking hits!"

A translucent sphere formed above the Black-Haired Slut's right hand.

She hurled the sphere at me—something that would be missed if not watched carefully.

As I easily dodged by twisting my body, the Black-Haired Slut slightly raised the corner of her mouth.

Glancing back, I saw the sphere that had passed by was now turning around to target me again.

Unavoidable.

If that was the case, I had no choice but to physically cut through it.

I swung Prah and split the sphere in two.

The halved sphere passed by on either side.

When it fell powerlessly to the ground and made contact...

Woong!

With an ominous sound, it devoured part of the ground.

The ground was precisely hollowed out in the shape of a hemisphere.

"You're using an interesting power?"

"This is holy power imbued with divine strength!"

"Holy power?"

"Yes! It's the power of the Supreme God that no other deity can approach!"

The Black-Haired Slut, now transformed into a proper fanatic, raised both arms and laughed like a madwoman.

When she finally lowered her head, she displayed a disgustingly ecstatic smile.

"This power... personally bestowed upon me by God! It's incomparable to the power held by a mortal like you!"

"You've gone completely insane. If you're going to go mad, couldn't you do it more gracefully?"

"I don't care if I'm insane! Because God sees my love and supports me!"

The Black-Haired Slut now created not just one, but a mass of spheres.

These guided spheres of annihilation were troublesome.

Fortunately, Prah wasn't annihilated, but if they touched my body, my future would be like that hollowed-out ground.

[So the conclusion is to cut everything down?]

*Yes.*

Prah's rune burned blue.

The sword I was gripping tightly split and floated into the air.

"Huh...?"

The number of swords created by the replication ability matched the number of spheres, and I cut down all the spheres before the Black-Haired Slut could react.

After cutting the spheres, the swords continued to slash at her like savage beasts baring their teeth.

However, the replication ability's killing power was somewhat lacking.

I changed Prah's rune, surrounding the sword with bloody energy.

I charged in holding Prah, which had transformed to resemble a spear more than a sword.

Tentacles extended from the Black-Haired Slut's tail, but I had no intention of dodging.

The high-density bloody energy annihilated the tentacles before they could touch my body.

A single thrust aimed at her heart.

Just before the blood-soaked tip of the sword could reach her left chest, it missed because the Black-Haired Slut twisted her body.

But I still managed to pierce through her as intended and pin her to the wall.

"Let go...!"

"Would you let go if you were me?"

"W-wait, what are you trying to do?!"

I quickly removed my right hand from the handle.

"Ugh!"

Crack!

Then, with my right hand, I stabbed into the Black-Haired Slut's vast chest-like wilderness and dug deep.

Hot, sticky blood clung to my arm, and simultaneously, my fingertips touched something heavy.

Realizing it was her heart, the corners of my mouth rose involuntarily.

"It was nice meeting you, but let's never see each other again."

"Aaaaargh!!"

With her heart in my grasp, I squeezed and burst it.

Even a magical beast dies when its heart bursts.

A thrill ran through my body as I thought about how I had burst the heart of my shitty childhood friend, ending our bitter relationship.

With this, the Doormat Husband ending was no more.

"...Not yet."

"Ha!"

She didn't die instantly despite having her heart burst.

Even worse, the heart tissue that had scattered in all directions was returning to its original place.

A hollow laugh escaped my lips at this insane regenerative ability.

"It's not over yet!!"

The Black-Haired Slut roared while black blood streamed from her mouth and nose.

She resembled a ghost from a horror game letting out a horrific scream.

If her heart could regenerate, her head might reattach even if I cut it off.

In that case...

"Then I'll shatter you without leaving a trace."

On the back of my right hand that had pierced the Black-Haired Slut's chest was the mark of Prihart.

I manipulated the mana circuit in my body and concentrated mana at that single point.

"What are you doing now...!"

"Don't worry, I'm just going to put you into a very long hibernation."

"N-no!"

Crack!

The area around the mark grew cold as it slowly froze her heart.

Ice spread from the hole in her heart to every corner of the Black-Haired Slut's body.

When I finally pulled out my hand, the Black-Haired Slut had become an ice statue with a terrified expression.

It seemed she could regenerate but couldn't thaw herself out.

[It's over.]

"Yes. I'm finally done with that insufferable face."

I pulled out Prah and raised my arm.

I intended to bring the sword down hard to shatter the ice statue.

I planned to create a space in the dungeon basement and trap the Black-Haired Slut there as an ice sculpture forever.

[That is premature.]

With a mysterious voice, a hole formed beneath the frozen Black-Haired Slut, and she disappeared into it.

As a result, my sword cut through empty air.

Once again, I failed to sever this cursed relationship.

Hot blood rushed to my head.

What made it worse was that the owner of the voice was nowhere to be seen.

"Who are you?"

[I am Kshathra. An immortal who does not exist in this land.]

"I don't care if you're Kshathra or Doritos, but you're the one who took the Black-Haired Slut? Give her back right now."

[That is impossible. This lowly creature is still in an incomplete state, woefully inadequate to serve as foundation material.]

"Didn't you hear me say give her back?"

[Wait. The time of dominion is not far off.]

It was unclear where the mysterious voice was coming from.

But since Kshathra was clearly beyond the hole, I boldly stepped toward it.

I intended to go in directly, finish off the Black-Haired Slut, and kill Kshathra too.

However, before I could enter, the hole shrank and completely disappeared.

He had left after toying with me until the very end.

As rage rose to the top of my head and I was about to demolish the entire dungeon,

A final sentence lingered in my ears.

[On the night you reign as the true king, I shall come to you and conceive new life.]

"W-what the fuck?"

My mind instantly went cold.
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"Contractor, I knew you were a promiscuous person, but to think you'd extend your hand even to an unknown deity..."

"No! I never did that!"

This is so unfair.

I've built various relationships since coming to this world, but my only divine connections have been with the Great Earth Mother and Prihart.

However, Prihart is a male god, and I've only managed to get on the Great Earth Mother's bad side.

How could I possibly make advances on a goddess when all I've done is get scolded?

I'm the one who wants to ask Kshathra what I've done to deserve his favor.

I wanted to hear more details, but Kshathra had already departed.

"It's really full of incomprehensible things."

While the last statement had the strongest impact, the other things he said were also enigmatic.

What did he mean by reigning as king?

I don't have even a grain of rice worth of desire to become a king.

Yet Kshathra spoke of it casually, as if it were a predetermined future.

It was hard to believe, but it kept bothering me.

[By the way, have you never heard of the deity Kshathra before?]

"No. There wasn't even a mention of him, let alone an appearance."

Other gods were frequently involved in various incidents.

Even Prihart, who was buried in history after his temple was destroyed by the Mad Dragon, was mentioned in documents.

Kshathra was completely unheard of.

Even the void, which I assume Kshathra governs, is merely a concept of power that I arbitrarily established when coming to this world.

Judging by his introduction as an immortal, he's definitely a being above gods.

I don't know what kind of deity he is.

*I don't even understand what he meant by "fertilizer"...*

At least it was good to know that the Pink-Haired Slut, who had been boasting about being chosen by a god, was actually just considered fertilizer.

That's the only positive.

The fact that I couldn't finish off the Pink-Haired Slut and she was taken by Kshathra remains unchanged.

"All I got were these things."

A fragment of an angel statue and one of the Pink-Haired Slut's arms, now stained black.

I should give these to Hades soon and ask her to examine them, but I've never given her any rewards despite constantly using her services.

I should meet with her this time and acknowledge her hard work.

[Oh! Contractor, wait a moment before you leave!]

"Why?"

[I sensed something with an energy similar to mine beyond the wall where you and the Pink-Haired Slut stabbed. It might be good to break down the wall and see.]

"Similar energy? You mean a Demonic Sword?"

[No, not that. But it feels like something with a similar essence.]

I threw the Pink-Haired Slut's arm into my subspace and tried to recall.

Thinking back to whether there was any reward from the Brutin Dungeon in the original story.

Something did come to mind.

Though it was debatable whether it could be called a reward.

Kang Jun-hyeok, who awakened to use a powerful technique to save a comrade in danger.

The aftermath of his technique caused a wall to collapse, revealing a broken pocket watch.

After all the fighting ended, Kang Jun-hyeok happened to find it and picked it up, but an appraisal revealed it was just a watch with no special effects.

And the pocket watch was naturally forgotten.

I thought it was an important plot point, but nothing about the watch was ever revealed until the end.

*So I assumed it was just one of the settings the author forgot about...*

But Prah was reacting to the broken pocket watch.

It seems it was an artifact that would have a different value when obtained by me rather than Kang Jun-hyeok.

I can't help but covet such an item.

"It's beyond this wall, right?"

[Yes, if this one is not mistaken.]

"Don't worry about that. Your intuition is probably correct."

There were clear sword marks on the wall.

When I placed my hand on it and used detection magic, I sensed a round object not too deep inside.

It was definitely the pocket watch that Kang Jun-hyeok had picked up in the original story.

I carefully inscribed a magic circle on the wall to avoid damaging the watch.

Using matter transformation magic, I gradually dissolved the solid stone wall into liquid.

Eventually, the wall completely melted, revealing a cross-section of the pocket watch.

A copper pocket watch, rusted and faded.

Afraid it might crumble if I squeezed too hard, I carefully inserted two finger joints and pulled it out.

I examined it thoroughly, turning it this way and that, but it seemed like an ordinary watch with nothing special about it.

"Is this what you were talking about?"

[Ah, yes, I can sense primordial magical energy from that watch.]

"I don't feel anything."

[It's sealed deep inside the watch, so it would be difficult to sense it immediately.]

"Would it be dangerous to extract it?"

[No, unlike current magical energy, primordial magical energy is not malicious but refined and pure. As for side effects...]

"Why did you stop talking?"

[Normally, humans aren't a species compatible with magical energy, so there should be side effects, but for some reason, you don't show any signs of that.]

"Are you saying I'm not human?"

[You are human. Right now, you've slightly transcended the human category due to receiving various powers, but at least when you contracted with me, you were definitely human.]

In the original story, there was nothing special about Bern's lineage.

Born to a farming couple in the Northern Region, he became strong through bone-breaking hardship and effort.

There were no other notable characteristics.

Yet the Mad Dragon was reminded of Rene's father when looking at me, and Kshathra has been eyeing me covetously.

"If there's nothing special about Bern, then it means there's a special secret hidden in 'me' who's inside his body..."

But I was a human with nothing special about me either.

If anything, I was just a person who crossed over from another dimension or world.

However, only Prah and Leviathan knew my secret.

Even if Leviathan told Kshathra, Kshathra said he had favored me for a long time.

As if he knew my secret from the beginning.

Could Kshathra be the one who brought me to this world?

It's too early to be certain, but I should keep it in mind.

"Anyway, since there's no problem, shall we extract the magical energy now?"

[Unfortunately, that's impossible right now.]

"Why?"

[The seal on the pocket watch can only be broken with similar magical energy. There's no other way to break it.]

"Don't you also contain primordial magical energy?"

[I do, but I'm not in a complete state right now. I don't have enough magical energy to unlock it.]

"So you're saying we can't open it until the primordial Demonic Sword is completed?"

[I'm pleased to see you understand so quickly!]

I put the pocket watch in my pocket.

I know its secret now, but for the time being, it's just the same watch that Kang Jun-hyeok would have picked up.

I'll have to keep it safe until Prah is completed.

One task... no, three tasks have been added.

Investigating Kshathra, ending the Pink-Haired Slut, and breaking the watch's seal.

My shoulders felt incredibly heavy with the growing list of tasks wherever I went.

Especially since the next time I meet the Pink-Haired Slut, she'll be in a fully awakened state, not an incomplete one.

I need to become stronger to overwhelmingly crush her like before.

I can't afford to look pathetic by losing to the Pink-Haired Slut, can I?

"Is there anything else to see besides the pocket watch?"

[That's all.]

"Then let's head back now."

I missed her this time, but next time I'll definitely kill her.

After briefly staring at the space where the Pink-Haired Slut had disappeared, I turned and walked away.

***

I left without looking back because I felt the dungeon was dangerous.

But when I came out, the Academy was in a dangerous situation too!

The people who greeted me after I removed the threats to student safety were the director, the students, and an empty faculty.

I was about to re-enter the dungeon, thinking they might have followed me in.

To let them know everything was over.

However, the director stopped me and had the remaining professors conduct the midterm exams.

Meanwhile, the director explained what had happened right after I left.

Seeing my impulsive action, some professors recommended severe punishment, and the director opposed them.

The protesting professors had been engaging in fraudulent practices, so he used me as a pretext to purge them all.

After hearing the whole story, I smacked my forehead.

"We're already short-staffed, and now you've fired a bunch of professors! What are we going to do?"

"If they had stayed, they would have eventually corrupted this Academy. I don't regret purging them at all."

"I meant it wasn't the right time yet! You should have at least found replacements before putting on a purge show!"

"Their anger was uncontrollable. If I had left them alone, they would have forced me to punish you."

"Why protect an instructor who was going to quit today anyway? I could have just taken the punishment and left with some curses!"

"Including that point, my position would have been significantly weakened. The director's authority would have collapsed."

If he had followed the professors' opinions, the director would have become a figurehead.

Then the professors would have become even more arrogant, making unreasonable demands and trying to change the Academy as they pleased.

They were like a festering wound that needed to be cut out for the sake of the Academy.

The director's actions could be seen as entirely justified and correct.

Except for one thing.

"So how do you plan to make up for the shortage of staff?"

"I'm currently searching nationwide."

"So you haven't found anyone yet. How do you plan to continue the students' education during the recruitment period?"

"If you could just stay for one more week..."

"Thank you for your hard work. I'll be going now."

"W-wait a moment! This won't be bad news for you."

"It looks bad from every angle."

"After reporting to the kingdom, I was able to secure a promise of support personnel for assessment purposes. And I just received news that His Majesty has sent Princess Charlotte and the knight order she leads."

I froze in shock.

It was fortunate that the royal family would provide support until new staff could be recruited, but the name I heard next echoed in my ears.

"W-who did you say is coming?"

"Princess Charlotte! The one known as the Princess Knight of the Holden Kingdom! She's not only capable but also extremely beautiful, so I'll secretly push for a connection between you two! What do you think?"

This damned old man is really trying to get me killed.
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*Creeeeak-!*

The golden-rimmed main gate opened, and a woman in armor stepped inside.

Walking with disciplined posture to the inner chamber, she knelt on one knee and bowed her head.

"Your Majesty, I heard you summoned me."

"Yes. There's no one around, so feel free to call me father."

"No. I was called as the Garden Knight Commander, so I will conduct myself as your subject, not as your daughter."

"You're still as rigid as ever."

"I learned that strict adherence to hierarchy is essential for the proper functioning of both the knights and the kingdom."

Princess Charlotte continued expressing her thoughts without raising her head.

The current king found his daughter both admirable and somewhat pitiful.

She was a child who displayed exceptional talent, but she was a princess with Prince William above her in succession.

Even though Charlotte possessed more qualities of a ruler than William, who was full of vanity and greed, the kingdom's system wouldn't allow changing the successor.

"Take the knights and go to Felix Academy immediately."

"Felix Academy? Surely armed forces haven't occupied the academy?"

Charlotte's expression turned severe as she imagined the worst scenario. Her fist clenched so tightly that the ground beneath began to crack slightly.

King Holden gulped at the sight of strength that surpassed that of an ordinary man.

Though she was his daughter, he thought she was born in the wrong era.

"It's not that urgent a situation, so ease your strength."

"Ah! I-I apologize!"

Realizing she had done something inappropriate in the audience chamber, Charlotte blushed and quickly relaxed her grip.

After confirming repeatedly that no one else was around, she sighed in relief.

Any courtier who witnessed the incident would have raised their voice about her disrespect.

Seeing this emotional side of the usually cold Charlotte, King Holden finally smiled kindly.

Then, to cover her embarrassment, he continued speaking.

"The reason I'm sending the Garden Knights to Felix Academy is because of the chairman's request for assistance."

"May I ask what exactly the situation is?"

"The chairman sent substantial evidence of professors' misconduct. Currently, thirteen professors have left the academy and are preparing to flee."

"Shouldn't we track down and capture these professors then?"

"The Royal Knights have already been tasked with apprehending the professors. What I want from you is to temporarily fill the vacant positions."

"You want knights who exist to protect the kingdom to teach students at the academy?"

Charlotte frowned deeply while keeping her head bowed so the king couldn't see.

But her displeasure was evident in her voice, which King Holden had anticipated.

He added his prepared response:

"This might not be a mission to your liking. However, in peaceful times like these, nothing is more important than nurturing talent."

"But knights teaching students...!"

"William's influence is growing as he gains support from the prime minister and the Magic Tower. And William sees you, with your abundant talent, as a thorn in his side. Once the throne is succeeded, I can no longer protect you."

"Ugh...!"

Once a king steps down, he loses all authority.

In other words, he cannot prevent the next king from killing his siblings if he wishes.

The current king, having survived a fraternal struggle to inherit the throne, knew this fact painfully well.

"Build connections at Felix Academy, which is filled with talented individuals, and make those talented people your own. That is the only way to protect yourself. This is a royal command."

"I... will obey."

Charlotte was someone who could view herself objectively.

She was already aware that the crown prince was constantly eyeing her life.

Therefore, she had no choice but to follow her father's words, who cherished her.

"Thank you for understanding. I'll send a messenger to the academy, so spread this news to the Garden Knights, pack your belongings, and depart for the academy immediately."

"Understood."

Charlotte rose quickly at the permission to leave.

She turned around, trying hard to maintain the same expression she had when entering the audience chamber.

Though her steps felt heavy at the thought of leaving the palace, she accepted it as a trial and opened the door to leave.

"Phew! This isn't easy either."

Meanwhile, in the now-quiet audience chamber, King Holden was sighing deeply.

Though the decision was made for his daughter's sake, seeing Charlotte's dejected appearance pained his heart.

*I can't really call myself a good king...*

King Holden felt his duty as a parent more heavily than his duty as king.

There were times when a crowned ruler should care for his people more than his family, but he could never do so.

Having had to kill his own blood, he came to cherish his bloodline even more.

That's why King Holden was busily racking his brain to find a way to save his beloved daughter without banishing his incompetent son.

*If only there was a mountain-like figure I could trust Charlotte with, I could be at ease...*

King Holden's worries only deepened day by day.

***

"Princess, we've arrived at Felix Academy."

"I know. And didn't I tell you not to call me by that title?"

"I-I'm sorry, Commander Charlotte!"

"Please be careful with titles from now on."

"Yes!"

Everyone fell silent at Charlotte's sharp voice.

They all knew that silence was the best choice when the commander was in a bad mood.

However, someone who was completely unaware of this fact came out through the main gate.

"I sincerely thank the princess for personally coming to aid our Felix Academy."

"Not at all. As this is a place that nurtures talent for the kingdom, it's only right that the kingdom's knights personally step in when there's trouble."

"I must apologize for that. Education isn't normally under the knights' jurisdiction. My lack of virtue has caused the Garden Knights much hardship."

"Please don't say that. This is also a valuable experience for us, and with promising students gathered here, we'll learn much as well."

"Your words put my mind at ease."

Though it might have been superficial, Charlotte and the chairman laughed together, creating a warm atmosphere.

It was for the sake of the knights' dignity and the students who were looking at the Garden Knights with admiring eyes.

"First, I'll guide you to the quarters where the knights can unpack. Please follow me."

"Yes."

Like a royal procession, the Garden Knights advanced slowly with Princess Charlotte and the chairman at the center, divided to the left and right.

The students inside watched the scene with interest.

Both students who had done well on their midterms and those who had failed paused their emotions to look out the windows.

It was that rare for knights to enter the academy.

"It's the Garden Knights!"

"No way! That's Princess Charlotte?!"

"Whoa! Is that really her?"

"Princess Charlotte!!"

Most of the students admired Charlotte, who possessed both beauty and skill, so the academy quickly became bustling with excitement.

A single cheer spread among the students, becoming a thunderous ovation.

Charlotte naturally waved to the students, responding to their cheers.

"I apologize. I'll quickly calm them down."

"There's no need for that. These are hero aspirants welcoming me, aren't they? It's very gratifying to me."

"Having someone like the princess in our kingdom feels like nothing short of a blessing."

"Please don't praise me excessively. I'm quite lacking myself."

A sensible person who knew how to be humble and modest.

Charlotte's personality had spread beyond the kingdom, gaining widespread popularity and support.

While she had a personality that was easy to like on a human level, the situation was different from Crown Prince William's perspective.

The existence of a princess beloved by all threatened his position.

It meant that if things went wrong, the people might support the princess and start a revolution.

As a result, to William, Charlotte was not a sister but someone who had to be eliminated.

*So to survive my brother, I need to win the students' favor like this?*

Though her expression showed a smile, in her heart, she gave a bitter laugh.

Looking around and trying to make her face known to as many students as possible, Charlotte suddenly noticed something unusual.

She spotted an unexpectedly familiar face at the academy, and she hurried over, leaving behind the chairman and knights who were calling for her.

"Lord Bern!!"

"Eeek...!"

Bern, who had been trying to secretly leave the academy with his bags packed upon hearing that the Garden Knights were coming.

Unfortunately, the timing was off, and he ended up face to face with Charlotte.

A princess delighted at the reunion and a sub-male lead who openly disliked it.

No one knows if the reunion of these two will bring a new wind to the kingdom.
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"Ahaha! I never knew that the Princess and Teacher Bern were already acquainted."

"We weren't particularly close, but there was a time when we tackled dungeons together."

"Oh, I'd love to hear that story!"

"Unfortunately, I can't tell you because it was a dungeon that shouldn't be revealed."

"That's a shame, but I'm satisfied just knowing that you two were comrades who shared life and death experiences."

The Chairman was laughing heartily while Princess Charlotte sipped her tea and revealed her connection to me.

Sitting quietly beside them and listening to their conversation, I was currently drying up inside.

I should have left the Academy quickly even if it meant leaving some belongings behind...

Due to unnecessary greed, trying to take one more thing, I ended up getting caught.

"Anyway, congratulations on this reunion of comrades. I'll take my leave so you two can catch up properly."

"Thank you for your consideration."

"Then I hope you have a pleasant time..."

Ironically, I was the one who wanted to escape from here, but the oblivious Chairman left Princess Charlotte and me alone.

I will definitely leave this Academy.

"Have you been well?"

"Yes! Thanks to Your Highness's concern for my welfare, I've been living without any illness or injury."

"Hehe, you say such amusing things. Isn't your good health due to your own self-care, Sir Bern?"

"Not at all! Just thinking about the fact that someone as humble as myself has been remembered by the noble Princess gives me such honor that I'm always energized..."

[How can he praise so endlessly without his mouth going dry? Soon there will be a flood bursting from the contractor's mouth.]

'Shut up.'

Ignoring Prah's comment, I focused on my conversation with Princess Charlotte.

She doesn't particularly like empty flattery.

From what I remember, there was a setting that the Princess, who had been praised for her sword talent since she was young, had grown tired of compliments.

Using this knowledge, I plan to lower Princess Charlotte's affection for me as much as possible in this meeting.

Can I avoid a terrible fate with just a few insincere compliments?

Whether a flood bursts forth or not, I'll shower her with rapid-fire praise.

"That's interesting."

"If my words amused you, then I'm more than pleased."

"Yes, it was entertaining because while the shell is fancy, there's nothing inside—that's what made it so amusing."

It seems she's noticed that I'm talking nonsense.

Having observed people around her since childhood, she must have reached the level of being able to see through intentions.

No matter how much I praise her, she won't take it as genuine compliments.

"Tsk..."

"Is the time for adulation over?"

"Yes, Your Highness's excrement is thick."

"That praise could get you arrested for blasphemy, you know?"

"In my homeland, it means you're healthy. Since bowel movements are related to intestinal activity. Perhaps Your Highness holds the belief that cultures from other regions should be excluded?"

"Such cunning thoughts and a brazen way of speaking—you are indeed the Sir Bern I met before."

Only then did Princess Charlotte start smiling brightly.

It seems she had been waiting for me to reveal my true self.

And I fell right into her trap.

"Haah...! What do you want? I was about to leave since my employment period has ended."

"Before that, please tell me what you were doing at Pelex Academy."

"I was a part-time lecturer. I only taught students for two weeks."

"A lecturer? I thought Pelex Academy only allowed professors with proven abilities to teach students."

"That's what I thought too."

Due to the Chairman's inscrutable offer, I became a lecturer and ended up cleaning up after the snot-nosed kids in Class A.

This led to backlash from the professors, resulting in a large-scale purge and the current situation.

If I hadn't become a lecturer, the professors would have lived happily, and Princess Charlotte wouldn't have been dispatched to the Academy.

Suddenly, I resented my past self for accepting the Chairman's suggestion.

"Anyway, if you ask the Chairman directly about the details, I'm sure he'll kindly explain everything."

"I understand."

"Now it's my turn. What business do you have with me?"

"Nothing major. I just saw a familiar face and wanted to stop you—"

I rested my chin on my right hand and gave Princess Charlotte a curt look.

Noticing my gaze, she smiled tightly and nodded.

"...but you wouldn't believe that, would you?"

"Since you already know, I won't mention it further."

"As soon as I saw Sir Bern, I had something I wanted to ask of you."

"What is it?"

"..."

Despite saying she had a request, Princess Charlotte remained silent.

It must be something so difficult to ask that she couldn't even explain it.

But I couldn't blindly agree to help without knowing the circumstances.

Moreover, she is the princess of the kingdom.

If it's her concern, 8 out of 10 times it would be related to the royal family.

I had no desire whatsoever to get involved with the royal family.

As if that wasn't enough, I was already troubled after hearing from Kshathra that I had the appearance of someone who would become king.

It's possible that my future self might lead a revolution against the Holden Kingdom.

To avoid such a future, I should try to stay uninvolved with the kingdom as much as possible.

"It seems this is a matter I shouldn't accept carelessly. I apologize, but I must respectfully decline and take my leave now."

"W-wait a moment! I've just finished organizing my thoughts, so I'll explain calmly now!"

As I stood at the door with the intention of leaving without looking back, Princess Charlotte's urgent voice came from behind me.

Since it would be better to listen first and then refuse to avoid complications, I turned around and sat back down on the sofa.

After filling my cup with the chamomile tea the Chairman had prepared before leaving, Princess Charlotte finally spoke.

"My life is currently being targeted."

"You're being targeted, Your Highness?"

"Yes, you know I have an older brother, right?"

"Of course, Crown Prince William, the next king, isn't he?"

Princess Charlotte quietly nodded.

"My brother William is planning to eliminate me."

"Could there be a misunderstanding? Even for a crown prince, trying to kill his only sister is..."

"Father... His Majesty the King would never allow it. But His Majesty's strength has declined considerably, and it's uncertain how many more years he can maintain the throne."

"Hmm..."

In the original story, the Holden King fought against the Demon King until his death.

By that time, he was already ill and no match for the Demon King's power.

Even without the Demon King's attack, there was a high probability he would pass away within a year.

"If the day comes when His Majesty becomes gravely ill and must pass on the throne..."

"Then Crown Prince William will inherit the throne and officially try to kill you, Princess."

"You understand perfectly."

Now the hidden truth was beginning to reveal itself.

The reason why Princess Charlotte considered powerful figures throughout the kingdom as potential husbands, and why she pitted them against each other to choose a husband.

It was to survive William by having the kingdom's strongest person on her side.

In "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," this backstory wasn't covered much because both the Holden King and Crown Prince William were killed by the Demon King.

The author probably didn't want to fill pages with unnecessary political stories since William was destined to die anyway.

But where I was now was reality.

What wasn't covered extensively in the novel was important to me.

Because I didn't know how the future would unfold.

I needed to respond wisely accordingly.

"So what do you plan to do, Your Highness? Will you strike at Crown Prince William before he strikes at you?"

"No, that would only prove I'm the same kind of person as my brother. I have no intention whatsoever of using force."

"Then you must have another path to survival in mind."

"You understand without me having to explain."

Princess Charlotte nodded with a faint smile.

She was a thoughtful princess.

"So what is this path to survival that you've thought of, Your Highness?"

"I can't tell you that right now."

"Why not?"

"While I hold you in special regard, Sir Bern, we're not yet in a relationship of such trust."

"But if you don't tell me, I can't help you..."

"You don't need to worry about that. I don't intend to ask you to save my life. I simply want to entrust you with one of the necessary steps to clear my path to survival."

"Then you can tell me what that task is, I assume."

"Yes. The thing is, my brother William recently joined hands with the Magic Tower. He intends to become king with the Magic Tower backing him. If the Magic Tower gets involved, the kingdom's future will be quite different from what it is now. And it will be difficult for me to escape my brother's grasp."

The Magic Tower was an organization I despised, though I acknowledged their skill and unity.

Hunting down and killing a single person wouldn't be difficult for them.

Even if Princess Charlotte left the kingdom to survive, they would persistently follow and try to kill her.

"So what would you like me to do about the Magic Tower?"

"I won't make the reckless request of asking you to destroy it, of course. Instead, I'd like you to create a rift between my brother William and the Magic Tower."

"I think that's still quite a difficult task..."

"It's alright. I've already devised a plan and just needed to find an excellent magician to carry out the mission—and here you are right in front of me, Sir Bern!"

"...I don't believe I've ever shown you my magic abilities."

"One doesn't need to see it to know—there are other ways to tell!"

Does she have some artifact that can assess a person's abilities?

It wouldn't be strange for a noble princess of the kingdom to possess such an assessment artifact.

"Anyway, I'd like you to infiltrate the Magic Tower and sow discord."

"...You've certainly come to the right person."

"Pardon?"

"It's nothing."

When it comes to sowing discord, I'm your man.

I had my own pride when it came to creating discord.

"Very well. I'm willing to accept Your Highness's request, but there's one crucial matter remaining."

"You're talking about compensation, aren't you?"

"That's right."

If it were about destroying the Magic Tower, I'd be confident enough to commit a bombing while shouting Kshathra's name.

However, I had my own plans.

And now Princess Charlotte was asking me to incorporate her plans into mine.

It's only natural that I should receive compensation for that.

"Even if it's a request from Your Highness, I'll refuse if the compensation isn't satisfactory."

"That's fine. I've prepared a compensation that won't disappoint you."

"Oh? May I ask what it is right away?"

"...If Sir Bern successfully completes the mission, I promise to give you my... my chastity!"

"Get out."

Are you crazy?
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I rejected Princess Charlotte's offer outright.

There was simply no benefit for me.

Her offering her chastity meant she wanted me as her husband.

For those who loved the princess, this would be a reward they'd go crazy for.

But I had already promised my future to women no less charming than Princess Charlotte.

From my perspective, I had nothing to lose.

Besides, the moment I claimed Princess Charlotte's chastity, a lust greater than even the Succubus Queen's would be unleashed.

With my enhanced lower body, I might be able to handle Princess Charlotte.

But if other women joined the fray in bed, that's when hell would break loose.

I'd prefer Princess Charlotte to remain chaste until I could further build up my stamina.

"Then is there perhaps some other reward you desire?"

Having rejected her reward immediately upon hearing it, Princess Charlotte spoke curtly with a pouty expression.

But if I risked my life to complete a mission only to be rewarded with death, wouldn't that be strange?

And somehow, if I were to accept the princess as well, there's a possibility I could become king, just as Kshathra said.

My ultimate goal is to live a carefree life.

If I became king, I'd be far from that leisurely existence.

So the advantage would be...

"Ah! Could I perhaps receive an artifact from the royal treasury as compensation?"

"It would be difficult, but I think it might just be possible. Of course, I absolutely cannot hand over national treasure-grade artifacts."

"That's fine! I won't even look at the national treasure-grade artifacts."

"Alright, when you return after completing the mission, I'll personally plead with His Majesty."

"Thank you."

I successfully negotiated a deal with Princess Charlotte.

The royal treasury, which can never be opened unless you're a member of the royal family or a noble who has achieved great merit.

Inside was one artifact that I considered necessary.

The Phoenix Tail Feather.

Part of the body of the divine beast known as the immortal bird, it grants its bearer extreme flame resistance.

That was its official effect, but this tail feather contained a hidden power.

Just as the phoenix is known as the undying bird, a man's symbol would also never die.

It was an essential artifact for men who aspired to polygamy.

*Kang Jun-hyeok was also able to withstand Princess Charlotte's advances thanks to the tail feather, according to the setting...*

The only drawback was that it was stored deep within the royal treasury and not easily obtainable.

Like Kang Jun-hyeok, one would need to become king or at least a lord and accumulate achievements—just thinking about it was exhausting.

However, if I could get my hands on the Phoenix Tail Feather by helping Princess Charlotte, it wasn't a bad deal.

"So what exactly do I need to do when infiltrating the Magic Tower?"

"You need to find evidence proving the Magic Tower's cooperation with my brother William, and uncover the tower's corruption. When we expose the corruption later, my brother William will certainly try to cut ties."

"So you're trying to drive a wedge between Crown Prince William and the Magic Tower?"

"Yes. Even if we separate him from the Magic Tower, it will still be a difficult battle with the Prime Minister remaining, but I'll handle that part somehow."

"Understood. I'll focus all my attention on uncovering the Magic Tower's corruption."

"Good answer. Then take this."

Princess Charlotte took out a parchment from her bosom and handed it to me.

When I unfolded the parchment, the Magic Tower's seal at the top caught my eye.

The next paragraph had "Recruitment Notice" written in large letters.

The content stated that the deputy director position at the Magic Application Research Institute was currently vacant, and the Magic Tower was recruiting talented mages.

The qualifications included being a 6th-grade or higher mage, using at least five elements, and various health requirements, among others.

Without needing to look further, I met all the qualifications.

At the very bottom was a recommender section with King Holden's name and the kingdom's seal stamped on it.

It was a parchment certifying that I was a talent recommended by the king himself.

"Starting at the bottom would make internal investigations difficult, so I prepared a suitable position for you, Lord Bern. Is that alright?"

"I appreciate the consideration, but there's something suspicious. Is it normal to place a newcomer in a deputy director position?"

"We were curious about that too, so we investigated and found that magical application research is considered fringe within the Magic Tower. They say only eccentrics gather there, and there are even rumors that most mages avoid it. That's why the deputy director position has been vacant for quite some time."

"Magical application research is fringe?"

Unable to comprehend this, my brow furrowed and my head tilted to the side involuntarily.

Magic is a field where, even among people of the same level, various aspects differ depending on how it's applied.

Depending on the application method, even basic magic can produce power comparable to intermediate magic, yet the Magic Tower was ignoring application methods.

Could it be because the Tower Master disliked breaking established frameworks?

"I understand for now. I'll make good use of this recommendation."

"Yes!"

I put the parchment Princess Charlotte gave me into my spatial storage.

I had more work for Hades, who was near the Magic Tower, to investigate.

Somehow, I felt like I was becoming more and more like an evil boss of a black company.

***

The infiltration of the Magic Tower would begin in three weeks.

Until then, I had time to spare, so I decided to extend my teaching position for one more day.

To be precise, I was forced to extend it by the director's orders.

I was to hand over my duties to Princess Charlotte and the knights who would be in charge of guiding the students from now on before leaving.

Having experienced the shittiness of a predecessor who fled without explaining anything, I accepted.

"A mock battle?"

"Yes. The students in Class A, which I'm in charge of, are so full of vigor and strong-willed that they won't follow unless subdued by skill."

"You're talking about the students as if they were beasts."

"They are beasts."

"Pardon...?"

My first impression of Class A students was that they were beasts living however they pleased.

But thanks to my consistent discipline, now they've become...

Beast cubs who crave my punishment.

"Ahem! Anyway, it's a mock battle to assess the students' capabilities and to imprint the teacher's authority on them. If the teacher is weaker than the students, they're likely not to follow."

"If that's the purpose, I should definitely accept. We need to show them just how high the standards of our Garden Knights are."

"Then I'll prepare right away. Please come to the training ground in 30 minutes."

"Yes!"

After Princess Charlotte left, I quietly entered Class A's classroom.

They were making enough noise in the hallway for everyone to hear, so all the students must already be aware.

Sure enough, as soon as I entered the classroom, I noticed the students' solemn expressions.

"You've all heard, I assume?"

"Of course, sir."

"In 30 minutes, you'll be fighting against the Garden Knights. Just like the mock battle you had with Class C the week before last."

They had arrogantly assumed they would win completely but ended up getting thoroughly beaten by Class C.

They claim they lost because of my advice and help, but that wasn't important.

The process gradually fades from memory, while the result will remain as their blemish until the end.

"Is there anyone among you who thinks the knights are pushovers?"

"No, sir!!!"

"Good."

All of Class A received perfect scores on the midterm exam.

I thought they would be quite arrogant because of that, but it seems I was mistaken.

"Consider this mock battle as the true midterm exam. Any bastard who loses due to carelessness again will be treated as if they don't exist for the rest of their lives."

*Gulp-!*

The students tensed up and swallowed hard at the mention of a punishment different from the usual physical discipline.

For them, physical punishment had become a kind of pleasure, but being ignored was a different matter entirely.

It meant they wouldn't receive the punishment that satisfied their pleasure.

With this, the Class A students began to burn with determination.

Somehow, I had ended up raising them to be perverts who enjoyed punishment, but as long as the results were good, that was all that mattered.

"The knights have more practical experience than you and are stronger. But that doesn't mean they're invincible. They also have weaknesses, and there are certainly areas where they're lacking compared to you. Quickly identify and target their vulnerabilities. Then you can definitely win."

Without exception, they all listened attentively to my sincere advice.

It was a scene markedly different from the first day when they treated me with contempt.

Satisfied with their attitude, I found myself unconsciously boosting their morale.

"Teacher."

"What?"

"You said you'd ignore us if we lose, but what will you give us if we win?"

"Isn't the honor of defeating the kingdom's knights as students enough?"

"I think we need a clear reward for motivation."

"You really have no shortage of things to say."

There was always one student in each class who spoke their mind.

In Class A, Irem played that role, and now she was clearly trying to secure benefits.

Even if I wanted to pretend I hadn't heard, the look in the children's eyes as they anticipated a reward was unmistakable.

Scratching my head, I casually made a promise.

"Those who win get two hours of scabbard punishment."

Until then, I had no idea.

That Class A students would achieve a complete victory...
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"Crazy bastards......"

Bern Coolam came out after giving rewards to all of Class A.

Behind him as he opened the classroom door, students could be seen with ecstatic expressions on their faces, their bodies trembling slightly.

Having disciplined them to such an extent, Bern pressed his forehead as if mentally exhausted.

*I couldn't do this twice.*

Having finished his teaching job today, he resolved never to take up teaching again.

Though he had fulfilled the conditions for the students to become Grand Sword Masters for their future.

The method of making people love swords rather than humans was quite a painful process.

[Do you now recognize my greatness?]

*For once, I have no counterargument.*

He finally understood why Prah was obsessed with polymorphing and wanted to become human.

Loving a sword itself while sober was an extremely difficult task.

Bern was genuinely grateful that she could transform into a human.

If not for Prah, he wouldn't have been able to imagine the concept of "doing it" with a sword.

Scratching his cheek, Bern turned his steps toward the dormitory.

He didn't say separate goodbyes to the students.

Bern didn't like announcing farewells, and he somewhat admired figures who appeared like comets and disappeared like the wind.

Above all, he wanted to quietly leave the Academy because he didn't want to be surrounded by sword-maniacs even more extreme than himself.

At least, that was the plan until someone grabbed his sleeve.

"Sir Bern!"

"Princess? What brings you here?"

"How on earth did you do it?"

"What are you referring to?"

"The mock battle between your Class A students and the Garden Knights!"

"The results came from the students' hard work. I merely boosted their morale, nothing more."

"I don't mean to belittle the students, but do you think mere students could defeat knights?"

"Realistically, it's impossible. I suppose the knights must have held back."

In fact, the commander Charlotte and vice-commander Julius didn't participate in the mock battle for balance reasons.

Those two were too strong to be defeated by any means.

That's not to say the knights were weak.

As elite knights protecting the country, each could take down an A-rank magical beast alone.

The fact that they were completely defeated by Academy students was shocking to Charlotte.

"No, our knights value honor above all else. We don't show mercy even to students."

"Is that so? Then Class A students must have fought with their lives on the line."

Even as he said it, Bern shuddered.

It also meant they fought risking their lives to receive the scabbard punishment.

And the one who turned the students into crazy perverts was none other than Bern himself.

"The person who motivated students to fight so desperately must be someone else, right?"

"Well, I don't know who it is. But if someone is already teaching students life-and-death battles, they should be scolded."

Bern shrugged his shoulders. He answered slickly, blocking Charlotte from pressing further while maintaining his own flow.

"I see now that Sir Bern is quite a cunning person."

"I apologize if you've become disillusioned. If you wish, I can erase the request you entrusted me with from my memory."

"Please continue with the request. And I'm not disillusioned—rather, I trust you more now."

"You trust someone who slickly avoids conversation?"

"Well, you're practically saying 'I won't tell you' honestly."

"That's an overinterpretation."

"It's my own interpretation, and I won't accept any objections."

Bern shook his head as if she was hopeless.

He thought he was quite stubborn, but Charlotte showed an even more stubborn side.

Bern smiled wryly and once again went on his way.

Charlotte watched his retreating figure and licked her lips.

Though she appeared innocent, she was ultimately a princess with many desires.

***

"Freedom!"

Having slipped away from the Academy and boarded a carriage leaving the Capital, Bern shouted with joy as he realized he had finally escaped.

Lying spread-eagle in the empty luggage compartment of the carriage, he was now accustomed to the ride comfort that he had initially rated as the worst.

"Woof woof!"

Chaos jumped out from the shadows and landed on Bern's stomach.

It began spinning in circles playfully, but Bern didn't stop it.

He was willing to tolerate it to some extent because he was in a good mood.

"Heh heh...!"

"No matter how good a mood I'm in, that's not allowed."

"Hoo hoo hoo!"

Bern caught Chaos as it tried to bite and pull down his pants.

As he briefly scolded Chaos, saying he wouldn't allow just anything, laughter came from beside him.

Meryl was grinning from ear to ear.

"Why are you laughing?"

"I never thought I'd be traveling the world like this."

"Well, after being trapped in a library for several decades... no, centuries, it must feel different."

"Yes! My heart is already pounding at the thought of seeing various worlds!"

Bern smiled wryly at the liberated Meryl. It didn't feel like someone else's situation.

After being possessed by Bern, he too had been excited to see sights that weren't available in the modern world.

A bitter smile formed naturally as he thought that the current Meryl resembled his past self.

*As much as this world has beautiful sights, it also has many ugly aspects...*

People can't always see only beautiful things.

How would Meryl react to the incidents and accidents they would encounter while traveling the world?

With this curiosity in mind, Bern carefully placed Chaos back on his stomach.

"Woof!"

Tap tap-!

Meanwhile, Chaos growled softly while tapping with its tail.

It was expressing dissatisfaction, wanting attention for itself because it didn't like that Bern's attention was directed at Meryl.

Finally, Chaos succeeded in drawing Bern's attention by using a dog's privilege—face licking.

[How peaceful.]

*Isn't this kind of peace nice sometimes?*

Bern played with Chaos while conversing with Prah.

The start was the same as the first day of possession, but he felt a strange satisfaction in not being alone.

[Yes. I wish this peace would continue.]

*I agree.*

Bern had been working tirelessly without a break.

Prah, who had been like a lifelong companion, had always witnessed Bern's hard work and wanted him to rest well this time.

It would be nice if he could shake off worries about infiltrating the Magic Tower in three weeks and the upcoming war.

Prah inwardly sighed at the contractor who moved around with constant vigilance, not knowing when and where enemies might appear.

Sometimes, he could just entrust things to those around him and rest comfortably.

"By the way, where are we going next?"

"First, we're going to Yuran."

"Yuran?"

"Think of it as a village full of diverse entertainment. We'll spend some time there eating, sleeping, and having fun."

"C-can we live such a dissipated life?"

"Hey! It's not dissipation—it's rest for a hundred steps forward. When else can we rest!"

"I see!"

Who was worried about whom?

Bern was a free-spirited idler who enjoyed himself while maintaining vigilance.

Prah lamented her past self for worrying unnecessarily.

"Well, I do want to rest, but there are also precious people waiting for me there."

"Ah... I see."

"They're all good people, so I'll introduce you later. They'll surely welcome you warmly."

"Yes..."

[Stupid contractor.]

"Whine...!"

Meryl's face lost its vitality, but Bern didn't notice as his eyes were closed.

Instead, Prah and Chaos, who were watching Meryl's face, shook their heads.

Their master sometimes completely lacked awareness, and this was exactly one of those moments.

Still, they didn't say much since he always resolved problems himself when they arose.

"Oh! There's one more thing I wanted to ask you, teacher."

"Hmm? What is it?"

"Princess Charlotte is taking over Class A in your place now that you've left the Academy, right?"

"That's right."

"Will Teacher Charlotte be able to handle Class A students? Even though she didn't fight directly, all the knights under her command lost."

"Uh..."

Previously, Bern had told her that if she wanted students to follow her, she should overwhelm them with skill.

However, the result was that the knights were completely defeated by the students.

In that situation, Bern had simply tossed her the homeroom teacher badge saying "work hard" and ran away.

He couldn't gauge what the aftermath would be.

"I'm sure she'll manage well!"

After briefly pondering, Bern erased it from his mind, proving himself the ultimate king of irresponsibility.

***

"E-everyone? Could you please calm down first?"

"Grrrr!!"

"Punishment... scabbard...!"

Three days after Bern left the Academy.

Charlotte, still unable to control Class A, was sweating nervously.

As time passed, the students became more ferocious, making them harder to control.

They all showed withdrawal symptoms and displayed an obsessive attachment to their weapons.

But as if that wasn't enough, they glared at Charlotte.

Among the many students, only Irem Seireun maintained her sanity and raised her hand.

"Teacher."

"Yes?"

"This is difficult to say, but it seems we've become dependent on Teacher Bern."

"Eh?"

Screech-!

Irem stood up abruptly, pulling her chair.

She grabbed her sword and walked confidently forward, then opened the classroom door.

"I'm sorry, but I'm not feeling well today, so I'll be leaving first."

"W-wait a moment!"

Following Irem's lead, the students of Class A rushed out in a group.

This mass early departure was an unprecedented event that had never happened before in the Academy.

Charlotte, watching the last student leave, was stunned as if hit on the head with a blunt object.

What on earth was happening?

She looked around the empty classroom with a dumbfounded expression, noticing that only Irem's chair was soaking wet.

The student council president who had acted most normally turned out to be the most abnormal.

And so, the collapse of Class A, filled with talented individuals, slowly progressed.
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"Finally, I'm back!"

I spread my arms wide, expressing my joy.

Including travel time and the time spent at the Academy, it had been nearly three weeks.

Too short a time for mountains to change, but for me, it felt like an eternity before I could finally return to Yuran.

Though I had only stayed here for a few days, it felt as familiar and dear as my hometown.

*Is it because I had so much fun causing trouble here?*

[That's something to be proud of.]

I had turned the Magic Tower and the Red Dragon, who previously had no grudge against each other, into bitter enemies.

I had sown discord between two factions that were trying to find me and reaped ridiculous benefits from it.

How could I not love a place with such symbolic significance?

It was no exaggeration to call it my second hometown.

"Let's go in."

Just as I was about to enter the city after presenting my identification to the gatekeepers—

Clang!

The guards pointed their weapons at me.

Seeing this, Chaos let out a threatening growl, but I gestured for him to stop.

If Chaos got involved, the surrounding area would turn into a battlefield.

"Excuse me, why are you doing this? I showed you my identification, didn't I?"

I asked carefully in a gentle tone, trying not to provoke any hostility.

However, the gatekeepers ignored me and talked among themselves.

"Bern Coolam, his appearance matches the wanted poster exactly."

"Let's take him in."

I'm a wanted man?

It was hard to believe, but one of the gatekeepers was holding a wanted poster.

I glanced at the contents of the poster.

A young man who looked similar to me was prominently displayed on the paper, and the personal information below matched mine perfectly.

It seemed to be the wanted poster that the Red Scale tribe had given to Sestia when they visited Yuran before.

Strange.

My scheme to sow discord should have been successful.

I had especially made sure to kill the Red Scale tribesmen who praised the Red Dragon, leaving no evidence behind.

So why was the wanted poster circulating?

"Resist and you'll be killed on the spot! If you want to live, come quietly! The same goes for your companion behind you!"

"Understood."

Though I wanted to argue, I decided to be taken in quietly.

If they were arresting a criminal, they should have bound my limbs first.

Or at the very least, they should have immobilized me by striking my pressure points, but the gatekeepers didn't follow such procedures.

It was unlikely that gatekeepers in Yuran, a city of pleasure where incidents never ceased, wouldn't know such basics.

Yet they only pointed their weapons at me while escorting me, which suggested this was likely Sestia's intention.

"Why are you dawdling? Hurry up and follow us!"

"I'm sorry. I'll come right away."

I should get to Sestia before Chaos's killing intent grows any stronger.

Even though they called it an arrest, we were heading toward Sestia's mansion, so I would surely meet her.

As I was thinking this, a black-haired woman was walking toward us from a distance.

The gatekeepers stopped in their tracks and saluted sharply, placing their hands above their eyebrows.

"At your service! We are escorting a captured fugitive!"

"I saw from a distance. I will take over the escort from here, so return to your posts."

"Understood!"

The gatekeepers lowered their weapons and turned around with precision.

Then they marched back to the gate in formation.

They seemed more attentive to order and discipline than before.

Like soldiers trying to show their discipline in front of their commander.

"Gracious Teacher, I'm sorry! There are complicated circumstances...!"

"I know. I figured there would be some situation when I saw you being escorted."

"As expected of you, Gracious Teacher!"

Rin welcomed me with a bright smile.

Her unchanged appearance reassured me, but I also felt sorry.

She must have missed me so much that even a simple reunion made her this happy.

Although we had exchanged letters, written words and face-to-face meetings were completely different.

If there hadn't been eyes watching, I would have rushed straight into her arms—that's how strong my desire was.

"By the way, Gracious Teacher, who is the person behind you?"

"Ah!"

When I turned around, Chaos was gone, and only Meryl was standing there.

He must have returned to the shadows as soon as he saw Rin coming.

Thanks to that, introductions would be easier.

"Sorry for the late introduction. This is Meryl, a precious connection I made at the Academy."

"Me-Meh! Nice to meet you! I'm Meryl!"

"Pleased to meet you, I'm Rin."

Rin approached Meryl and took her hands.

Watching them shake hands warmly, I couldn't help but smile contentedly.

But only for a moment, as Rin's nose twitched slightly and she made a meaningful comment.

"I can faintly smell Gracious Teacher's scent on you..."

"Pardon?"

"It's nothing."

That gave me chills.

I had kept some distance from Meryl during our carriage journey to avoid making Rene and Rin jealous.

Yet Rin could still detect my lingering scent on Meryl.

Rin became a bit frightening to me.

"Ahem! Anyway, could you explain what's going on as we head to Sestia's mansion?"

"Of course."

I hastily defused the situation and followed Rin.

"To summarize the current situation briefly, the Red Scale tribe has caught the scent."

"Caught the scent..."

"The bizarre rumors that spread after the death of the Red Scale tribesmen have become the root of the problem."

"Ah, you mean the rumor about them dying while engaging in homosexual activities?"

"Yes, the Red Dragon faction has been persistently searching for the source of that rumor, which has complicated matters. Lady Sestia reissued the wanted poster and ordered your capture..."

"As a show of action to avoid suspicion."

"Precisely."

The scheme to sow discord was good, but it seems I went too far with the actions that tarnished the Red Dragon's honor.

As a result, the suspicious Red Scale tribe launched a full-scale investigation.

If I'm unlucky enough to get caught, the fact that I drove a wedge between the Magic Tower and the Red Dragon might be exposed.

Not only would Princess Charlotte's request be compromised, but I'd also have to give up my ambition to take a break for a while.

"Do you know how much the Red Scale tribe has discovered?"

"Fortunately, they've only just begun their investigation, so they haven't found anything significant."

"That's fortunate."

"It's still too early to relax. They will reach this city soon."

"Yes, we need to use that to our advantage."

I brought my hand to my mouth, pretending to be deep in thought.

Behind my palm, the corners of my mouth were twitching upward.

Though I hadn't anticipated this situation, now that it had occurred, a thousand thoughts came to mind.

Of course, none of them included any sense of crisis.

Isn't a crisis also an opportunity?

I was already excited. But first, I needed Sestia's opinion and help.

"Any other notable developments?"

"None. If I had to report something, it would only be that the White Dragon Faction is being smoothly merged into the Blue Dragon Faction."

"That's good news."

The reason Rin and Rene were divided between the Blue Dragon Faction and the White Dragon Faction was simple.

Provoked, Rene declared she would break Sestia's pride and take the Mermaid's Tear.

Rin accepted Sestia's offer to maintain the Blue Dragon Faction's power in exchange for the Mermaid's Tear.

I left them in competition since either way, they would get the Mermaid's Tear, but the outcome went in a completely unexpected direction.

According to Rene's letter, the conflict was quickly resolved by Breeze, who had come looking for me.

Sestia had provoked by claiming that the Blue Dragon was superior to the Mad Dragon.

However, when the Mad Dragon herself appeared, Sestia prostrated herself and bowed her head.

*Indeed, overwhelming force is better than words...*

Dragons have rules that restrict their actions toward each other, but half-dragons are treated differently.

Because their great dragon blood is mixed with that of another race, they aren't heavily questioned no matter what they do.

That's why Ignite showed no guilt after hurting Rene.

For that reason, mixed-bloods can only bow their heads when a pureblooded dragon appears.

After Breeze's surprise visit, Sestia apologized to the mother and daughter and actively accommodated the White Dragon Faction's opinions.

Thus, the Blue Dragon Faction absorbed the White Dragon Faction's power, and as I had hoped, they obtained the Mermaid's Tear.

On the surface, it looked like a victory for the Blue Dragon Faction, but the White Dragon Faction reaped the actual benefits.

In the end, the competition ended with neither side truly winning.

"How is Sestia doing?"

"She hasn't left her office for four days now. She's been eating regularly through her servants, but I'm worried she might collapse from overwork soon."

"I should talk some sense into her."

While I'm at it, I should help her with any work I can handle.

Though our relationship isn't that long, as the one who took her virginity, I should at least show some loyalty.

Feeling proud of myself, I entered Sestia's mansion.

We climbed the stairs to the third floor and headed straight to the office at the end of the corridor without hesitation.

She had been sleeping and eating in her office for four days, after all.

"Argh, really!"

Sestia's irritated voice could be heard all the way down the corridor.

She must be under a lot of stress from the workload.

If I don't help her soon, that anger might explode.

I pushed Meryl and Rin back and grabbed the doorknob of the office.

"This is so frustrating...! Why does his face keep appearing in my mind and why does my body keep getting hot!"

"Huh...?"

Creeeeak!

By the time I sensed something was off, I had already pulled the doorknob.

The door swung open, revealing the scene inside the office.

My wanted poster from earlier was on the desk.

For some reason, the portrait part was covered with a sticky liquid like saliva, and a thin, transparent thread connected it to Sestia's lips.

And Sestia, with her face flushed red, had her right arm under the desk.

Judging from the angle of her arm, which was pointing diagonally to the left, there was no need to guess where her hand was.

"Y-You...!"

"Excuse me."

I rubbed my nose and quietly closed the door.

At that moment, I felt like a parent with a teenage daughter.

So she's taking care of all her daily needs inside the office.

Happy time is king time, after all.
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"Forget it! I said forget it!!"

Her howling was loud enough to echo throughout the entire mansion, not just the hallway.

Bern covered his ears with both hands to protect his eardrums.

Since she had inherited at least half of a dragon's blood, her shouting was powerful enough to make the room feel like it was floating away.

Even with his ears covered, her voice still pierced through. If he hadn't covered them, it wouldn't have been strange if he'd lost his hearing entirely.

"If you want me to forget, then earlier you were thinking about me while you were alone and—"

"Sh-shut up! I'll kill you!"

"Can you actually kill me?"

"I'll put out an execution order even if it costs my entire fortune...!"

The world is vast, and those with skill and greed are plentiful.

Sestia's entire fortune meant Yuran itself.

If she offered Yuran as a condition, skilled warriors from all over the kingdom would draw their weapons. Even someone like Bern would struggle with endless battles against such masters.

"Fine. I just need to forget it, right?"

"If you mention it even once, I'll issue an execution order immediately! Got it?"

"Yeah, yeah~"

Bern leaned back against the sofa and waved his hand dismissively.

Sestia was dissatisfied with his half-hearted response but held her tongue.

She knew that despite his casual appearance, he was a man who kept his promises well.

Even if she issued an execution order, he would probably find a solution while acting completely unbothered.

Sestia's assessment of Bern was surprisingly high.

"...I assume Lin told you about the current situation?"

"I heard the gist of it. She has an unnecessarily good nose and smells things well."

"So I've decided to put a bounty on you. I didn't get your consent, but you understand it can't be helped given the situation, right?"

"Of course. Even Yuran would turn to ruins overnight if it incurred the wrath of the Red Dragon."

"I'm glad you understand. So what are you going to do now? If you want to go into hiding, I'm willing to help."

"No, since they're coming to meet me directly, I have no reason to refuse. I'm going to meet them."

Bern interlocked his fingers behind his head and lay back completely.

Despite casually dropping such a bombshell statement, his expression remained perfectly calm.

Meanwhile, Sestia, who had been worried about him, furrowed her brow.

She didn't like how the person directly involved was being so casual while she was taking the matter seriously.

"Are you in your right mind?"

"I'm serious."

"You could die. No one targeted by the Red Dragon has survived so far."

"Really? Then I'll be the first honorable survivor. No, since I'm planning to kill that red lizard, I guess I'll be the first and last survivor?"

Bern whistled cheerfully with a smirk.

Sestia shook her head, not understanding where his confidence came from.

Though she outwardly denied it, Bern's words somehow felt credible, making it awkward for her to criticize him.

"I assume you're saying that because you have a good plan?"

"Of course. There's a way to use the current situation to our advantage."

"And the reason you're mentioning this in front of me is because you need my help."

"I like how quick you catch on."

Sestia sighed deeply as she looked at Bern's beaming smile.

How did she end up liking such a smooth-talking man...?

She wanted to deny it, but just being with him like this somehow made her feel like her Dragon Heart was being filled.

Because of this, Sestia didn't deny her feelings.

She simply didn't show them in front of Bern due to her pride.

"Explain your plan."

"Gladly."

Bern jumped up from the sofa and slowly approached Sestia.

Her face turned red and she began to stammer.

"Wh-what are you doing?!"

"What do you mean? I'm explaining the strategy."

"Why are you coming closer when you could just tell me verbally?!"

"Well, I was going to whisper since no one else should know about it."

"You could just use a sound-blocking spell!"

"Ah, right."

Only after Sestia yelled at him did Bern belatedly cast a spell to create a barrier around the entire room.

Sometimes Bern forgot he was in a fantasy world.

Meanwhile, Sestia's heart was racing wildly from Bern's sudden action.

Even as the ruler of a major city with unimaginable wealth, she was completely awkward when it came to romance.

"S-stay where you are and talk! Don't come any closer to me!"

"Geez, you're being so stingy just because I got a little closer."

"I'll issue an execution order!"

"Alright."

Bern flopped back down on the sofa and rambled about his plan.

Sestia, who was trying to calm her startled heart, listened attentively but occasionally shrugged her shoulders or had her eyebrows trembling.

Her clear, flawless blue eyes filled with horror.

"Are you insane?"

"I'm perfectly sane."

"If something goes wrong with a plan like that...!"

"It's fine. At least the city won't be harmed, right?"

"That's true, but..."

"And if it succeeds, that's all that matters. The reward is substantial given the high risk."

"...There must be a safer way."

"That doesn't suit my temperament. Besides, the Red Dragon is my enemy, and who in the world shows mercy to their enemies? If you're going to crush them, you should do it thoroughly."

Sestia gulped as Bern spoke firmly without a trace of humor.

His anger felt like a heavy weight, yet cold as the winter wind from the north.

She believed that if he had felt this way during their mock battle, she wouldn't have even had bones left to collect.

"Anyway, there will be no change to the plan!"

"Sigh...! Fine, I'll help you."

As the oppressive pressure in the air disappeared, Sestia let out a deep sigh.

She wanted the man she secretly admired to remain safe.

If Bern's proposed plan failed, it would cost him his life.

But Bern's determination was so intense that it made such concerns seem pointless.

For Sestia, all she could do was perform her assigned role wholeheartedly to ensure the operation's success.

*He really is such a reckless man...*

And that made her like him even more.

***

"Lord Kashan, this is Yuran."

"So this is the place. Where Akum died."

"Yes, it is."

A pair from the Red Scale tribe who came from the western desert—a man and a woman.

Unlike Akum who had previously arrived with a wanted poster, they visited Yuran dressed in neat suits and dresses.

If not for their tanned skin and the necklaces with red scales, no one would have recognized them as desert tribe members.

When in Rome, do as the Romans do.

Following that principle, they had prepared themselves to blend easily with the crowds in Yuran.

"Halt! I don't recognize your faces. Where are you from?"

"We are special envoys from the Red Scale tribe. I am Setis, and this is Lord Kashan."

"Ah, so you've come about that matter."

They had two main purposes for their visit.

One was to investigate the dishonorable death of a Red Scale tribe member.

Rumors had spread throughout the country that a Red Scale tribe member had died while engaging in impure activities at an illegal club in Yuran.

This had tarnished the honor of the Red Scale tribe, known for their strong warriors.

The tribe argued that this couldn't be true, but due to the many witnesses, they couldn't control public opinion.

Eventually, the tribal chief ordered the recovery and investigation of the tribesman's body, and these two were the special envoys dispatched for that purpose.

"Hmm! I assume the wanted criminal is still in the city?"

"Of course. He's locked up in Yuran's prison, famous for its high security, so don't worry. For more details, you should speak with Lady Sestia."

"I understand."

Their other purpose concerned the named fugitive that the great Red Dragon Ignite had ordered to be killed.

News had recently reached the pair that Bern Coolam had been captured in Yuran.

Kashan and Setis, who had been dragging their heavy steps to investigate the incident, finally brightened up.

With joyful hearts, they rushed all the way to Yuran.

Though their honor had been tarnished by the disgrace, if they could bring back Bern's head, Ignite would be pleased.

The Red Dragon's pleasure was directly linked to the well-being of the Red Scale tribe.

*This is a blessing in disguise...!*

Having entered Yuran without incident, they immediately headed to Sestia's mansion.

After spending a long time in the waiting room they were guided to, they finally met Sestia, but they had to endure the humiliation of being overwhelmed by the intimidating aura emanating from the dragonian.

"So basically, you want me to hand over the wanted criminal I captured to you?"

"Y-yes, that's right!"

"Empty-handed?"

"Pardon?"

"The man who came with a wanted poster last time promised me a grand reward if I handed over the prisoner."

"Ah..."

This was a predicament.

The two had come to Yuran from the beginning to investigate the incident, not to capture the wanted criminal.

Therefore, they hadn't brought the compensation Sestia mentioned.

"I-if you hand over the wanted criminal first, we can provide compensation later..."

"Are you trying to negotiate with me, the ruler of Yuran? Do you think I don't know that you could execute the prisoner and leave, and that would be the end of it?"

The reward had been set as a part of the Red Dragon's body.

It was certainly an enticing bounty, but there was also anxiety.

Not only was the reward for one fugitive large, but if they just promised and returned to the desert, there was a possibility that she would never receive the compensation.

The ruler of the west was the selfish Red Dragon.

If she went directly to claim the reward, she might end up as charcoal in the dragon's fire.

Therefore, it was meaningless unless payment was made on the spot.

"I promise on the honor of our tribe that we will definitely provide the reward!"

"..."

Thud! Thud! Thud!

Kashan banged his head on the floor three times.

Though he showed this somewhat reckless behavior to gain Sestia's trust...

"That was a somewhat amusing performance. It reminds me of the old days when people like you used to beg me so earnestly."

It didn't work on Sestia at all.

She was a shrewd businesswoman who had built a city of pleasure on barren land.

No matter what Kashan and Setis showed her, she wouldn't agree to the deal unless they provided compensation.

*Damn it...!*

Kashan twisted his lips and cursed inwardly.

Unable to find a compromise, he could only agonize over the situation.

Just when an opportunity had presented itself, they were blocked by a high wall and couldn't seize it.

As they were seriously considering returning home, tasting deep despair, the wall unexpectedly offered them a small opening.

"Tsk! I'll be generous. I'll give you a special opportunity."

"An-an opportunity, you say?"

"Yes, tomorrow I'm going to sell the wanted criminal you desire as a slave to the casino. It will be priced quite high, but why don't you try to earn enough to buy the fugitive!"
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Casino.

A specialized establishment for various forms of gambling including cards and roulette, which played a major role in establishing Yuran as a city of pleasure.

If Rebron had the Colosseum as its symbol, Yuran had its casino.

The casino in Yuran was enormous beyond comparison to any other gambling establishment.

It was no exaggeration to call it a royal palace, and the Red Scale emissaries, Kashan and Setis, were overwhelmed by its size.

"This is amazing...!"

"It certainly is impressive. In the desert, aside from Lord Ignite's nest, there are no buildings of this scale."

There was also the fact that Ignite would destroy any building in the west built larger than his nest by humans.

The structure was something that couldn't be built even if the entire Red Scale tribe were mobilized, which made it all the more impressive.

The building, representing the pinnacle of countless architects' skills, was not something to be taken lightly.

"Our target is being offered as merchandise here, correct?"

"Yes, at least they wouldn't dare lie to us when we come representing Lord Ignite."

Deceiving them as special envoys would mean disrespecting Ignite.

One could do so if they weren't afraid of the consequences, but no sane person would attempt such a thing.

Not even if they were a Dragonian ruler of a major city.

"...Lord Kashan, if I may ask one question?"

"I permit it."

"Wouldn't it be better to forcibly apprehend the wanted criminal by invoking the great Lord Ignite's name, rather than going through these troublesome procedures?"

"What a foolish notion. Consider our position. We've been saddled with ridiculous false charges and must be mindful of the kingdom's people. In such a situation, if we exercise our authority, how would the world view our tribe and Lord Ignite?"

Shameless Red Dragon and his minions, subordinates who disrespect the kingdom, fucking lizards, and so on.

They would be labeled with tags full of anger and malice.

Furthermore, the Magic Tower, which had once declared war against the Red Dragon, might promise aid to others.

"Above all, Lord Ignite does not wish to clash with other dragons."

"I was foolish."

If human resistance became severe, other dragons might condemn Ignite's actions and try to suppress him.

If Ignite were the strongest dragon, it might be different, but as long as there existed a Supreme Dragon who maintained the world's order, the Red Dragon couldn't act recklessly.

"Act quietly and cautiously. We are merely guests here, not the owners of this place."

"I'll keep that in mind."

Setis bowed deeply to show respect to Kashan for his guidance.

Kashan gestured for her to raise her head and entered the casino.

A space filled with colorful lights, magnificent chandeliers, and pleasant music welcomed them.

Shortly after, a doorman who had been waiting at the entrance approached them.

"Are you Lord Kashan and Lady Setis of the Red Scale tribe?"

"Yes, but what business do you have with us?"

"Lady Sestia has instructed me to guide you directly to the VIP area. She has prepared special seats for you and left a message saying you should enjoy your time there with the finest food and drink."

"Hmm...!"

Though Kashan pretended to be indifferent to Sestia's hospitality, he was inwardly pleased.

The fact that they had the Red Dragon's name behind them carried such significance.

With this in mind, he followed the manager who had personally come to greet them.

He failed to notice any malicious intent hidden within the hospitality.

"They've finally arrived."

Meanwhile, in the casino's control room, Sestia was observing through a telescope.

She carefully watched the man and woman entering the building, oblivious to what awaited them.

Her lips curled upward at the appearance of her prey.

A challenging mission to earn enough money in one day to purchase an expensive slave.

While there might be a chance of success with good luck, Sestia didn't consider their success a possibility.

"Proceed with the operation."

"Yes!"

Sestia lowered her telescope and headed toward the VIP area.

She wanted to witness firsthand what was about to unfold.

As she hurried down the stairs, she encountered the two who had just entered the VIP area.

"Welcome to Yuran's pride, our casino."

"I'm honored that you've personally welcomed us."

"Don't misunderstand. I'm only here to enjoy an interesting spectacle."

Sestia turned her back and left, treating the guests as mere entertainment.

When Setis, provoked by her behavior, tried to step forward, Kashan quickly extended his arm to stop her.

He shook his head and communicated through the Red Scale necklace.

[Stand down. Intervening now would put us at a disadvantage.]

[But she insulted us!]

[Even half-dragons are naturally arrogant. No human could ever subdue her.]

Unfortunately, Kashan's theory was incorrect, as Sestia had already surrendered her body and heart to Bern.

However, given her consistently haughty demeanor, such a misunderstanding was inevitable.

From Bern's perspective, it was a misunderstanding that helped things progress favorably.

"Ladies and gentlemen! Thank you for your patience. We will now begin today's special casino event!"

The curtain rose on the stage at the heart of the casino, revealing a masked host.

With a loud and cheerful voice, he drew the attention of all the casino visitors.

"Hey! Aren't you mistaken? As far as I know, there are no events scheduled for today."

"Hahaha! I apologize for not announcing this in advance. However, this is a surprise event planned under Lady Sestia's special directive, so we ask for your interest!"

"Well, if that's the case..."

Sestia was the ruler of Yuran.

Even if she issued a reckless command, no one could express dissatisfaction.

Within the casino, Sestia's word was law.

"Before we proceed, let me introduce the person who will highlight this occasion!"

The host twirled away to the side like a dancer.

At the center of the platform stood a chair similar in size to the kingdom's throne.

And sitting on it was Bern, with his hands and feet tightly bound.

Looking around the casino with an indifferent expression, he suddenly turned his head.

The chains connected to the throne were firmly secured to prevent him from removing the handcuffs and shackles by himself.

"This man was recently hiding in the back alleys of Yuran until he was unfortunately captured by Lady Sestia."

"Tsk tsk! Talk about bad luck, getting caught by Lady Sestia of all people."

"He looks too decent to be a dangerous criminal, doesn't he?"

"It's common for decent-looking guys to do crazy things behind closed doors."

The spectators were murmuring as they looked at Bern.

Setis took out a wanted poster from her pocket and compared it with Bern.

After moving her eyes up and down several times, she nodded, confirming he was indeed the person they were looking for.

"The target is confirmed."

"So if we kill him, we can return home in glory."

Kashan and Setis stared intently at Bern, their eyes gleaming.

They wanted to get their hands on his neck by any means necessary.

However, they were left gaping when they heard the slave's price announced by the host.

"Surprisingly, this slave is a once-in-a-generation genius who has mastered 7-star level magic and reached master-level swordsmanship at a young age!"

"Wow! This slave's specs are no joke!"

"Indeed! Therefore, Lady Sestia has personally set the slave's price at five million Yuran!"

"F-five million?!"

Yuran was a special currency used only in the casino.

In terms of exchange rate, one Yuran was worth ten gold coins.

In pure value, Bern's price was fifty million gold.

It was an unprecedented price for a super slave.

"He seems to be a versatile slave, but..."

"Five million is a price that even a lord would hesitate to spend."

"Oh! It seems he's quite dissatisfied despite hearing his price is five million Yuran."

Bern was frowning, as if displeased, while tied to the chair.

The crowd assumed he thought his price should be higher.

But in reality, Bern was thinking the exact opposite.

*I told her to set a lower price...!*

He shot a dissatisfied glance at Sestia, who was standing at a distance, due to the ridiculously high price.

However, Sestia deliberately avoided his gaze, paying no heed.

*I can't set a low value for the man who defeated and conquered me. If it weren't for his request, I would have set it at ten million...*

Bern and Sestia had different perspectives on the matter.

The plan had started off on the wrong foot, but the outcome wasn't so bad.

"We don't have enough money!"

"What should we do?"

The two had scraped together all the funds they could after being told to buy him at the casino the previous day.

But upon hearing that the amount was far from sufficient, they became desperate.

"Don't give up on purchasing because of the high price! As we mentioned, this is an event, and our establishment has prepared something special just for today! If you win a few rounds of gambling, you could walk away with this premium slave!"

"We'll aim for a comeback through the event."

"Understood!"

Bern had planned to give the Red Scale emissaries false hope and make them spend lavishly at the casino.

If they squandered their money, he intended to lead them to a final gamble of his own design as their last chance.

However, the plan to drain them to the bone failed due to Sestia's unreasonable pricing.

Fortunately, the most crucial part of the plan was proceeding smoothly—the Red Scale emissaries were willingly walking into Bern's gambling trap, where human dignity might be at stake.
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I could move my hands and feet freely despite being chained, as the chains could be extended at will, causing no discomfort to my movements.

I could observe my surroundings while sitting in various positions, like crossing my legs.

"Is that really proper restraint?"

"It wouldn't be surprising if he broke those chains and escaped right now..."

"Hey! Are you doubting Lady Sestia's methods? Those chains must be artifacts that completely seal one's strength and magical power!"

People around me were correcting others' misconceptions about my comfortable appearance.

In truth, the chains were so loose they could hardly be called restraints.

I could easily tear them off with a strong pull, but I deliberately pretended to be constrained.

That way, I could enjoy the show.

*This position is practically VIP seating.*

[What an insufferably arrogant prisoner...]

The stage was high enough that I had a clear view of all the gamblers below.

Ecstasy and despair, jubilation and lamentation, success and failure.

As always, the gambling hall was a place where only opposing concepts coexisted.

Watching these scenes, I understood why people say humans are interesting.

*When they succeed, they desire even greater success; when they fail, they continue gambling, believing they'll succeed next time.*

[Don't they know gambling only ends in ruin?]

*Some don't know, and others know but can't stop.*

Human greed is endless, and they repeat the same mistakes.

They could simply walk away after making a decent profit, but greed holds their hearts captive.

They keep saying "just a little more" endlessly, and by the time they come to their senses, they find themselves bankrupt.

*Well, our concern isn't the gamblers' greed, but our enemies' movements.*

I glanced sideways at the Red Scale emissaries.

There was still some time before the main event.

They weren't gambling but were staying in the waiting area Sestia had prepared for them.

They were satisfying their hunger with wine and appetizers provided by the casino, receiving premium service from tuxedo-clad masseurs.

They must be recovering from the fatigue of traveling all the way to Yuran.

[Despite some variables, everything is proceeding according to plan.]

*They have no idea this meticulously prepared event is a trap. They completely trust it... I doubt they'll be purchasing me with pure funds.*

That was because Sestia had put an absurd price on me.

I was hoping they would fall into gambling addiction and accumulate debt, but still.

At least with such a high price, they would end up shouldering massive debt.

"Thank you for waiting! The preparations are complete! Those who wish to participate, please come up to the platform!"

The host appeared again to announce the start of the event.

Everyone turned their heads toward the stage and stood up—those who had been focused on slot machines, those sipping cocktails, those dancing, and even the Red Scale fellows who had been relaxing.

The stage became packed with people, as expected in a casino full of those honest about their desires.

I wondered if someone might try to kill me in this chaotic situation.

But then I noticed two women approaching me.

Both wore masks, but I knew who they were.

After all, there could be no other owners of such beautiful white and black hair.

"E-Everyone! Your enthusiasm is appreciated, but due to limited space, please return to the floor below the stage!"

Following the staff's instructions, people went back down from the stage.

The two women who had been secretly watching over me also had to leave, but they both turned their heads slightly and flashed me a smile as if on cue.

I was receiving love beyond what I deserved.

I scratched my cheek with an awkward smile.

"Whew~! Since there are more hopefuls than expected, I'll give you a quick explanation! First, as previously announced, this is a gambling event. Just as there's a chance to make a fortune, those who fail must bear the consequences!"

"You mean we could lose money?"

"Exactly! Since five million Yuran is at stake, the participation fee is set at ten thousand Yuran."

Success would yield nearly 500 times the investment.

It was tempting, but the entry fee was by no means small.

It was an amount that would terrify commoners—close to a year's budget for a village near the Capital.

Suddenly, I thought my own price tag was quite insane.

*Five million Yuran is enough to build a kingdom, isn't it?*

[If you set your mind to it, you could annihilate the Holden Kingdom. It's a reasonable price in that sense.]

*Is that so?*

Even if my abilities weren't enough, it wouldn't be impossible with my connections.

If I persuaded Breeze, I could build another kingdom on top of the Holden Kingdom.

Not that I had any such intention.

"This gambling event is special, consisting of three stages! You'll receive rewards as you pass each stage, but if you fail, you'll not only lose all rewards but also face a terrible penalty!"

"This is an unprecedented gambling method."

"Sounds fun. I'm already getting excited."

"So we need to pass all three stages to get the five million Yuran?"

"Note that after passing a stage, you can decide whether to pay an additional fee to continue or quit and take your reward!"

This approach was adopted to prevent resistance that might arise if participants were forced to continue.

Though the goal was to trap the Red Scale tribe, it was important to have others participate so the Red Scales wouldn't suspect a trap.

A gambling event where difficulty increases with each stage.

The Red Scale tribe had no choice but to participate, but others did.

"Those who are ready, please step forward!"

Unlike before, people didn't rush forward in droves, but several boldly climbed onto the stage.

This meant they could easily afford the ten thousand Yuran fee.

"I'll start the countdown now! If anyone else wishes to participate, please come up immediately!"

After about twenty people had come up, the line stopped.

The once-crowded space was now moderately filled.

When the countdown ended, 23 participants had expressed their intention to participate.

The host looked them over, grinned, and raised his arm.

Snap!

When he snapped his fingers, the scene changed instantly.

The casino stage vanished, replaced by a foggy ravine with two pairs of cliffs facing each other.

Space creation is the realm of gods.

It was beyond my capabilities and even artifacts, so they must have used spatial teleportation.

"W-Where are we?"

"Weren't we supposed to gamble at the casino?"

"Everyone, I understand your confusion, but don't worry! I'll explain everything now!"

The host took out a sphere from his pocket and threw it into the sky.

It was Hades' video transmission sphere, connected to the casino.

It was a device that broadcast the current situation to provide mutual reassurance.

After all, being dragged to such cliffs without explanation would naturally lead to unsettling thoughts.

"This gambling event is a ladder game!"

"L-Ladder game?"

"Yes! Though it's hard to see through the fog, there's a large ladder here! And this ladder extends to the opposite cliff. You'll choose one of thirty entrances and cross over!"

The ladders placed on both cliffs weren't straight but winding.

The ladder surface was wide enough that one wouldn't fall from a misstep.

However...

"Along the way, there are sections where the ladder is broken. Despite this, participants must continue forward."

"Are you insane?!"

"Are you telling us to risk our lives?"

"This is an unacceptable gamble!"

"Calm down, of course the casino has no intention of taking the lives of our valuable guests."

"Then why...!"

Before the protesting man could finish, the host turned around, ran, and jumped off the cliff.

The spectators screamed or covered their eyes, but their fears weren't realized.

The host, who had fallen straight down, bounced back up as if propelled and returned to the cliff.

"As you can see, there's anti-gravity magic and return magic at the bottom of the ravine. Even if you slip and fall, you absolutely won't get hurt."

"There's no guarantee it's completely safe!"

"I can guarantee it. The caster of both spells is none other than Lady Sestia."

That's a lie.

Both the anti-gravity and return magic were meticulously crafted by me.

I stayed up all night casting spells to achieve our goal.

Therefore, their lives wouldn't be in danger.

"W-Well, if Lady Sestia created it..."

"Then it must be trustworthy."

"I was worried for nothing, how embarrassing!"

Given the strong recognition of Sestia as the ruler, everyone generally accepted this.

No one could hold their head high in the face of absolute power.

"So we just need to cross the ladder to the other side?"

"That's right! If you safely reach the other side, you pass the first stage!"

"What are the odds?"

"Out of thirty entrances, there are ten paths that aren't broken and lead all the way to the end!"

The success rate was one-third.

Not high, but not low either.

It was an appealing probability for gamblers seeking to turn the tables.

Without a word, they all stood before the entrances.

Due to the thick fog, they couldn't see the ladder's shape in advance.

They would only discover whether they were winners or losers as they moved forward.

"You may start whenever you're ready!"

Everyone tensed up and took a step forward.

Click!

Simultaneously, spatial barrier magic activated at the entrances they had been standing at, preventing them from going back.

Entry was free, but exit was not.

They couldn't retreat until they either fell or reached the other side.

As I watched this scene with satisfaction, the host temporarily ended the broadcast and approached me.

He was also my accomplice.

"Is everything ready?"

"I've completed the installations at the twenty broken paths. And the Red Scale tribe woman has chosen the wrong path."

"Good work."

This meant I just needed to stay quietly restrained and enjoy the screams.

The screams of those who would be forcibly penetrated by the giant dildos planted at the bottom of the cliff.

That was the penalty for the first stage.

*I'll let them live.*

[What a devilish contractor...]
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"AAAAARGH!!"

Screams of death echoed from all around the cliff bottom.

I happily enjoyed the screams while sipping the herbal tea the host had brought me.

Gamblers being impaled from the front or back by the structures installed on the ground.

Aren't I practically an angel for personally teaching them how terrible gambling is?

Normally, killing a few people to teach everyone a lesson would be standard procedure, but that approach is barbaric.

"Hmm~! That sounds nice."

[Sometimes I wonder if you're truly human.]

'There are so many people crueler than me in this world. I'm actually on the kinder side.'

[Would anyone still think that after seeing you like this?]

While holding a teacup in one hand, I was stroking Chaos's head with my other hand as it sat on my knee.

'Isn't this the typical image of nobility enjoying teatime while petting their pet?'

[Nobility my ass. People would sooner believe you're a Demon King.]

Arrogant nobles, hedonistic serial killers, perverts who use spirits as tools, and so on.

In a world overflowing with such rotten people, I consider myself average by comparison.

No matter how much Prah denies it, my opinion won't change.

"How's the situation progressing?"

"Of the 23 participants, 8 passed safely. Of the remaining 15, 10 jumped down, but 4 are still..."

"Hesitating, right?"

"Yes, that's correct."

It was unfortunate.

Despite preparing 10 winning spots, there were still more failures.

I suppose their luck was just that bad.

"We can't let them drag this out and delay the proceedings."

"Woof woof!"

Chaos jumped off my knee.

It walked toward the ladder with tiny steps, wagging its tail vigorously.

After a moment, it stopped its tail and emitted a dark red energy around it.

The malevolent and eerie energy eventually gathered and transformed into the shape of sharp teeth.

"Grrr...!"

Though I couldn't see its face from behind, I could easily imagine Chaos baring its teeth threateningly.

Even that appearance seemed cute due to its small size, but if I recalled its true form, it wasn't cute at all.

The Chaos I faced was just an avatar, so it might look different from the main body.

Still, it probably looked even more ferocious than that, not less.

"ROAR!"

With Chaos's roar-like cry, the dark red teeth pierced through the fog.

Crack-! Crunch-!

Soon after, the sounds of breaking wood were followed by people's screams.

It had forcibly made the people remaining on the ladder fall.

"Woof woof! Huff huff!"

Having completed its task, Chaos activated its tail-copter again and returned to my knee.

Master, did I do well?

Chaos stared at me with clear eyes.

Its spinning in place clearly showed it wanted praise.

Thinking that withholding praise would only make things more tiresome, I patted Chaos's back.

Satisfied with this small gesture, Chaos rubbed itself against my leg vigorously before flopping over.

Each of its cute little movements captivated even the host's attention, but...

For me, knowing Chaos's true identity, it was somewhat of a conflicting sight.

"What happened?"

"Pardon?"

"The situation, I mean."

"Ah! After everyone remaining on the ladder fell, they were all transported back to the casino."

"Good, then next..."

"Eeek?!"

While I was about to move on to the next stage.

The host, who had been handling a magic orb, suddenly let out a groan.

The volume was so loud that Chaos, who had been lying down and acting cute, jumped up.

"What's wrong?"

"Th-that...!"

"What could possibly surprise you that much?"

"I'll show you directly."

Chaos and I looked into the orb that was held out.

At the bottom of the cliff, there was a field filled with toys.

There was still someone there who hadn't returned.

A woman from the Red Scale tribe, enjoying the punishment prepared for the failures.

She was swinging her hips in ecstasy, and seeing that scene, I was disgusted.

"Is she insane?"

[It seems that crazy tradition is still being carried on...]

'Tradition? What tradition?'

[In the distant past, when the first Demon King reigned, I heard from the demon folk about the conquest of the western desert. They planned to dominate all regions starting from the desert—north, south, east, and west—with the intention of exterminating humans.]

'Hooo...'

[But the demon folk's desert conquest failed. Not only was there protection from the Red Dragon, but the desert tribe's village was also cleverly hidden.]

'So what does that have to do with the tradition?'

[At that time, the Demon King's army, which had captured a group of tribal women as hostages, didn't hesitate to torture them to find out the location of the hidden village. Among the tortures was sexual torture led by incubi. But...]

'But?'

[They ended up overpowering the incubi instead.]

Defeating succubi.

I thought that feat was only possible for Princess Charlotte.

But it seems there were women in the past who rivaled Princess Charlotte.

No, perhaps the woman at the bottom of the cliff is also the same kind of human...

'It seems the Red Scale tribe members have strong sexual desires.'

[That's not it. Their sexual desires were similar to those of ordinary humans.]

'Yet they still overpowered the incubi?'

Not all incubi could be as incompetent as Astarotte, whom I met in the Dungeon of Lust.

Even though it was a thing of the past, it was a completely incomprehensible result.

[As you know, the desert tribes absolutely follow the Red Dragon. The level of their devotion goes beyond loyalty—it could be called fanatical worship.]

'Don't tell me they overcame it with faith in Ignite alone?'

[Similar but slightly different. They wanted to get closer to the Red Dragon they followed, and Ignite provided them with parts of his body.]

'That vain lizard gave parts of his body to humans?'

[To be precise, he gave them his shed skin after molting or scales that had fallen off.]

'So it was just garbage disposal.'

[Even if it's garbage to you, it's precious to humans. He even gave them severed dragon tails.]

As soon as I heard the word "tail," some inappropriate thoughts crossed my mind.

But I quickly shook my head in denial.

[They actively utilized the dragon body parts they received. They made necklaces from the scales, and as for the shed skin, they boiled it thoroughly in a cauldron and shared it among themselves.]

"Ugh...!"

My brow furrowed slightly at the mention of eating dragon skin.

Just imagining it made me nauseous.

It was truly a bizarre food that would be impossible to consume without worshipping the Red Dragon.

[And the thick, massive dragon tail was fixed in the village square, and the women would take turns...]

'Oh, shit.'

At the point where Prah cut off his words, I immediately understood.

How the tribal women had utilized Ignite's large, magnificent tail.

[Let me refrain from elaborating. Anyway, the incubi at that time had their spirits crushed by the women's honest assessment that they were 'too small.']

'I didn't want to know about such a horrifying world...'

I couldn't understand those who got upset and came all the way to Yuran after hearing false rumors about homosexuality.

Their own long-standing tradition was equally abnormal.

That insane tradition was being demonstrated by the woman enthusiastically swinging her hips at the bottom of the cliff.

Having utilized the dragon's tail since childhood, the Red Scale tribe woman's body had become unable to be satisfied unless it matched the size of the tail.

It was a disaster in a different sense.

"What should we do? Should we forcibly transport the remaining woman back as well?"

"No, let's just leave her here..."

I manipulated the orb to see the situation at the casino.

There, the failed participants were lying on the floor, clutching their buttocks in pain.

A completely normal reaction.

I turned the screen back to the bottom of the cliff.

The Red Scale woman was rolling around in the field of dildos with a crazy, bright smile.

I returned the orb to its inactive state and handed it back to the host.

I thoroughly ignored the sight that couldn't be calmly observed and the truth I didn't want to know.

There's no such thing as normal in this other world.

Not just the different races, but even humans from other regions had been living with insane mindsets.

It seemed miraculous that there hadn't been a single mention of this in the Academy's Strongest Dominator.

Or perhaps the person who dragged me into this world had made the world abnormal.

I don't know which is the truth, but it seems too late to restore normalcy.

Finally, I'd like to express my condolences to all the previous Demon Kings who fought against such abnormal beings.
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"This is driving me crazy......"

These were the words that escaped the mouth of the host who had come early to check the second stage.

Looking around at the hidden devices scattered throughout the area, he clicked his tongue.

The ladder climbing in the first stage was child's play compared to the second stage. He wanted to peek inside the mind of whoever designed this.

"Perhaps Lady Sestia made a contract with a demon disguised as a human."

After confirming there were no issues with the devices, he turned and left.

His hurried footsteps revealed his state of mind.

Thankfully, he wasn't a participant.

With that thought, he activated his transportation artifact.

"Thank you for your patience!"

The host returned to the ravine after completing his final inspection.

He completely changed his disgusted expression and raised the energy in his voice.

Having worked at the casino for many years, he maintained a professional attitude.

"Before we move on to stage two, I sincerely congratulate you all on making it through safely!"

"Hey! I heard screams that sounded like vocal cords being torn apart. Is this really safe?"

"Haha! You can rest assured about that. Those screams are simply a natural reaction to falling from high places."

"Are you secretly getting rid of us without us knowing?"

"Please refrain from such misunderstandings. Our casino prioritizes guest safety in all gambling activities."

Woong-!

With a mechanical sound, the sphere in the host's hand rose into the air.

The floating sphere, like before, displayed the situation inside the casino.

In the video were several familiar figures who had been seen before crossing the ravine.

Though they were lying face down on the floor, their twitching movements showed they were still alive.

"As you can see, those who failed the first stage have been safely transported back to the casino."

A sigh of relief escaped from the group of survivors.

But shortly after, just one person raised their hand high.

It was Kashan from the Red Scale tribe.

"I don't see my companion. Can you tell me where they are?"

"Ah......"

The host fumbled for words, unable to honestly say, "They're still enjoying themselves at the bottom of the ravine."

After much deliberation, he pretended to fiddle with the sphere while coming up with a plausible excuse.

"Unfortunately, they're not visible anywhere in the casino. The only area that can't be seen with the provided artifact is the restroom, so perhaps they've gone to... powder their nose."

"Hmm, I see."

Kashan nodded, accepting the explanation.

The host, having broken into a cold sweat, continued with his instructions.

"Ahem! Those of you who passed the first stage have two choices. One is to continue the challenge, and the other is to stop and return to the casino with just the first stage reward."

"In poker terms, it's either 'call' or 'fold,' eh?"

"Exactly! The choice is yours individually, so feel free to think about it for about ten minutes."

"We've come this far, so of course we should continue!"

"I'm giving up. Even though our lives aren't at stake, hearing those screams scared me too much."

"What do you ladies over there plan to do?"

"We'll make our own decisions."

The situation was divided with various opinions.

As time passed, two out of eight decided to stop, while the remaining six expressed their intention to continue.

"Those who wish to withdraw, please come to the right. We'll send you back immediately, and you can collect your first stage reward by speaking to a casino employee."

Clap-!

When he snapped his thumb and middle finger together, magic circles formed beneath the two participants.

Soon, their bodies gradually disappeared.

After completing the transfer, the host slowly approached the six challengers.

He took out bundles of black cloth from his pocket and held them out.

"Please blindfold yourselves with this black cloth. You must wear it until you complete the next stage."

"W-what?"

"Are you saying we have to take on the challenge without being able to see?"

"That's correct."

Even when crossing the ladder over the high cliff, they had moved slowly while breaking into cold sweats.

Now they had to take on a challenge with their vision blocked.

Some challengers just stared at the black cloth, hesitant to cover their eyes.

"There's no need to worry. We're not asking you to cross the ravine with your eyes closed."

"Then what exactly are you asking us to do...?"

"A maze escape."

"A maze escape?"

"Yes. You just need to escape the maze while blindfolded. The maze structure only branches into two paths, left and right, and if you hit a dead end, you can turn back without any problem."

"Is that all?"

"Yes. The first three to arrive win. The others are automatically eliminated."

It was a series of luck.

Whoever made it deepest by continuously making the right 50/50 choices would win.

"But why do we need to be blindfolded?"

"Think of it as a kind of challenge. When you turn back from a wrong path, it's easy to lose your sense of direction. Wouldn't it be boring if gambling was just about luck?"

"That's certainly true."

"Just hearing about it excites me."

Convinced by the host's explanation, even those who had hesitated all put on the black blindfolds.

The black cloth was enhanced with magic, preventing even the smallest light from entering.

It felt like being thrown alone into complete darkness.

At least their hearing was intact, so they didn't feel completely isolated.

"From now on, I'll send each of you to different entrances. The length of all maze paths is identical, so you can rest assured about that."

"Wait a moment! There aren't any dangerous creatures like magical beasts in the maze, right?"

"......"

Silently, the host turned his back.

Beyond his gaze was Bern, who was sitting and watching leisurely while using an invisibility spell.

Bern nodded as if there was no problem.

"Of course not. There are no magical beasts that would threaten your lives."

"Good. Then please send us in."

"Yes, enjoy your maze exploration......"

The host bowed like a gentleman, knowing they couldn't see him.

At the same time, the scenery changed instantly.

All personnel at the ravine were transported to the maze created by Bern.

Among them, the host and Bern were moved to the observation tower at the destination point.

"Why did you just tell such a lie?"

"What?"

"I'm talking about saying there are no magical beasts."

"Huh? But it's true."

"What are you saying? In that maze...!"

"Tsk, tsk!"

Bern interrupted the host.

He frowned and wagged his index finger.

"They asked if there were any 'magical beasts,' not if there were any 'magical creatures.' And they're not that dangerous anyway."

"Are they human?"

"Unfortunately, yes."

Magical creatures broadly refer to monsters generated from magical energy, while magical beasts specifically refer to animals that have been corrupted and transformed by magical energy.

In a comprehensive view, magical beasts were a type of magical creature.

However, the magical creatures lurking in the maze were not magical beasts.

They were monsters created from pure magical energy, so there was nothing incorrect in Bern's statement.

Still, he could have mentioned that there were magical creatures.

Bern, who had thoroughly concealed the truth, appeared just as shameless.

"So are you going to help them one by one?"

"...No."

"Then just watch quietly. The grand chaos party that's about to unfold...!"

Bern spread his arms wide and began to laugh innocently.

His laughter and actions were truly villainous.

Only his restraints made him look less impressive.

The host shook his head as he watched Bern, who was immersed in his own plan.

***

*Thanks to my benefactor's consideration, I should be able to finish this easily again.*

The maze twisted and turned like Bern's distorted mind.

While others were walking with their hands against the maze walls, Rin was running proudly.

She too had a black blindfold around her eyes, but it was meaningless.

The woman was blind to begin with, and the way she perceived the world was by reading mana flows through her skin.

Even with her eyes covered, the maze was as clear to her as if illuminated by the sun.

For this reason, the blindfold was nothing more than a warm piece of cloth around her eyes.

*This time I'll be able to claim first place.*

The thick fog in the ravine during the first stage had no effect on Rin either.

However, she lost first place to Rene, who had participated in the gamble with her.

While others were running, Rene didn't hesitate to use her wings, considering that no one could see around them.

Above the runner is the flyer.

No matter how hard she tried, Rin couldn't catch up to the gliding Rene.

After tasting defeat, she had been determined, and finally, an opportunity came to Rin.

Due to the restriction of not being able to see ahead, Rene wouldn't be able to freely spread her wings.

Rin was confident that in terms of pure running ability, she would dominate.

Just as she had made up her mind to take first place this time...

"Unghiii!!"

"Ogok!!"

Following the ravine, screams began to be heard in the maze as well.

Though they were closer to moans than screams, Rin continued running without paying any attention.

Thud-!

Something tentacle-like covered in sticky fluid burst through the wall.

It rushed toward Rin as she ran hard, but before it could touch her body, she grabbed it with her hand.

It struggled fiercely while being held, but couldn't withstand Rin's grip and burst.

"My clothes are dirty... hm?"

Sizzle-!

When the tentacle's fluid touched Rin's clothes, they began to dissolve.

Yet it had no effect on human skin.

"...I understand your intention, my benefactor!"

Rin raised her index finger as if she had suddenly realized something.

She picked up the slime-covered tentacle corpse with her hand.

Then she kicked off the ground hard and jumped over the maze wall, leaving her designated area.

*So you wanted to give the participants a sense of shame to make them give up!*

Bern had no such intention.

He had only put them in as obstacles and penalties, but Rin had misunderstood and gone berserk.

And so the maze was becoming even more chaotic.

Rin's desire to become first had long since disappeared, replaced by her loyalty to Bern.
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The situation was taking a strange turn.

The scenario I had wanted was for everyone except Rin and Rene to be attacked by magical beasts and put in a difficult position... but my mistake of not creating barriers between the mazes was now painfully obvious.

"Was that intentional, sir?"

"No..."

Led by Rin and followed by Rene, they were completely ignoring the competition and tormenting people with the corpses of magical beasts.

Listening to their conversation through the artifact made things even more ridiculous.

"You'd better declare your surrender now."

"Otherwise, you're going to experience something painful!"

"I-I can't do that! Do you know how much money is riding on this gamble?"

The participation fee was 10,000 Yuran. Plus an additional 50,000 Yuran to challenge the second stage.

Even though I've become somewhat wealthy lately, it still felt like a painful expense.

But Rin and Rene couldn't care less about other people's money.

"Words aren't working! Let's strip him."

"Wait?!"

"If you don't want to get hurt, stay still."

They completely stripped the other challenger, then bound his hands and feet with tentacle corpses so he couldn't move.

Then they removed the man's blindfold.

It was against the rules, but since he hadn't removed it voluntarily, I decided to observe for now.

"W-what are you trying to do?"

"The crime of stubbornly resisting despite our repeated advice to give up."

"We must bring down the hammer of judgment...!"

"If you harm me, the staff won't stand idle!"

Slap! Slap!

Rin was repeatedly slapping her palm with a tentacle.

Rene was ostentatiously displaying the clothes they had stripped from the challenger.

"I don't know what you're planning, but stop it right now!"

"If you still refuse to declare surrender, we'll have no choice but to make you leave the casino in nothing but your underwear."

"You're not thinking of dissolving my clothes, are you? Stop it right now! That suit was handcrafted by a master tailor from the Capital who has since passed away!"

"If you care about your clothes, you just need to surrender."

"I can't do that..."

Sizzle!

The coat began dissolving upon contact with the tentacle's secretions.

The owner of the coat wailed with his eyes wide open.

"No!!"

"Next is the dress shirt."

"That shirt was made with silk from Flower silkworms that cost me 3,000 gold coins...!"

Sizzle!

The clothes that had cost money and effort instantly turned to liquid and fell to the floor.

His eyes turned bloodshot and screams erupted from his mouth.

"You crazy bitches! Just kill me instead!"

"Finally, the pants."

"No! Anything but that!!"

Sizzle!

"Aaaaargh!!"

After watching the pants dissolve, I turned off the artifact.

I'm not sure where things went wrong.

I never taught Rin and Rene to threaten people like this.

What happened in Yuran while I was at the Academy?

As I shook my head at the sudden question, I heard Prah's voice.

[They say lovers grow to resemble each other, and now they're acting exactly like you.]

'That's a strange thing to say. I could never do something so heartless.'

[I'd love to know the secret of how you became so shameless.]

'I'm serious.'

While I was arguing with Prah, another incident was occurring outside, as mentioned by the host who was looking through a telescope.

"It seems they've found a new victim."

"Again? This is already the fourth... oh."

There were a total of six participants in the second stage.

Of those, three had already been taken care of by Rin and Rene.

And among those three victims, none were my target.

Which means their newly found victim is...

"There he is!"

"Get him!"

"W-what's going on?!"

When I turned the artifact back on, noisy sounds filled the control room.

Kashan, was that his name?

The middle-aged man from the Red Scale tribe, the last one remaining, was being chased by the enthusiastic Rin and Rene.

"I thought this was too easy. Is this interference from the casino...?"

"No."

"We simply came to eliminate other participants."

"Were you challengers too?"

"That's right."

"Hah! Coming into another challenger's maze and causing such havoc is clearly against the rules...!"

"You're saying the same thing as everyone else."

"Since when was that a rule? We eliminated another participant in the ladder game too, and there were no sanctions."

It seems nine people should have survived the first stage.

But it looks like someone was eliminated due to Rene's scheme.

I didn't know about that either.

When I turned to look at the host, he deliberately avoided my gaze.

He asked me if I was human, but he himself was just an evil bystander.

Anyway, everyone involved in this operation was complicit, so there was no need to feel guilty.

We were the rules, and this gamble was designed from the start to take down the Red Lizard.

The person Rene eliminated was probably also from the Red Scale tribe, called Setis.

"Even without my instructions, they've been taking actions that help the plan in their own way."

I felt proud of Rin and Rene.

Even now, though they appeared to be fiercely pursuing Kashan, they were keeping an appropriate distance.

They probably intended to drag him to the final stage as planned.

The deepest part of the maze, their destination, wasn't far, so I could see them even without the artifact.

"Then I'll go out to meet them now."

"Alright."

"Woof!"

I waved my hand to tell him to go, but Chaos misinterpreted it as a signal to come here.

Chaos jumped onto my lap and started wagging his tail vigorously.

It was awkward to tell him to get down, so I smiled bitterly and slowly stroked his head.

"Achoo!"

While watching the situation in the maze, I accidentally touched Chaos's nose.

'That's a sensitive spot!' he seemed to say as he gently bit my finger, but then started licking it, apparently feeling sorry.

I couldn't help but smile at Chaos, who was both causing and solving the problem.

"I guess I'm blessed with good relationships."

[That's a strange thing to say. As far as I know, there are no humans except Rin and Lewen?]

"...You're right."

Thinking about the relationships I've formed so far, the proportion of pure humans was small.

Except for the two people Prah mentioned, they were all different species.

Princess Charlotte was a quasi-Succubus Queen, so she was excluded.

Anyway, it was somewhat inappropriate to claim I was blessed with human relationships.

"Then let's say I have good rapport with people."

[Don't you feel your conscience disappearing more and more?]

Ignoring that, I was watching the results of the now-finished second stage.

Kashan was breathing heavily, and Rin and Rene were suddenly fighting over him.

"Haa~! If Lady Rene hadn't dawdled at the fork in the road, we could have caught him..."

"What? Are you blaming me?"

"But isn't it true? Don't you remember how you were delayed because you had to make a sharp turn when you couldn't control your speed?"

"You also slowed down in the middle to untangle your tentacles!"

"At least I didn't make stupid turns like someone."

"Are you done talking?!"

The two of them were bickering over trivial matters as usual.

But having been with them for a while, I could tell they weren't fighting seriously.

Sensing there was some other scheme behind their argument, I watched with one corner of my mouth raised.

"This is fun."

It seems like there won't be a role for me in this plan.

***

"You all worked hard to escape the maze. Since all three of you passed, you may now remove your blindfolds."

"Whew...!"

Kashan threw off the black cloth.

He winced at the light he was seeing after a long time, but he was quickly adapting.

As soon as he adapted, he wanted to confront those who had been chasing him, but they were fighting each other as if they couldn't care less about someone like Kashan.

Their intensity was so strong that it was difficult for a third party to intervene.

Their argument was so fierce that it was surprising they had cooperated to attack him earlier.

"Everyone? Your youthful energy is admirable, but could you stop fighting for the sake of smooth proceedings?"

"Hmph!"

"Sigh...!"

With the host's mediation, the explosive fight between the two women came to an end.

In the end, Kashan couldn't even vent his frustration.

But he didn't mind at all. Instead, his lips were twitching.

'This isn't a bad situation.'

In the next stage, the three remaining people would have to fight each other.

If the two women cooperated like they did in the second stage, Kashan would be at an overwhelming disadvantage.

Therefore, their discord was an excellent opportunity for him.

'The fact that they could chase me at full speed even with their vision blocked means they must be skilled.'

Kashan had a skill called "Ki Sense."

It was a technique that allowed him to navigate the maze comfortably even without sight, and only those with a certain level of skill could acquire it.

The women who were glaring at each other probably had comparable skills.

Their abilities were beyond doubt.

'Then my task is clear.'

He needed to persuade them to join his side or make them fight each other.

Kashan, who had been thinking hard, smiled slyly from a position where the two couldn't see him.

"Before we enter the next stage, I'll give you some time to rest. I'll return in 10 minutes, so please rest well for the next gamble."

And the opportunity Kashan had been hoping for arrived.

His steps toward Rene and Rin were incredibly light.

Not knowing he was walking straight into the tiger's mouth...

Ch.172 - 166. Rest - 9
"Are you saying you'll help me win right now?"

"Ah, although the nature of the next stage's gamble hasn't been revealed yet, if it's a gamble to determine the final winner, it's highly likely to be a confrontation format. If it becomes a confrontation, it will inevitably turn into a three-way battle, and naturally everyone will be watching to see who makes the first move."

"I suppose so. So why should I form an alliance with you?"

"When someone starts to move, the person being attacked will strike back. Then the one who wasn't attacked will have a choice. Will they help someone? So if we form an alliance in advance, wouldn't that give us peace of mind?"

After the second stage ended, Lin and Rene blamed each other.

With seeds of discord already planted between them, if a three-way battle occurred, the probability of them fighting each other was high.

Kashan intended to exploit this point and persuade them to join his side.

*I don't want to act like a bat, switching sides, but these two are too strong. It's not something I can handle alone.*

He was both a warrior and a strategist.

Duels with honor, fights with certainty.

Living with such a motto in his heart, he judged the current situation to be a fight.

And he was thoroughly plotting to gain the upper hand.

*In a one-on-one, I might somehow be able to fight...*

He didn't care if people criticized him for being underhanded.

In this field, dirty tricks were acceptable, and the other side had started with the underhanded methods first.

Isn't it said, an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth?

If he thought of it as simply paying them back, he wouldn't feel the slightest guilt.

*All of this is for Lord Ignite...!*

Savoring his praise for the Red Dragon, Kashan put on a brazen smile.

Not knowing that the woman before him was a Dragonian who had been burned by the Red Dragon.

"I'm not forcing you, but don't you think it's not a bad proposal?"

"Hmm, I'll need to consider it positively. That brutish woman will surely try to deal with me first."

"If such a situation arises, I'll step in to help you. What do you think?"

"What benefit do you get from going to such lengths?"

"You can give me a portion of the prize money. That's enough for me."

In reality, his intention was to create a one-on-one situation, but Kashan concealed his true motive.

Still, perhaps he hadn't hidden it completely, as Rene looked at him with suspicious eyes.

She didn't seem particularly welcoming of the proposal, but if she refused, there was a chance he would approach the other side.

Eventually, Rene reluctantly accepted his proposal.

"Fine. But if you betray me, I won't let it slide, okay?"

"You don't need to worry about that. I'm a person who firmly keeps the words I speak."

Kashan boldly expressed his ambition, trying to gain her trust.

But Rene's response was lukewarm, and she even gestured for him to leave.

*Insolent bitch!*

Kashan's veins bulged as he saw Rene's arrogant attitude despite him extending a hand first.

She should be grateful, yet she returned his offer with suspicion—it was enough to make his blood boil.

Nevertheless, he couldn't let his plan go awry, so he had to swallow his anger like a bitter cup.

*Just you wait...!*

He turned his back sharply and headed to where Lin was.

While he was trying to lay groundwork with Lin to secure his advantage,

Someone was keenly observing Kashan's two-timing strategy.

He let out a scornful laugh, looking at him with pity.

Though he didn't say "Do you think that will work?", it was clearly evident in his expression.

"It seems there won't be any issues with the gamble. How are the preparations for the next plan coming along?"

"We've hired everyone you mentioned—the notary, the undertaker, and even the detective agency from Yuran. The forged documents have been thoroughly checked and prepared."

"Good. You've educated them as I instructed, right?"

"Yes, here are the confidentiality agreements we obtained from all hired personnel."

Bern quickly scanned the documents handed to him by the host.

Without exception, magical seals were engraved at the bottom of each contract.

A clause stating that if someone tries to disclose secrets, a restriction will activate, and magic will seal the contractor's mouth.

It was a preventive measure against potential accidents that might occur due to intoxication.

Confirming there were no issues, Bern nodded and returned the documents to the host.

"Give these to Sestia. She's better at document management than I am."

"Understood."

The host took the documents and vanished instantly from the spot.

The plan was proceeding smoothly; all that remained was to wait.

***

"The next gamble is 'Myoranghojon' (Rabbit, Wolf, and Tiger Battle)."

"Myoranghojon? I've never heard of it before. What is it?"

"As the name suggests, it's a battle between a rabbit, a wolf, and a tiger."

The three people were puzzled despite the host's explanation.

It was a natural reaction since this was an unprecedented gamble they had never heard of before.

"First, each of you will take on the role of either a rabbit, a wolf, or a tiger."

"W-wait a minute! The wolf is one thing, but isn't the rabbit at a huge disadvantage? The fight wouldn't be fair!"

"Haha! Have you ever heard the fable of the clever rabbit? Originally, a rabbit would be just a mouthful for a tiger, but in the fable, their positions are reversed. The same applies in this gamble."

"You mean the rabbit defeats the tiger?"

"Exactly! However, the rabbit cannot defeat the clever wolf. And in the case of the wolf, it must submit before the tiger."

"This will be an interesting three-way battle."

The gamble the host described was a circular food chain.

The wolf beats the rabbit, the tiger beats the wolf, and the rabbit beats the tiger.

Each has an opponent they can defeat and one they cannot.

The natural enemy changes depending on the role.

And each role had its own unique characteristics.

"First, the rabbit, being a clever animal, can freely use human artifacts. However, being the weakest animal, a magical restriction will be placed on its body."

Tools, traps, weapons, etc., can be used freely without restrictions, but in exchange, the body becomes heavier.

It was a role that required using one's head well, given the physical disadvantages compared to other animals.

"The wolf has no restrictions except that it cannot use tools. It's truly a free animal."

The wolf was ordinary, with no outstanding areas.

Simple is best—it was the most suitable role for someone with excellent fundamentals.

"Lastly, the tiger will have enhancement magic cast on its body, opposite to the rabbit. It will be given tremendous strength, but sadly, it will be completely vulnerable to the rabbit's traps. Even if it knows it's a trap, it cannot avoid it."

Through magic, it would possess the strongest power, but in exchange, it would become a stubborn fool.

Even if caught in a trap, it couldn't resist, so like the rabbit, it had significant restrictions to bear.

*I must secure the wolf role at all costs...!*

That was Kashan's conclusion.

While the rabbit and tiger were also attractive, each had its own strengths and fatal weaknesses.

The restrictions were too significant to ignore, so Kashan hoped for the wolf role, which had neither strengths nor restrictions.

"The final gamble will take place in a forest with only grass and trees. Each will start from a different area, and you'll earn one point each time you land an effective hit on an opponent. The person with the highest score at the end will be the winner."

"For example, if a rabbit attacks a wolf, will that count as a point?"

"No. Only attacks by the rabbit against the tiger, the wolf against the rabbit, and the tiger against the wolf will be recognized as effective hits."

"Hmm..."

While Lin and Rene were deep in thought, Kashan raised his hand high.

The host's gaze turned to him.

"What is it?"

"I have something I'd like to ask."

"What is it?"

"You said it's a battle in the forest, but can we really consider this a fair gamble? There were non-combatants among the participants. If they had made it to the final round instead of us, they would have been at a significant disadvantage, wouldn't they?"

All three finalists gathered here had experience in combat.

If even one of them had been someone who had never fought before, it would have been an unequal gamble.

Kashan probed this point, and the host, caught off guard, began to speak calmly as if prepared in advance.

"You're perceptive. However, the casino has prepared two different gambles anticipating the point you've raised. We divided it into cases with non-combatants and cases without, and since this is the latter, we prepared the Myoranghojon."

"Why go to such lengths?"

"This is an event that happens only a few times a year. Wouldn't it be more entertaining than consistently spinning roulettes or shuffling cards while seated? Even now, guests within the casino are enjoying betting on who will be the final winner."

"So you're using us as a kind of racehorse concept."

"I apologize if you find it uncomfortable. But for the smooth operation of the casino, we need to continuously provide entertainment for our guests."

A repetitive daily routine like a squirrel in a wheel makes life lose its interest.

Hence, the casino held new events to create a different kind of excitement.

Given that the value of the prize was much greater than the participation cost, the casino also needed to gain some benefit.

Although there were some unclear aspects, Kashan had to accept it.

*You can't say it's to humiliate your tribe...*

The host's ability to improvise was beyond imagination.

"I'll be the tiger."

"Then I'll be the rabbit."

"What?"

"What's wrong? Are you anxious about being hunted by me?"

"Ha! Ridiculous!"

Another small dispute arose between Lin and Rene during the role selection.

However, neither of them reversed their choices.

For Lin, who had lived her entire life wielding a sword, the rabbit was an inevitable role.

Similarly, for Rene, who had never used weapons in her life and overwhelmed opponents with her physical prowess, the tiger was perfect.

Since there was no conflict over the roles, Kashan, who had hoped for the wolf role, smiled with satisfaction.

*Stupid women...*

Thanks to them, things were proceeding smoothly.

He was already in an alliance with Rene, who had volunteered for the tiger role.

Using the tiger as bait to catch the rabbit would surely secure his advantage.

Kashan thought his victory was not far off.

"Now that the roles have been decided, I'll provide the mandatory attire."

"Attire?"

"Yes, it's a kind of service for the guests who are anticipating the final gamble, so please make sure to wear it."

The host handed each of the three a heavy leather pouch.

They immediately took out the contents upon receiving the pouches.

"Eh?!"

The first scream came from Lin.

In her hands were rabbit ears and a bunny girl outfit.

As soon as she identified the clothing, Lin's face turned bright red.

"A-are you telling me to wear this right now?"

"Yes."

"How can you provide such an indecent outfit...!"

"It was someone's strong request."

"Can I refuse?"

The host looked back at the tower behind him and spoke gently.

Understanding the meaning of this action, Lin hid her embarrassed expression and quickly accepted.

Then she calmly entered the changing room.

"This isn't right!"

Next was Rene.

She was holding a tiger-print bikini swimsuit.

Given the limited coverage of the tiger print, if worn on bare skin, her body would be clearly visible.

"I can't wear something like this..."

"It's a request from your fiancé."

"I'll do it!"

Rene gripped the bikini firmly and walked proudly to the changing room.

The persuasion of the two women proceeded disappointingly easily.

Meanwhile, Kashan, who had been observing the two women's situations, was anxious.

Following the precedent, there was a high possibility that he too would have some outlandish outfit in his pouch.

*This is driving me crazy.*

If there was any consolation, his leather pouch was relatively slim.

It was so light that he doubted if there were any clothes inside.

Still, unable to let his guard down, Kashan closed his eyes tightly and put his hand into the pouch.

He pulled his hand out of the pouch again, revealing the contents.

One was a wolf headband.

It was embarrassing for a middle-aged man to wear, but bearable.

The other, fortunately not clothing, was an accessory.

An accessory with a wolf's tail at the end—a tail plug meant to be inserted into the anus.

"There was a strong request from Seris, who is part of your group."

"What the hell?"

Ch.173 - 167. Rest - 10
The next gamble was a three-way blood battle in the forest.

Before that, they all changed into outfits befitting their roles.

"Kyaa...!"

"...This is insane."

The first person to emerge from the changing room was Rin.

She was dressed as a black bunny girl, with the high-leg design accentuating her legs and hip line.

It seemed to be an outfit she rarely wore, as her face was flushed red.

Nevertheless, she awkwardly approached the sphere-shaped artifact, and with her folded bunny ears, turned the casino into a cauldron of excitement.

*I wonder if my Gracious Teacher is watching me like this right now?*

Though embarrassing, the bunny girl outfit she wore was Bern's choice.

Rin momentarily set aside her shame and stretched both arms upward.

Then, bending her arms at right angles and bringing her hands above her head, she flapped them up and down.

"Boing... boing boing!"

She even went so far as to vocally imitate a rabbit's cry despite her embarrassment.

The impact was tremendous.

The casino erupted with cheers so loud it seemed the building might float away, and even Bern, who was watching the situation, was greatly affected.

Unfortunately, the timing coincided with him taking a drink of water, causing him to spray it out.

Had there been just a bit more water, it might have formed a rainbow arc.

*Boing boing! I-I'll do my best!*

Though her words were directed at Bern, the audience took them as Rin's determination and grew even more excited.

A genuine fan base formed in support of her—the impact of the bunny girl was truly formidable.

Even Bern's Holy Sword was forcibly drawn at the sight of Rin.

The outfit Rin would showcase on the bed later was now decided.

Meanwhile, another formidable contender emerged from the changing room.

She too lacked confidence in her gait and walked awkwardly.

While the bunny girl outfit covered the torso, this one boasted exposure that clearly revealed the navel.

A bikini swimsuit with so little fabric it could almost be called underwear.

The irregular tiger print in yellow and black simultaneously provided a strange lightness and tension.

The fact that it was worn by the pure-looking Rene gave it a slightly deviant feeling, even evoking a sense of sinfulness.

"Ooh! That's also quite something...!"

"I'm getting an eyeful today!"

The appearance was a pass.

However, due to the tremendous impact of Rin's previous performance, it didn't receive as much response.

Moreover, Rene was even more embarrassed than Rin and covered her body with her arms.

Just as people were feeling disappointed that she wasn't confidently showing off, something happened.

*Ah...?*

Rene's gaze fell on Rin's face.

The curved lips and slightly trembling corners of her mouth revealed that she was trying not to show her joy of victory.

Seeing that smile, which seemed certain of victory, Rene dropped the arms covering her body.

She must have set aside her shyness in response to her rival's provocation.

Crunch-!

Gritting her teeth, she walked confidently toward the sphere-shaped artifact.

Believing that Bern was watching her, she cupped her hands toward the sphere.

Then she boldly delivered her reaction.

"Nya, nyaong~!"

Despite being assigned the role of a tiger, she said "nyaong" instead of "roar."

However, this ignorance caused an even greater response, and the casino began to stir again.

"She's killing it!"

"Crazy girl! Crazy girl! Crazy girl! Crazy girl! Crazy girl! Crazy girl! Crazy girl!"

The reaction was phenomenal, with about half of those who had been captivated by Rin changing their preferences.

Meanwhile, Bern, who was also watching this scene, covered his eyes with his palm.

Not because he had seen something he shouldn't have.

Rather, he closed his eyes to recall the scene, trying not to forget the image he had just witnessed.

His heart pounded just from those few words.

Bern couldn't stop smiling at the thought of his beloved ones showing different charms.

He could have attained enlightenment right then and there.

While enjoying this happy moment, the door to the changing room opened again.

The man who came out...

"Put that dick away."

Was mercilessly cut off by Bern, who turned off the artifact.

***

"Everyone must have had a hard time changing into unfamiliar outfits."

Though everyone had blushed when they first appeared, they had now perfectly adapted.

Rin and Rene convinced themselves that they were showing these appearances for Bern.

As a result, confidence they hadn't felt initially began to rise, making them bolder.

With the added element of competition, they could freely strike provocative poses.

On the other hand, Kashan still hadn't adapted and hung his head low.

He had refused to wear what he thought was a plug, but even the wolf ear headband turned out to be quite humiliating.

Looking like an old man not acting his age, his ears turned bright red.

While the men's gazes were cold, he did receive numerous responses from some ladies.

Though there wasn't much meaning in gaining popularity, he was grateful that there were people who viewed him favorably.

*Ugh! I can't even complain about this...*

Considering Rin and Rene's outfits, Kashan was actually fortunate.

If he had been given an outfit instead of a plug, his shame would have doubled.

"Now, let's begin the gamble that will mark the climax of today's special event! The Battle of Cat, Rabbit, and Wolf!"

Clap clap-!

As the host clapped twice, a teleportation magic circle began to form on the floor.

As the magic circle glowed, the surroundings gradually changed, and everyone who had been in the maze was transported to a forest.

A forest with dense trees but strangely devoid of animal sounds.

It was immediately recognizable as the place prepared for the final gamble.

"From now on, you will have a 20-minute ceasefire. After 20 minutes, you can fight freely for 3 hours. We will signal the start and end with flares, so you don't need to keep track of time. Finally, the last place..."

Before the host could finish, Rin and Rene scattered in different directions.

They wanted to devise strategies and make preparations away from the eyes of their natural predator.

Seeing their actions, Kashan also left without listening to the end of the host's explanation.

*They think even listening to the explanation is a waste of time...*

However, Kashan turned around midway and went back the way he came.

His intention was to thoroughly exploit the alliance formed before the gamble began.

They must have also felt they needed Kashan's help, as they had left traces on the path they took.

*Pretending not to welcome me on the surface, but secretly expecting me?*

Kashan smirked as he saw the clear traces.

Only now did he feel his value was being properly evaluated.

When he betrayed their trust and won in a petty manner.

What expressions would those two make?

*I feel like I've become a villain.*

As he imagined unpleasant scenarios, Kashan unconsciously wore an evil smile.

That was the end of his delusion.

Twenty minutes was a tight timeframe to solidify an alliance.

Needing to move quickly, Kashan first followed the path Rene had taken.

*She wouldn't have gone too far.*

Rene's prey was him.

She would want to keep him relatively close to win.

He thought he would be able to find Rene soon.

*What's this...?*

However, contrary to Kashan's expectations, no matter how far he ran, the traces continued deep into the forest.

He even thought it might be better to give up the pursuit and find Rin instead.

*No. Let's follow a bit more.*

Kashan, who was stubbornly sticking to his judgment.

He finally confirmed that the long trail of traces was deliberately cut off midway.

An indescribable anger seized him.

"So you still can't trust me until the end...!"

The intentionally cut-off traces reeked of distrust.

She had cut them off knowing he was following.

Having wasted time unexpectedly, Kashan turned around and headed in Rin's direction.

He would pretend to help the treacherous tiger by handing her over to the rabbit, then stab her in the back.

"I will never let that woman get away with this...!"

Like cooled magma, he swallowed his hot anger and endured.

A saint's revenge is never too late, even after ten years, so he tried his best not to show his emotions.

After moving freely through the forest, he finally met Rin, who was preparing a trap in her bunny girl outfit.

"So you were here."

"You're quite late. I even left traces for you to follow."

"The forest was quite vast, so I got lost for a moment. I hope you're not too angry."

"Were you conspiring with the tiger?"

"H-how could you say such an absurd thing...!"

"You don't need to lie."

"What?"

"I expected you to go back and forth like a bat from the beginning."

Rene walked out from behind a tree.

Kashan was speechless seeing her with the rabbit, the very person he had been earnestly searching for until just now.

He realized he had been deceived from the start.

He turned around and tried to flee hastily.

Bang-!

Before he could escape, a flare signaling the start of the battle exploded in the sky.

Simultaneously, the ground where Kashan stood caved in, and his body fell downward.

"Kuhuk!"

Having fallen into a pit trap, he let out a short groan.

But there was no time to feel pain. He had to climb back up before they could do anything.

Kashan kicked off the wall and used the rebound to jump high.

He intended to reach the ground in one go, but it was futile.

Like in a whack-a-mole game, Rin's sword struck down on his crown as he popped up.

Kwang-!

With an explosive shock wave, Kashan fell back to the bottom.

"You can go in now."

"Good."

Rene willingly entered the trap Rin had dug.

The time the tiger was caught in the rabbit's trap would be converted into effective hit points.

The tiger was essentially donating points to the rabbit.

But in exchange, the tiger was in a confined space with the wolf.

"Keuuk...!"

"Did you know? The last place has to pay the casino ten times the amount of their own betting odds."

"What kind of nonsense is that!"

"You didn't know because you didn't listen to the host until the end. Unfortunately, that's the rule, so please be last."

"This is bullshit...!"

A three-hour beating session.

Rene, who was leading it, couldn't be resisted.

Ch.174 - 168. Advanced Course - 1
The clever rabbit watched comfortably, the foolish wolf struggled desperately in the hole, and the stubborn tiger dragged its prey.

In real time, the rabbit had trapped the tiger in a pit, and the tiger was beating up the wolf while earning points.

Only the wolf, who was supposed to catch the rabbit, wasn't scoring any points despite its fierce resistance...

"Arghhhh!!"

There was no way Kashan could defeat Rene.

The Dragonian's basic physical abilities already overwhelmed humans, and she was further enhanced with buffs.

Through this one-sided beating, Kashan experienced humiliation unlike anything he'd ever known.

As time passed, Rene emerged from the hole, stepping on Kashan's battered body.

Despite thrashing him continuously for an entire hour, she showed no signs of fatigue.

"I wanted to beat him up a bit more..."

"Control yourself. Have you forgotten the order not to cripple him?"

"Well, this isn't completely over anyway."

"If you understand, then let's fill the pit back up."

"Where's my shovel?"

"Have you forgotten the rules too? Only I, the rabbit, can use tools."

"Ah, right..."

Rin used a shovel while Rene used her bare hands to scoop up the dirt they had dug out.

They poured it into the trap where Kashan had been, and once it was roughly filled, Rin went down to gently tamp the ground.

She carved out a small section of the flattened ground with her sword and inserted a small wooden cylinder.

It was to create a minimal air hole so he wouldn't suffocate.

"That should be sufficient."

"Indeed. Even if he regains consciousness, he won't easily escape."

Finishing the groundwork, Rin tossed the shovel onto the ground where Kashan was buried and left.

Not showing even a hint of sympathy.

It was clear how merciless they were toward their enemies.

"Now that we've resolved the urgent matter, we can relax for the remaining two hours."

"Are you serious?"

"I was, but it seems you feel differently, Lady Rene."

Crack!

Rene stretched the muscles in her hand while giving Rin an intense look.

Perhaps immersed in her role, her eyes resembled those of a beast eyeing its prey.

Seeing this, Rin smirked and placed her hand on her sword hilt.

"We're wasting time. Let's settle the match we couldn't conclude before."

"Even if you land effective hits on me, you won't earn any points."

"The gambling result only needs to benefit Lord Bern. And even if I lose the gamble, I'll be satisfied if I can defeat you by force."

"Is that why you chose the tiger?"

"I won't deny it. Anyway, I've gotten stronger while you've weakened. Even if you're a Sword Saint, it's a fair fight!"

"This should be interesting. I'll accept your challenge, considering it a handicap."

Rin and Rene faced each other, assuming battle stances.

Then they collided, creating a massive shockwave.

Meanwhile, the magic orb—its audio function turned off by Bern but still transmitting video—continued broadcasting the gambling situation.

The spectators watching through it were left speechless.

At first, they had been quite angry seeing the two women conspire to bury Kashan.

But watching their real-time battle, one fact became clear in their minds:

If either of them had fought Kashan one-on-one, he would have been utterly defeated.

In fact, their conspiracy to eliminate Kashan first almost seemed like a mercy.

"This is a completely unexpected development..."

[They fight each other because they desperately desire your love. It would be wise to overlook such a deviation. If you hadn't acted like a reed swaying in the wind and had chosen just one person, this situation wouldn't have occurred.]

*Ugh!*

[If you've decided to embrace everyone, then bear the consequences.]

*Yes...*

As the ground shook, trees broke, and grass scattered in the wind from their battle, Bern quietly watched.

At the same time, he imagined one scenario:

What if he had been between them?

Of course, Rin and Rene would have voluntarily stopped fighting.

But what if he had unavoidably taken their sword and fist head-on?

He was certain there wouldn't have been enough of him left to bury.

Bern resolved to never create a situation where these women would turn their backs on him, no matter what.

***

"Damn it all!!"

A fist slammed down hard on the inn table.

Several cracks appeared across the table before it split apart.

Red blood dripped from the fist, with a vein prominently bulging between the thumb and wrist.

"It's clear they never intended to hand over the wanted man to us from the beginning...!"

"Lord Kashan, please calm down."

"We've been deceived by the casino and its leader, and you expect me to calm down?!"

"That's probably not the case."

"Not the case? Then how do you explain their failure to impose any sanctions despite witnessing actions that nearly violated the rules?"

"According to our informant, the casino management tends to overlook minor cheating. However, the responsibility falls on the individuals if caught."

"That informant is from this town. We can't trust them!"

"Then will you also distrust the premium information obtained from the informant?"

Kashan, who had been seething with uncontrollable anger, momentarily swallowed his rage at the words "premium information."

Instead, the beer mug he was holding completely shattered.

"What is it?"

"The two women who jointly won the finals just left Yuran with the wanted man, barely an hour ago."

"They left the town...?"

"Yes. Since only an hour has passed, we can catch up quickly if we pursue them now."

"But those women..."

"Are all formidable opponents who would be challenging even if you fought at full strength."

Seris, who had been monitoring the situation through the live broadcast, judged more objectively than Kashan.

That's why she didn't immediately inform Kashan about Bern's whereabouts, but came to him after making thorough preparations.

"Coincidentally, there were assassins from Crescent Moon at the tavern where the informant was."

"Crescent Moon...?!"

Crescent Moon (Sakwol)—a name known even to desert tribespeople who had no idea how the kingdom functioned.

Living their entire lives with silver crescent moon tattoos somewhere on their bodies, they were followers of the moon goddess and a renowned assassination organization.

Their members were scattered throughout the kingdom handling assassination requests, famously gathering at their hideout on nights when the crescent moon appeared.

Yet they had never been caught, making them a legendary organization that Kashan now had the opportunity to work with.

"Yes, I approached them before they left the tavern and proposed a deal."

"...Continue."

"I offered them a small amount of money and the dragon scale necklace I was carrying as payment."

"You offered Lord Ignite's scale as payment?! Do you understand what that means?!"

"I do. But if not now, there won't be another chance. Even if I must sacrifice something, we must quickly end the wanted man's life."

"Hmm...!"

Kashan reflected on his own behavior and felt embarrassed.

While his subordinate was focused on the mission, he was just venting his anger by destroying an innocent desk.

Moreover, his subordinate had even wagered a scale necklace as precious as life itself.

Kashan thoroughly reflected on himself and poured the remaining alcohol onto the floor.

*This is no time to be drinking heavily...*

He couldn't waste the opportunity his subordinate had created through sacrifice.

He gathered his strength to dispel the intoxication. Then, he took a calm breath to soothe his agitated mind.

After completing this process and returning to his senses, Kashan stood up.

Without delay, as they stepped outside the inn, the people Seris had mentioned were waiting for them.

The assassins of Crescent Moon, their heads and mouths covered with black robes.

Despite the moonlit night, a sharply honed killing intent emanated from them, hidden in the darkness.

Their presence was so intense that it sent chills down one's spine—they were a formidable force from Kashan's perspective.

"Thank you for your cooperation."

"This is not cooperation, but a transaction. We will collect our payment after completing the objective, so don't think of running away."

"Of course."

Despite meeting for the first time, Kashan naturally assumed a submissive posture due to Crescent Moon's intimidating presence.

If he defied them, it wouldn't be strange to meet his end under the moonlight.

He had no choice but to be respectful.

"The target is definitely the man in this wanted poster, correct?"

"Yes."

"Good. We will swiftly handle the target, while you take care of the people around him."

"Understood."

After the brief but intense briefing, the members of Crescent Moon entered the shadows.

They had all learned the art of moving through shadows.

Kashan's group, impressed by this, nodded and headed toward where Bern had departed.

With their assistance, failure was not an option.

*I will definitely kill you...*

With Kashan's determination, everyone left, and the area in front of the inn quickly became deserted.

Shortly after, something peeked its head out from the shadows.

"Heh heh...!"

A black Pomeranian with bright, round eyes—Chaos.

After looking around and confirming there was no one nearby, it quickly slipped back into the shadows.

Moments later, Chaos emerged from the shadows with a black robe in its mouth, dragging a human.

The body was limp, with blood flowing from the abdomen—already a cold corpse.

"Kyung! Kyung!"

After placing the corpse in front of the inn, Chaos went back into the shadows and dragged out another identical corpse.

A total of five corpses were piled in front of the inn. All were the Crescent Moon assassins who had met with Kashan.

After arranging the corpses somewhat naturally, Chaos then pulled out Ignite's scale from the shadows.

Having stolen the scale that the Red Scale tribe had been keeping, Chaos meticulously arranged the scales on top of the corpses.

"Woof!"

After creating a mountain of Ignite's scales, Chaos let out a satisfied bark.

Chaos had brilliantly completed the mission as Bern had instructed, even eliminating all traces.

Just as it was about to hurry back for praise, Chaos pulled something else out from the shadows.

"Woof woof!"

It was the sign that Bern had personally made and attached to its head when Chaos had caused trouble before.

Chaos stuck it firmly on its head with its adorable front paws.

Then it smiled brightly as if to say, "Done!"

"Heh heh! Woong~!"

[Congratulations on not eating anyone]

Though the tone seemed sarcastic, Chaos happily accepted it simply because it was Bern's handmade item.

That's why it often wore it on its head like now.

"Woof!"

A black Pomeranian wagging its tail in a bizarre appearance in front of the corpses.

Although it had killed the Crescent Moon assassins, it hadn't eaten them, so the sign wasn't wrong.

Ch.175 - 169. Advanced Course - 2
The chains rattled loudly.

"Hey, was all this really necessary?" I asked.

"Isn't this part of the plan, sir?" Rin replied.

"And you were the one who suggested this plan, Lord Bern," Rene added.

"That's true, but the appearance is a bit..."

I was wearing a collar around my neck. Two iron chains were attached to the collar's rings, each held by Rin and Rene.

Being dragged along by them, I was currently playing the role of a slave.

Though it was for the mission, I felt less like a slave and more like livestock being led to slaughter.

"Do you perhaps have another plan in mind?"

"No..."

"Then I'd appreciate if you'd continue with this one."

It was too late to change the plan now.

We had created debt with the Red Scale Tribe through the casino, thoroughly provoking them.

Then we pushed the assassination organization Sakyeol onto them while they were fuming.

They probably thought it was coincidence, but Sakyeol was also part of my plan.

*The Chaos Full Moon Stone is really useful in so many ways.*

Sakyeol is an assassination organization that worships the moon so devoutly they consider themselves servants of the moon.

That's why they named their organization Sakyeol, and they regarded the full moon as the moon goddess herself.

To them, the Full Moon Stone was a part of their goddess—a treasure they were absolutely crazy about.

Or perhaps to them, it would be considered something even higher—a sacred object?

*Anonymously sending part of the Full Moon Stone to Sakyeol to draw them into my plan is probably a devilish idea that even a Demon King wouldn't think of.*

[Well, isn't that natural since you possess a personality rivaling that of a demon?]

*Hahaha! First Hyesha, now Sakyeol—the Full Moon Stone is truly the ultimate bait!*

[Have you reached the level where you simply ignore my criticism now?]

I seemed to be benefiting greatly from Chaos's Full Moon Stone.

I felt a slight guilt about using his treasure as I pleased, but I was taking good care of Chaos, so it should be fine.

Anyway, I drew Sakyeol into Yuran and naturally set the stage for them to connect with the Red Scale Tribe.

They most likely entrusted Sakyeol with my assassination, determined to take my life, but...

"King...!"

"Oh, you're back already? Good work."

Chaos poked his head out from my shadow to report that he had finished dealing with Sakyeol.

Knowing Sakyeol's methods, I deployed Chaos, who possessed similar techniques.

I had Chaos, one of the Four Perils, kill Sakyeol's assassins and frame it on Kashan.

It might seem a bit contrived and raise suspicion.

However, since the only connection to their comrades' deaths pointed to the Red Scale Tribe, they would certainly investigate in that direction.

What if, while Sakyeol conducted their own investigation, we deployed members of the Red Scale Tribe that Hades had turned into undead?

*They might not be able to defeat a dragon, but they'll certainly sharpen their blades in anger, determined to at least cut off its tail.*

[...I don't think I could corrupt another human to be as evil as you, even if I tried.]

My lips curled up at the future I could already envision.

After the Magic Tower, I had now manipulated Sakyeol into fighting against the innocent Red Scale Tribe through my scheme.

While feeling satisfied, I also found myself with a pleasant dilemma.

How should I blow up the Magic Tower from within when we visit next?

My heart was already racing with anticipation.

"As expected, the loser has shamelessly come," Rene said.

"You expected me to come?" Kashan asked.

"The expression on your face when you swallowed your anger at the end was quite memorable."

Kashan's facial muscles began to contort as Rene tapped her temple and smiled.

"Lord Kashan."

"I know."

He gritted his teeth, suppressing his anger, and pointed at me with his finger.

Then he flipped his hand and beckoned with the same finger.

"Hand over that slave. If you do, I'll overlook your disrespect thus far."

"How amusing. I never imagined someone weaker than us would spout such nonsense."

"I am the special envoy of the Red Scale Tribe! My words are the will and truth of Lord Ignite! Are you not afraid of a dragon's wrath?"

"...Not particularly, no."

Crack!

A prominent vein bulged on Kashan's forehead, looking ready to burst.

It was understandable that he'd be angry—the red lizard he revered was being insulted to his face.

But there was something he didn't know.

"How dare you utter such blasphemy before me...!"

"And is it acceptable for you to be so rude to me, the daughter of the Mad Dragon?"

"What...?"

"There's no need to hide it anymore, right?"

Rene turned to look at me.

When I nodded, she revealed the horns and wings she had been concealing all this time.

Snow-white horns clearly visible despite the night.

Rene's broken horn had grown back considerably, finally making her look properly like a Dragonian.

"Th-this can't be...!"

"It doesn't matter if you don't believe it. The fact that you underestimated me won't change."

Fighting between dragons was forbidden by unwritten law.

However, beings that weren't pure-blooded dragons weren't heavily involved no matter what happened.

If one incurred the collective wrath of dragons, disaster would follow.

That's why humans either feared dragons or chose to obey them.

In Kashan's case, it was the latter—he was a tribesman who had decided to submit because he couldn't defy dragons.

What if such a person had incurred the wrath of another dragon?

This would lead to the extinction of his tribe.

"L-Lord Kashan! What should we do?"

"...We have no choice."

"Oh, that's bold."

Shing!

After much hesitation, Kashan finally drew his sword.

His mindset seemed to be that since his life was already ruined, he might as well go all in.

"We'll eliminate them all here. We'll frame Yuran for the murder of the Dragonian."

"And if we fail?"

"We've already incurred the Mad Dragon's wrath, whether we knew it or not. No matter how passionately we plead before the Mad Dragon, we cannot avoid the disaster of extinction."

Dragons are beings to whom human common sense doesn't apply.

They are beings who can casually slaughter humans if displeased.

As long as they followed the rules they themselves created, no one could punish them.

So Kashan had made his decision.

He chose the final method to avoid extinction.

"Do you intend to kill us all?"

"Do you think it's possible to kill us?"

"Possibility doesn't matter. We're going with the mindset of doing it no matter what. Seris, consume the scale!"

"B-but the payment for Sakyeol...!"

"For the sake of our tribe, we will lay down our lives here! Fight with the resolve to die by Sakyeol's blade."

It would be better to die at Sakyeol's hands.

At least they would stop at killing the perpetrators of the fraud, not going as far as exterminating the entire tribe.

On the other hand, if they let us live, they would face the crisis of extinction.

Believing this, Kashan put the red scale he wore around his neck into his mouth and swallowed it.

"Khaaargh!!"

Red energy like flames swirled around him, and reptilian scales became prominent on Kashan's skin.

His pupils elongated vertically, and his snout protruded forward, transforming him into something resembling a lizardman.

*I didn't know Ignite's scales had such an effect.*

It seemed they temporarily turned the consumer into a Dragonewt.

However, compared to Rene, his wings and horns were unimpressive.

I suppose there's a difference between one with dragon blood and one who temporarily becomes dragon-like.

Still, he was undoubtedly stronger than before the transformation.

"I will follow Lord Kashan's will."

The woman watching from behind also consumed a scale and began transforming into the same kind of being.

Two Dragonewts appearing near the city.

If we fought for too long or too flashily, unnecessary rumors might spread.

It seemed we needed to end this quickly, different from what was planned.

"Rene, Rin."

"Yes?"

"What is it, sir?"

"Step aside, I'll handle this."

"What? We can take care of them ourselves!"

"There's no need for you to worry!"

"I'm not particularly worried. I just... want to rest soon."

I had only been planning and watching all along.

My original purpose was to rest in Yuran, after all.

But now I was tired of it. I wanted to quickly finish this tiresome situation.

Understanding my feelings, Rene and Rin let go of the chains.

Appreciating their consideration, I slightly bowed my head and placed my hand on the sword hilt.

"Using a slave! Now that we've received Lord Ignite's power, you're finally afraid of us!"

"That's not it. You're being so tedious that I just want to end this quickly."

"Sophistry! Even so, you are no match for me...!"

"You talk too much."

Drawing Prah from its scabbard, I leisurely walked between them.

"If I were you, I'd swing my sword one more time instead of muttering."

Perhaps even after transforming into Dragonewts, they couldn't follow my movement speed?

They looked at me in astonishment as I calmly walked past them.

"Gaaah!"

"Khuugh...!"

But only for a moment—a line appeared on their bodies, running from their shoulders down to their pelvises.

Soon the line split open, and crimson blood gushed from their bodies as they screamed in agony.

They didn't even realize they had been cut.

"S-Sakyeol!"

Kashan fell to his knees after I had swung my sword just once.

With terror in his eyes, he was pitifully calling for Sakyeol.

But despite his desperate cry, the surroundings remained utterly silent.

"W-why! Why aren't they appearing?!"

Because they were here but now they're gone.

He probably didn't know they had all been slaughtered by Chaos.

With a sneer on my face, I raised Prah.

"Don't worry, I'll send you to where they are soon."

"What does that—!"

Slash!

Before Kashan could finish speaking, I swung my sword and severed their heads simultaneously.

With their heads separated, their bodies began to tremble as blood poured out.

It wasn't rigor mortis—I had activated Prah's ability while killing them.

"You will never be able to hope for peaceful rest."

Through necromancy, I revived the Dragonewts as headless undead.

I might have created a terrible hybrid, but it couldn't be helped.

My disruptive show wasn't over yet.
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"I knew you were crazy, but to think you'd use necromancy so casually..."

"It's not the time to be picky about methods, is it?"

"Showing at least minimal mercy to your enemy and giving them a clean death would be..."

"When the day comes that I kill Ignite with my own hands, I plan to return him to the dirt. Until then, he'll have to work hard as my chess piece."

Three days had passed since the completion of the first phase of the plan.

The envoy from the Red Scale tribe who had been dispatched disappeared after leaving Yuran.

Rumors spread that the Crescent Moon assassins, who had made some kind of deal with them, were killed by the Red Scale tribe.

Crescent Moon, befitting an assassination organization, didn't make any public gestures, but they must have begun an investigation.

Although I orchestrated this entire affair, I mobilized numerous personnel to cleanly dispose of the evidence, so there was no chance of my involvement being traced.

"By the way, you're somehow managing to walk around with such conspicuous fellows."

Setis, who had been sipping her tea, was looking behind me.

There stood the Red Scale envoys who had been reported missing, headless.

Having consumed red scales, they died in their Dragonian state—bizarre beings forming a trinity of dragon, human, and undead.

"I usually keep them hidden in my demonic sword."

"Hidden in your demonic sword?"

"Yes. The necromancy was used through the sword, not by me directly."

[Huhu...! Very good, spread the word of my competence far and wide! My contractor!]

As Prah wished, I drew her from her scabbard.

Understanding my intentions without explanation, Prah activated her first rune.

"Won't the floor get damaged? Is that okay?"

"It doesn't matter. The floor can be fixed, but my curiosity can only be satisfied now."

"If that's the case... hup!"

I raised the sword high and brought it down forcefully.

Crash-!

Prah pierced through the floor, creating a pitch-black spatial portal.

From the swamp-like, sticky black portal, skeletal arms began to stretch out one by one.

With the stench of rotting flesh and the clacking of bones, the arms pressed against the floor and pulled their bodies up.

As zombies and skeletons emerged one after another, even a rare Death Knight appeared.

Setis, who had remained expressionless even when seeing the Dragnewts, raised her eyebrows slightly.

Even she couldn't ignore the combat power of a Death Knight.

Yet even that Death Knight was merely a loyal servant kneeling before me, awaiting orders.

"So you were serious about waging war."

"Did you think I was lying all this time?"

"You never showed any proper troops. I thought you were confusing assassination with war."

"Come on, that's harsh. I know how to distinguish between things, you know?"

I clicked my tongue and took a sip of tea.

Being dismissed to my face made the tea taste a bit bitter.

I took a couple of sugar cubes from the porcelain container and dropped them into my tea.

There was still a bitter aftertaste.

"Now that I know the extent of your forces, can you send them back? The stench of decay is filling the room."

Snap-!

With a snap of my fingers, the kneeling undead began to be sucked back into the swamp.

Once all the undead had disappeared, Prah, who had created the portal, emerged from the floor and returned to my hand.

"So what do you plan to do with those undead?"

"I won't make any major moves right away. If I stick my neck out trying to gain more advantage, I might get caught."

"That's unexpected. I thought you'd say we should squeeze them until they can't breathe."

"The only thing that needs to be squeezed breathless is your lower mouth."

"...Vulgar."

"That's revenge for dismissing me earlier."

Setis frowned and blushed at my sexual harassment.

Seeing that made me feel better.

Slurp-!

Now I could taste the sweetness in the tea.

"Anyway, I plan to stay quiet for a while and then head to the Magic Tower in about two weeks."

"Will that be okay? It's the enemy's headquarters."

"For the greater cause, I have to take some risks. Besides, the cold war continues. To start a war, someone needs to light the fuse."

"If you've made up your mind, I won't try to stop you, but..."

"What? Are you worried about me?"

"W-who would worry about someone like you?!"

Setis slammed her palm on the table and stood up abruptly.

Her face was still red as she hastily denied it, but it only raised reasonable suspicion.

While I appreciate straightforward women like Rin and Rene, sometimes prickly women like Setis aren't bad either.

My lips curled up involuntarily, and as a result, I caught a cushion from the sofa with my face.

"If you're done, get out now! I have a backlog of work to deal with!"

"Alright."

I dusted off my knees and stood up.

As I turned my back to Setis and grabbed the doorknob, I heard a small murmur from behind.

"Don't overdo it..."

"So you are worried about me. You really can't be honest!"

"Get out!"

I quickly closed the door to avoid another flying cushion.

With a smirk, I headed toward the inn where Rin and Rene were waiting.

Sometimes I should take advice and rest without overdoing things.

***

To cut to the conclusion, I didn't get any rest at all.

When I arrived at the inn, someone was waiting for me, leaning against the entrance.

It was Hyesha, wearing a red eye patch.

"What? Is the curse still there?"

I thought it was strange since I received a report from the Academy that she had been completely cured.

As I looked meaningfully at Hyesha's face with the eye patch, she smirked.

She immediately put her thumb under the eye patch and pulled it up to remove it.

There was no transformation when she removed the eye patch, just an ordinary woman's face.

"As you can see, I'm completely healed."

"Then why are you still wearing the eye patch?"

"It's a habit. After living with an eye patch for so long, I feel empty without it."

"Geez, you're making people misunderstand."

"If it bothered you, I apologize."

I passed by Hyesha and entered the inn.

Thanks to renting the whole place, there were no other guests, but the innkeeper remained.

I told him I had something urgent to discuss and asked him to step out for a moment.

"What? That's difficult! I need to prepare for the evening tavern soon!"

Clink-!

"The inn is temporarily closed today. I'll be spending my time at the casino, so enjoy your evening."

After tossing him a few gold coins, the innkeeper changed the sign at the entrance to 'Closed' and left.

Money really is the best, how thrilling!

As I shivered with pleasure, I heard a deep sigh from behind me.

"I already knew this, but your personality is truly disgusting."

"Money splurging is one of my few joys and dreams in life."

"Congratulations on achieving your dream."

Though her tone was sarcastic, I wasn't particularly offended.

After all, I had been living as a millionaire, engaging in all sorts of eccentric behavior.

It might seem shameless, but for the greater cause, I put on a thick skin.

"So why did you come looking for me? Oh, perhaps to thank me for curing your curse?"

"You're already drinking beef stew before even peeling the onions."

In Korean terms, it would be like counting your chickens before they hatch?

Anyway, the meaning that I was mistaken was conveyed to me.

"I came to tell you that I found the whereabouts of the demonic swords you've been wanting. After asking around diligently, I found a couple of them."

"Oh ho."

"Though one of them is questionable whether it can be considered a true demonic sword..."

"Why is that?"

"It's an artificial demonic sword created by the Magic Tower Master. According to rumors, it was made by sacrificing numerous demons."

"Hmm..."

I rubbed my chin thoughtfully for a moment.

Could Prah absorb an artificial demonic sword?

Since I couldn't know the answer, I asked her directly.

[As long as it's not a holy sword, I can absorb any sword. Especially for demonic swords, even if made by humans, the fundamental power is demonic energy, so the absorption rate should be excellent.]

'Sounds delicious.'

[Ah yes, it would be nothing short of a feast.]

Though I didn't show it, I was pleased at the thought of snatching the Magic Tower Master's masterpiece.

I was already looking forward to the day we would depart for the Magic Tower.

"You're feeling uneasy about it, right? Even if they're demons, it's a sword made by sacrificing living creatures."

"Huh? I was just wondering how to steal it from the Magic Tower Master."

"...I see."

She seems to have misunderstood my expression of serious contemplation.

I am not a person overflowing with love for humanity.

Whether it was made with the blood of tens of thousands, or has a tragic history, I don't care at all.

If I can use it for my goals, I won't be picky about the means.

"What about the other demonic sword besides the artificial one?"

"It's in the southern region, but you'd better give up on this one."

"Setting aside your opinion, tell me exactly where it is."

"In a Blue Dragon's nest."

"Oh..."

As soon as I heard this news, I used messenger magic to contact Setis.

It wouldn't work over long distances, but since we were in the same city now, the connection was established without issue.

[What is it?]

"What would happen if I told a Blue Dragon that his daughter is delicious?"

[...Should I send condolence money to your father?]

This won't be easy.
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The whereabouts of the demonic sword that Hyesha had brought were in two places.

One was the Magic Tower, and the other was the Blue Dragon's nest.

In other words, to obtain the demonic sword, I would need to go into the sea.

Since I was planning to visit the Magic Tower later, I decided to head straight to the southern region with my remaining time.

Having obtained information about the Blue Dragon through Sestia, I had already formulated a plan to acquire the demonic sword.

Rene also expressed her desire to accompany me, but I wasn't sure what problems might arise if a non-blood-related Dragonian entered the dragon's sphere of influence.

So regretfully, I had to refuse her company. Instead, I planned to negotiate with the Blue Dragon to make it safe for Rene to visit the southern region in the future.

"Well, I'll be going then."

"Please take care of yourself."

"Please don't overexert yourself, sir!"

"Haha, I will."

I departed with Rin and Rene seeing me off with their concerns.

I could understand Rene's worry, but I found it a bit strange that even Rin had given up on accompanying me.

I tried not to think too much about it, but I soon discovered the reason when an unexpected travel companion appeared.

"Wait a moment, I'm coming with you."

Suddenly appearing from behind, Sestia walked past me and climbed into the carriage heading south.

It seemed Rin had chosen to stay behind because of her.

"What? Weren't you busy?"

"No matter how busy I am, I can't just ignore this matter. It's related to that damn father of mine!"

Judging by the modifier "damn," it seemed their father-daughter relationship wasn't good, just as in the original story.

Come to think of it, Yuran was established after Sestia ran away from home.

If she had a good relationship with her father, Yuran probably wouldn't even exist.

Yet, if she was willing to go meet her father now, it meant she had made a significant decision.

It was awkward to refuse her company.

"Fine. Just don't interfere with the negotiations."

"Don't worry, I'm only going to settle some long-postponed issues with my father."

"That's good then."

I had thought this would be a quiet journey like when I left the Capital...

But this trip was likely to be quite lively.

A journey with the proud Sestia—I couldn't easily predict what experiences awaited us.

***

"Have you heard the news?"

"Yes, they say three more ships were swallowed by the whirlpool."

"It's happening more frequently these days. At this rate, all the fishermen will leave the southern region..."

With 30 kilometers left to our destination.

We were staying at an inn in the last stopover village before reaching the port city.

As usual, I was listening to the rumors circulating in the tavern to gauge the current situation in the port city.

"That damn father, what on earth is he doing..."

As you can see, there was no good news.

They said that for the past three months, sudden tidal waves and rapid currents had frequently caused numerous ships to sink.

Rumors spread that the sea god was angry, and people began offering human sacrifices.

But the anger didn't subside—it grew even more intense.

Eventually, with no solution in sight, people were gradually leaving the port city.

"What's wrong? You can't entirely blame your father-in-law for this."

"No, it's definitely my father's doing. And don't call him my father-in-law...! I'll kill you!"

"You're just not being honest."

"Kyaaaak!"

Sestia let out a cat-like cry and lunged at me.

I pushed back with all my might as we grappled hand-to-hand.

True to her Dragonian nature, Sestia's strength was considerable. If I weren't strong myself, I might have been pushed back against the wall.

However, my struggle must have looked different to others, as jeers came from around the tavern.

"Hey, mister! If you're having a lover's quarrel, go somewhere else!"

"Yeah! What are you doing here making everyone uncomfortable?"

"Ahaha! I'm sorry, my girlfriend is just a bit feisty."

"Who's your girlfriend?!"

The pressure from her arms pushing down on me grew stronger.

At this rate, I might actually be pushed back.

I decided to cast one final spell to temporarily subdue her anger.

"We did it so passionately last night, didn't we?"

Crack-!

Finally, both my arms bent backward.

Excruciating pain shot through my brain from my grotesquely twisted arms, but thanks to my pain resistance skill, I didn't scream.

"You pervert, go die...!"

Ironically, Sestia, who had just broken my arms, returned to her room with a flushed face.

Watching her leave, I couldn't help but chuckle.

Despite acting so prim and proper now, she'd probably be tugging at my collar tonight, wanting to do it.

Having mixed bodies with her dozens of times during our journey, I could predict this.

"Hey, mister! Are you alright?"

"Huh?"

"Your arms! I'm talking about your arms!"

"Ah, this much is fine."

Crack-! Crunch-!

I grabbed my left arm with my relatively intact right hand and realigned the twisted bones.

Similarly, I fixed my right arm with my left hand, returning them to normal.

With a troll's regenerative ability, my torn muscles and ligaments would heal and recover on their own.

"You're more spirited than you look."

"That's right. This guy is under the thumb of his new bride."

"Hey! Others might misunderstand!"

"Hahaha! The fact that even the mighty Gunter becomes a tiger cub in front of his wife is known throughout the village, and now you're trying to deny it?"

Laughter erupted from another table in response.

The tavern suddenly became boisterous, and I liked the current atmosphere.

"A toast to Gunter, who's become his new bride's tiger cub!"

"This guy, really...!"

"Cheers!!"

"Cheers."

I also raised my glass and gulped down the ale to join in.

Though I had reached a level where I couldn't get drunk no matter how much I drank, there was something special about drinking when in a good mood.

As if to prove this, the apple aroma of the ale lingered subtly, overshadowing the bitter taste of alcohol.

*This is good beer.*

Swirling the remaining beer at the bottom of my glass, I was about to pour it into my mouth when someone's arm rested on my shoulder.

"In that respect, you're much better than that guy. You didn't get pushed around at all by a strong-willed woman. Let's ask what your secret is."

"Haha, unfortunately, there's no such secret."

"Tsk, is it some kind of trade secret? Then tell us how you met that woman just now."

"That's personal."

"You're more expensive than I thought. Innkeeper, give this gentleman another round of the same."

Having received free beer.

I reluctantly decided to share my stories.

Carefully omitting information that shouldn't be revealed, I gave a detailed account of the journey I'd experienced so far.

Believing I had lived through some extraordinary days, the patrons in the tavern listened to my stories with interest.

After all, these were experiences that ordinary people couldn't easily have.

"So what happened next?"

"Ahem...! Talking for so long has made my throat dry."

"Innkeeper! What are you doing? Hurry and bring another round!"

"By the way, mister, you're stronger with alcohol than you look. It's already your tenth glass, and you're not even drunk."

"It runs in the family."

I continued to receive free beer while evading the question.

The people here seemed to admire adventure.

Anyway, the atmosphere gradually became more relaxed, and my stories eventually drifted toward more decadent topics.

"Then when I thrust my hips just right, her waist arched like a bow...!"

"Ooh!!"

"Tell us what happened next!"

In the middle of sharing these spicy stories with enthusiasm.

Suddenly, a group burst through the tavern door.

They were the village women, each holding a mop, ladle, or broom.

"You! I told you to come home early today!"

"Honey...!"

"Have you lost your mind? I've told you so many times that the children hate it when you come home reeking of alcohol...!"

"I was only going to have a few drinks before coming home! Really!"

"You forgot today is our wedding anniversary, didn't you?"

"Was... was it?"

The village women turned out to be the wives of the men in the tavern.

They must have come to round up their husbands who were lounging around in the tavern.

I smirked and moved from my seat to the counter.

To avoid getting caught in the crossfire.

"Honey, I was wrong! I won't drink anymore! Aaaah!"

"It's too late!"

The women dragged their husbands out of the tavern, either pulling their earlobes or pinching their cheeks.

Watching the scene, I sipped my drink.

This kind of everyday life isn't so bad.

The daily life of a village filled with warmth.

As the lingering sentiment hung in the air, I downed my last free ale in one shot.

"Sir, it seems you have a visitor too?"

"Huh?"

The bartender, who had been tapping my shoulder and whispering, pointed somewhere with his finger.

When I turned my head, I saw Sestia behind a pillar, blushing and fidgeting.

She was squirming with her thighs tightly pressed together.

It seemed she had come looking for me because she wanted to do it.

"Good luck with that."

"...Haha."

In the future, when I might have numerous wives, wouldn't my life be more challenging than theirs?

It was an ordinary day that made me slightly fearful of the future.
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After spending a night at the inn, we finally arrived at our destination, the port city of Gertana.

As soon as we entered the outskirts of the town, I could taste salt in the air and the pungent smell of fish stung my nostrils.

Men in short-sleeved shirts with hoods on their heads were carrying boxes full of fish, while the women of the village were hanging cleaned fish on lines to dry.

It was a sight you could only find in a port city near the sea.

In a way, it felt like visiting a fish market, and I found myself getting excited without even realizing it.

"So I've ended up returning here after all..."

Unlike me, however, Sestia's expression was sour.

Even though we were getting closer to her hometown, she didn't seem pleased about it.

It must be because she genuinely disliked her father, the Blue Dragon.

"If you dislike it that much, wouldn't it have been better not to come in the first place?"

"I'd like that, but I have my circumstances. I can't live at odds with my father until I die."

She scratched her head vigorously while grimacing.

In the original story, Sestia went alone to confront the Blue Dragon and that's where the story ended.

Because of that, I didn't know what kind of personality the Blue Dragon had or what family issues existed.

From what was written in the setting guide, I only knew that he doted excessively on his daughter.

The infamous rapids and tidal waves were disasters caused by the Blue Dragon because he missed his daughter.

The thought of asking such a being for his daughter and the Demonic Sword made me feel like I was aging rapidly.

In Rene's case, even her guardian Breeze had ended up pursuing me, but I couldn't expect anything so favorable from the Blue Dragon.

I might have to risk my life when the time comes.

"Hot?"

"It's a bit muggy for me."

Wiping the sweat from my forehead with my hand, we moved toward the city center.

Besides fish, the port city residents were having heated discussions about salt and ships.

The most frequently mentioned topic was the disaster at sea.

People's expressions were gloomy, as all methods they'd tried had been useless.

One old woman was cursing the leadership, saying her daughter had been sacrificed for nothing.

"The atmosphere here is much more hostile than the village we stayed in yesterday."

"Haah...! It's all because of my childish father."

The Blue Dragon was causing havoc because he missed his daughter.

Therefore, from a dragon's perspective, humans sacrificing living people would be seen as dumping corpses in the sea, which would be offensive.

From the old woman's perspective, it was a tragic situation, but her daughter's sacrifice probably only angered the dragon more.

I couldn't call it unreasonable either. The strongest species don't typically consider human circumstances.

"Anyway, should we go straight to the nest?"

"...No, I want to relax peacefully for just today. I feel like tomorrow will be full of headache-inducing events."

"Sure. It's not an urgent matter."

The distance between Gertana and the Magic Tower was relatively close.

If we left for the Magic Tower right after obtaining the Demonic Sword here, the timing would work out perfectly.

Thanks to having planned our route and schedule perfectly, we had some time to spare.

Maximum three days. There would be no problem staying in Gertana that long.

So it wouldn't be bad to rest properly for a day and recover from the fatigue accumulated during our journey.

"Is there any good attraction around here? You must know the geography better than I do."

"Follow me."

Sestia walked forward with confident, unwavering steps.

I followed her diligently, making sure not to lose sight of her.

While doing so, I looked around, taking in the culture that was hard to find in other regions.

Befitting a port city, it had the world's largest fish market, with auctions for large fish taking place everywhere.

*I wish I could have some fresh sashimi with a shot of soju...*

Since coming to this world, the only fish I'd eaten was grilled or steamed, so I was craving sashimi.

However, the attraction she wanted to show me wasn't the market, as Sestia didn't give any of the fish a second glance.

After leaving the market and getting closer to the sea, we arrived at a beach on the outskirts of the port city.

"Is this the attraction you were thinking of?"

"That's right."

Swoosh—!

Waves rolled in from the sea, washing over the finely ground sand.

Above the sea, numerous seagulls were squawking and flying freely—it was a spectacular view.

The atmosphere, scenery, and recreational possibilities—the beach of Gertana was worthy of being called an attraction.

"It's all nice, but if you were thinking of walking along the beach, wouldn't it be better to come when the sun is setting or at night when the moon is shining?"

"What are you talking about? We came all the way to the beach, and you think a walk would be satisfying?"

Suddenly, Sestia grabbed her outer garment and threw it off.

What was revealed wasn't her underwear but a swimsuit that had been hidden beneath her clothes.

Interestingly, Sestia's swimsuit consisted of shells the same color as her hair covering her chest and groin.

It was like a makeshift swimsuit with strings attached to shells that could be found on the beach.

Because of this, when she turned around, her smooth back and perfectly shaped buttocks were completely exposed.

It was a swimsuit with an unexpectedly perverse design.

"So you have an exhibitionist streak...?"

"N-No, that's not it! This swimsuit is a keepsake my mother left for me."

"That swimsuit, which looks like it was designed by a pervert, is a keepsake...?"

"Swimsuits repaired by humans would break before even reaching my father's nest! That's why a swimsuit made of natural materials is essential! And I prefer normal swimsuits too!"

Sestia seemed aware that her attire was embarrassing, as her face turned as red as a radish.

I wanted to tease her a lot on this occasion, but she said it was attire for traveling to her father's nest.

If I teased her too much about the swimsuit, Sestia would get seriously upset.

"A-Anyway, we're going to play a lot at this beach today! Just so you know!"

"Yes, ma'am, how could I refuse?"

"You're always so good with your responses."

Sestia grabbed my arm tightly and walked deeper into the beach.

Every person we passed couldn't take their eyes off her provocative swimsuit.

Unintentionally, I felt like I had become a beach idol alongside her.

"So what are we going to do for fun?"

"First, put some oil on my body. You can do that much, right?"

"I can, but isn't it a shame to tan your fair skin that you've taken such care to maintain?"

"It doesn't matter. It'll recover on its own in a few days anyway, and I'd rather look disheveled in my father's eyes."

"I see."

I grabbed a mat that was lying around on the beach and gently laid it down.

Sestia naturally lay face down on the mat and handed me the suntan oil.

It seems she had secretly purchased something from a traveling merchant we met on the way to the port city—it was oil.

I couldn't help but smile at Sestia's unexpected behavior.

"Surely you're not going to say you're too embarrassed to do this when we've already seen each other naked?"

"Of course not."

"Kyahng?!"

As I applied the oil with slick sounds and placed my cold hands on Sestia's back, her body twitched slightly, and a sensual moan escaped her lips.

I quickly looked around, but fortunately, it seemed no one but me had heard the sound.

"I'll continue, but keep your voice down."

"O-Okay. Hnngh...!"

I spread the oil widely across her back with my oily hands.

Though her voice was much quieter than before, it was still leaking out a little.

Should I gag her mouth?

I had learned how to easily silence someone through Marianne's SM play.

It might be better to completely block it now before Sestia's moans caused any misunderstandings.

While seriously contemplating this, I had already applied oil not only to her back but also to her buttocks.

She could apply it to her front by herself, so there was no need for me to do it.

"I'm done. You can do the front yourself... Whoa?!"

"Mmm...♡"

Just as I was about to return the remaining oil.

Suddenly, Sestia grabbed my arm forcefully.

Due to her irresistible strength, my body ended up on top of hers.

Seeing this development, I realized that Sestia's switch had been flipped.

The decisive evidence was how she sought my lips as soon as we got close.

*What a lustful dragon...*

Not satisfied with the night at the inn, she was craving affection even on the beach, outdoors.

I was concerned about whether this was appropriate on a sandy beach where people were walking around, but soon I stopped caring.

In the world I came from, there was a term:

Sex on the beach.

This was exactly that moment.

Just as I was about to surrender to the flow.

Suddenly, I felt an intense gaze from behind, and my body stiffened.

Only my neck was moving normally, so I slowly turned around.

In the vast sea, in a scene painted entirely in blue, there was a single object of deep blue.

A blue lizard with its face above the water surface, glaring at us.

Instinctively, I realized it was the Blue Dragon.

And I had become a human who was demonstrating "Your daughter is delicious!" right in front of her father.
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"Take a deep breath."

"Ugh!!"

Splash-! Bubble bubble.

My breath was stifling.

Water filled my mouth and nose where air should be, choking off my breathing.

Desperate for oxygen, I tried with all my might to raise my torso, but it was useless.

The one gripping my hair was a supreme being, a Blue Dragon.

Until he decided to pull me out of the water, breathing wasn't something I was permitted to do.

"Puha! Huff...! Huff...!"

"So what's your relationship with my daughter?"

"J-just friends...!"

"I see you haven't come to your senses yet."

Splash-!

As the water torture continued relentlessly, I was one step away from losing consciousness.

"Bern?"

Suddenly, I heard a woman's voice calling me anxiously.

"Bern! What's wrong all of a sudden?"

"Huh...?"

The hand pressing down on the back of my head disappeared, and I saw Sestia slightly tilting her head as she looked at me.

Was it a hallucination? Or a premonition of the future?

Either way, it gave me goosebumps all over, making me chuckle involuntarily.

Trying to calm my wildly beating heart, I struggled to open my mouth to explain the situation to Sestia.

"Sestia, your father is watching us from over there. So I'm sorry for breaking the mood, but let's continue this later."

"There's no need to postpone it. And I already knew my father was nearby."

"What...?"

"My damn father has excellent sensing abilities. He probably knew I was here from the moment I arrived in the village."

"Why didn't you tell me such an important fact earlier? You even said I'd die at the hands of the Blue Dragon if our relationship was discovered!"

"When did I say that? And even if that were true, you don't need to worry too much. No matter what happens, I'll protect you."

Sestia was showing the demeanor befitting the leader of Yuran.

While her dependable appearance made my face heat up slightly, I wondered if she was really the same person who had been wearing the face of a female in heat just moments ago.

If it was an act to provoke the Blue Dragon's anger, it was somewhat frightening.

I hadn't even considered it might be an act—that's how convincing it was.

"I appreciate the words, but I'm still anxious."

"Oh my, are you scared? You, who always stood proud no matter who came along?"

"For a prospective groom, his father-in-law is the most terrifying being in the world."

After marriage, there's a high possibility he'll become a comrade who understands the pain as a fellow married man.

But until then, he only sees you as a thief who stole his precious daughter.

And if such a thief is openly engaging in intimate acts with his daughter while he's watching?

By any measure, he would consider it a provocation against him.

I quickly glanced around to check the Blue Dragon's condition.

Previously, he had been watching with wide eyes, but now he was grinding his teeth.

The fact that he hadn't come out of the water yet suggested he was still observing the situation.

If I act now, I might be able to somehow defuse the situation.

If I calmly remove myself from this place, we might be able to get through this without any problems.

"Don't think about running away. I'm planning to give that damn father of mine a big 'screw you' no matter what it takes."

Sestia's arm wrapped around my neck.

Her eyes, which were facing mine, radiated a determination to never let go.

It seemed like I'd have to struggle quite a bit to escape on my own.

"Ugh! What did I do to deserve this...!"

"You took my first time, didn't you? Shouldn't you take responsibility like a man?"

"That's true, but it doesn't balance out with incurring the wrath of a Blue Dragon."

"Are you sure about that?"

Sestia smiled meaningfully.

She put her finger into the string connecting the two shells.

In that state, she made a gesture as if to remove it by pulling it upward.

Just as all eyes focused on her, she stopped her hand right before the shell covering her watermelon was about to come off.

"I know you got excited about the bunny girl and bikini at the casino event last time. And I also know you borrowed those clothes right after the event ended. You enjoyed yourself with them, didn't you?"

"Yeah, so what are you trying to say? That I should repay that debt?"

"No."

Sestia, who had been smiling mischievously, licked her lips and pressed herself even closer to me.

Her smooth skin touched mine, and her sweet scent tickled my nose.

"What I want to say is this: Are you going to run away when a woman in a lewd outfit no less seductive than a bunny girl is tempting you?"

"Haha, so it was a provocation."

I laughed awkwardly and looked back toward the sea.

The Blue Dragon had already revealed his face openly.

However, given that no one was paying attention to him, he must have used a special ability to disguise himself.

In that state, he was chewing on an iron buoy.

As the time Sestia and I spent together lengthened, the Blue Dragon's anger seemed to be rising accordingly.

If I were to touch Sestia's body now, he might come ashore and raid the scene.

And it wouldn't be strange at all if I were eaten alive.

Could I accept Sestia's proposal despite such a risk?

"You've finally made up your mind, I see."

"...I've been thinking about it."

"And your answer is?"

"I'm in!"

It was a sudden desire, but I wanted to directly witness the dragon's outrage.

While the Blue Dragon and Ignite are clearly different individuals, they are both of the same dragon species.

I felt that seeing him angry because of me would give me a sort of vicarious satisfaction.

Plus, I could be with Sestia in her lewd outfit—isn't that the best?

[Contractor, reverse your decision immediately! You might genuinely die.]

'Unfortunately, I've already made up my mind, there's no turning back...!'

[It's still too early to face a dragon in battle...!]

'You never know until you actually fight. Besides, didn't Sestia say she'd protect me if things got dicey?'

It might be impossible alone, but maybe not with the two of us.

Moreover, while I might become the target of resentment, it seems unlikely I'd die.

And above all, I wasn't the type to consider the aftermath.

If I had been cautious, I wouldn't have cursed at the Pink-Haired Slut on my first day of possession or withdrawn from the Academy.

My motto was to act first and think later.

So this time too... let whatever happens, happen!

***

'He's finally shown up.'

After sharing physical love with Sestia, the Blue Dragon finally began to move.

Throughout the act, I had to endure the thrill of not knowing when he might barge in.

And he only comes after it's over. I felt like I'd worried for nothing.

[Contractor, maintain your vigilance.]

'Yes, I know.'

The main event was about to begin.

The Blue Dragon was walking toward us with a grim expression.

With each step he took forward, an earthquake occurred, and the beach quickly turned into chaos.

Eventually, all the people enjoying the beach screamed and fled.

Only Sestia and I remained at the scene, watching him.

'Dragons really are dragons. They're on a different scale.'

[And knowing that, you still did such a reckless thing?]

'I'll have to overcome this mountain someday, right?'

I wasn't prepared for mountain climbing yet, but it didn't matter.

Sometimes, you have to charge in bare-handed and faint to realize certain things.

Doesn't the protagonist's awakening happen when they're on the brink of death?

If Bern reaches a near-death state, perhaps a new power will emerge.

'Here he comes...!'

The Blue Dragon, who had polymorphed into human form considering his size.

Walking with his long blue hair fluttering, he transformed into a middle-aged man wearing pince-nez glasses.

While I was perplexed by his appearance, which resembled a librarian you might find in a royal library, he appeared before me in the blink of an eye.

His speed was beyond my ability to react.

By the time I belatedly reached for my sword hilt, he had already raised both hands.

It was too late to draw my sword. I cast an ice shield over my entire body to minimize damage, but...

Crack-!

The thick ice crumbled helplessly and scattered into the air.

And finally, the Blue Dragon's hands touched my shoulders.

My body would be crushed like ice.

I tried to block the pain temporarily by pressing acupuncture points.

However, for some reason, the dragon's hands placed on my shoulders didn't press down any further.

"Shane, Cecil."

"Excuse me...?"

"Remember this well, name him Shane if it's a boy. Name her Cecil if it's a girl."

"W-what are you talking about?"

"...Do you still not understand? I'm talking about the names of your children who will be born in the future."

"Aren't you angry?"

"Me? Why?"

This was strange.

We were clearly having a conversation, but it wasn't connecting properly.

Was the Blue Dragon not actually a doting father?

Normally, a doting father would exclaim, "You thieving bastard!" and make a scene.

However, the man before me showed no such signs.

He was calm, and in a way, looking at me with some interest.

"Well, I'm the man who stole your precious daughter, aren't I?"

"...Pfft!"

"Huh?"

"Excuse me, it's been a while since I heard such an amusing joke, I let out an uncouth laugh. First, let me clear up your misunderstanding: I don't care at all who takes my daughter. Rather, I feel sympathy—it's truly pitiful to become the partner of my ugly daughter."

As I watched the Blue Dragon shake his head, I momentarily froze.

Ugly daughter...?

Is he calling Sestia ugly?

"T-then why were you frowning until just now?"

"I was displeased that my daughter, who left home on her own, didn't come to greet her father."

No wonder I didn't sense any killing intent.

And normally, I should have felt a gaze burning into my back, but there was none.

It seems the gaze was directed at Sestia, not me.

"But when I thought she came to show me my grandchild's face, my anger subsided. Instead, I was pondering what to name my grandchild, and my expression must have unconsciously soured."

"...If you don't mind me asking, what do you think of Sestia?"

"An interesting question. Our daughter is an unfortunate ugly woman who didn't inherit the genes of me and my beautiful wife..."

"Die!!"

Sestia launched a knee strike toward the Blue Dragon's face.

However, he caught her leg without concern and threw her onto the sandy beach.

"It's truly peculiar. My wife and I have refined personalities, yet such a wild child was born. Don't you agree?"

"No, not to that extent..."

According to the official setting book of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," the Blue Dragon "specially" cherishes Sestia.

Interpreting "specially" differently, it naturally connected to the current situation.

But there was still something I couldn't understand.

Sestia had said that if I told the Blue Dragon, "Your daughter is delicious!" he would send condolence money.

What did she mean by that?

Was it not that I would die at the hands of the Blue Dragon, so she would send condolence money?

Or perhaps...

"Look, a daughter who throws punches at her father whom she hasn't seen in a long time. If this isn't wild, what should I call it?"

"It's not a punch, I've come to succeed the throne!"

Did she mean she would kill her father, knowing he would tease her when he heard the news?

Somehow, my conversations with Sestia hadn't been smooth, like misaligned gears, but when I interpreted her words differently, the puzzle finally fit.

I had been placing the first piece backward.

I should have flipped the piece "The Blue Dragon is a doting father" to "The Blue Dragon is a genius at tormenting his daughter."

"Even after decades, you're still ugly, daughter."

"Shut up! Damn father!"

This was a dysfunctional family too.
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"So the recent frequent tsunamis and torrential currents aren't your doing, Lord Hukeadose?"

"Of course not. I've been having a wonderful time every day in my nest without my fussy daughter around. Why would I bother with such troublesome things?"

"So you enjoyed me running away that much?"

"Absolutely! Since you left the nest, the seawater hasn't been salty but sweet instead. I thought I'd enjoy this honeymoon period for about 100 years, but you've already returned, so I came out to greet you because I was worried."

Crunch-!

Sestia ground her teeth and contorted her facial muscles.

She lifted a wooden pole that had washed up from the sea to the beach.

As she showed signs of wanting to smash her father's head with the mast, I hurriedly grabbed both her arms to stop her.

Even as his daughter was desperately trying to kill him, the Blue Dragon just kept laughing as if he was thoroughly enjoying himself.

He was such a daughter-obsessed father that one might think he was possessed by the ghost of someone who died without teasing their daughter enough.

"Anyway, the abnormal phenomena occurring in the surrounding waters are not my doing."

"I see."

"You accept that surprisingly easily. Aren't you going to probe further?"

"I didn't come here to solve the abnormal phenomena. I only asked out of personal curiosity."

"So you came here for another purpose?"

"That's right."

My goal is the Demonic Sword that the Blue Dragon, Hukeadose, supposedly possesses.

I couldn't see it now, but it must be in his nest.

I intend to obtain that Demonic Sword by any means necessary.

It won't be easy, but I've already devised dozens of strategies.

Among those numerous strategies, at least one should work to get me the Demonic Sword.

"I want the Demonic Sword that you possess, Lord Hukeadose."

"Demonic Sword? Perhaps you mean this?"

Hukeadose stretched his hand toward the sea.

Then, a sword shot out from the depths of the ocean and coiled into his grasp.

As expected of a Dragon, he seems to possess special abilities like controlling water as a basic talent.

'What do you think?'

[It has the same energy as myself. Undoubtedly a Demonic Sword.]

Authentication complete.

Now it was time to work my tongue hard against the Blue Dragon.

"That's indeed the Demonic Sword I want. I need it because...!"

"Here, take it."

"Huh?!"

Hukeadose casually tossed the Demonic Sword toward me with an indifferent expression.

In this unexpected situation, I fumbled but managed to catch the sword.

"Are... are you giving it to me?"

"Didn't you say you needed it?"

"Yes, but I'm not sure if it's okay to give it away for free..."

"I have long days ahead of me, living under the bottom of my ill-tempered daughter. Consider it encouragement."

"You damned father, until the very end!"

"Hahaha!"

With an angry shout, Sestia grabbed her father's neck and began strangling him with all her might.

Nevertheless, Hukeadose offered no resistance and just kept laughing joyfully.

I looked at the Demonic Sword I'd received, cutting off my attention from their family bonding time.

I had obtained the Demonic Sword I wanted, but I felt strangely unsettled.

Perhaps it was because all the plans I had carefully prepared became useless.

Maybe it was the deep sense of pity emanating from the Demonic Sword that created this bitterness.

'By the way, what kind of Demonic Sword is this?'

[This is the Demonic Sword of Devouring.]

'Devouring?'

[It's the worst of the fragmented Demonic Swords. As the name suggests, it indiscriminately devours everything around it until it's satiated. If it fails to satisfy its hunger, it goes berserk and spews out the disaster of everything it has consumed.]

'Isn't that too dangerous?'

[Fortunately, it seems it hasn't been spreading disaster since it was in the ocean.]

The sea is vast and its depths unfathomable.

Even if the Demonic Sword of Devouring was a big eater, the sea wouldn't dry up or disappear.

It might have been extremely fortunate that the Demonic Sword had been in the sea all this time.

'Is it safe to absorb such a dangerous Demonic Sword?'

[There's no need to worry. Once I absorb it, the troublesome drawbacks of Devouring will naturally disappear. You'll only inherit its abilities intact.]

'Well, if that's the case...'

I drew Prah from its scabbard and pressed it against the Demonic Sword of Devouring.

As always, the Demonic Swords merged together like liquids, blending into each other.

Eventually, as the fusion completed, the Demonic Sword settled in my palm.

The sword's form remained identical to the original Prah, except that an additional stroke had been added to the rune characters engraved on the blade.

I couldn't interpret or even read the rune characters, but it gave off a much more ominous feeling than before.

[It's in good condition, perhaps because it has preserved its power for a long time!]

'That's fortunate.'

[However, the concept of hunger, which didn't exist in me before, has now emerged.]

'...Didn't you just confidently declare that the troublesome drawbacks would disappear?'

I glared at Prah with my eyes slightly closed, and she trembled.

[That was my mistake. Upon reflection, the ability of Devouring itself cannot be manifested without the concept of hunger.]

'What kind of ability is it exactly?'

[Seeing is believing. Dip me in the sea for a moment.]

As Prah suggested, I thrust the tip of the sword into the seawater.

However, nothing unusual happened immediately.

After wetting the sword a couple of times in the incoming waves, suddenly the runes on Prah began to glow with a translucent light.

Simultaneously, the calm waves began to churn.

[Don't be alarmed. Just stay still.]

The seawater, rising like a waterspout, was sucked into the runes.

As Prah's runes continued to absorb the seawater, they gradually turned blue.

By the time the sea calmed down, the runes had completely changed to a deep blue color.

[Devouring complete.]

'Huh? Is that all?'

[Of course, if that were all, I wouldn't have been so proud! Lift me up and swing me freely!]

I pulled out Prah and gripped it lightly.

Despite absorbing a large amount of seawater, the sword didn't feel particularly heavy.

Finding this curious, I casually swung the sword downward.

"Whoa?!"

A fierce, elegant blue Sword Ki instantly split the sea.

Previously, I had to gather my strength and swing the sword with all my might to manifest Sword Ki.

This time, however, Sword Ki was created even though I swung the sword lazily without exerting any force.

Moreover, it was Sword Ki that bore the properties of the seawater that Prah had absorbed.

[What do you think?]

'Amazing. I never expected Sword Ki to come out so easily...'

[That's not all. If you meet certain conditions, you can absorb the power of your opponent and return it back to them! And permanently at that!]

'Permanently? You mean I can continue to use that power even after the absorption is complete?'

[Of course.]

It wasn't just about borrowing power temporarily.

It meant permanently storing the enemy's power and using it whenever desired.

It was a power that maximized strategic diversity.

'Interesting. Then what are the conditions you mentioned earlier?'

[Devouring means eating until full. If you want to permanently store power, there's a prerequisite that you must absorb until my hunger disappears.]

Even when I simply dipped Prah in seawater and let it suck it in, it consumed quite a bit of time.

In other words, a prolonged battle is essential to utilize the opponent's power.

The conditions are somewhat demanding, but considering the rewards, it's well worth the effort.

'Is there a limit to how much it can absorb?'

[Currently, I'd say there isn't. Even if it's 8th-grade magic, I can absorb it!]

'Come on! That's too much of an exaggeration.'

[Whether it's an exaggeration or not, you can test it yourself.]

'Alright, let's try that when we get back.'

Even if it's not from an enemy, I can also extract and use the power I've put in.

In other words, she can provide the right elements on her own without me having to directly manifest elemental magic whenever needed.

Prah was becoming an increasingly versatile Demonic Sword as time passed.

Now it really seems like there's not much time left until the day of the final battle.

"Did you get what you wanted?"

"Yes, as you can see."

I raised the now sharper sword.

Though not yet complete, it would surpass any famous sword or artifact compared to Prah.

I felt proud, believing this without a doubt.

The enhanced abilities of Prah proved that my efforts hadn't been in vain.

Even though there's still a long way to go, I believe that someday I'll raise the completed Prah and cry out in victory.

"May I take a look at it for a moment?"

"By all means."

I thrust Prah toward Sestia.

I meant for her to look at it while I held it, not for me to hand the sword over to her.

Sestia understood this and was examining Prah from various angles from where she stood.

Then, as her hand touched the blade, wanting to feel it directly, that's when it happened.

"Oh?"

"What's wrong? Is there a problem?!"

Suddenly startled, Sestia was stroking her lower abdomen.

Had Prah's demonic energy adversely affected Sestia?

Such anxiety crept over me, but the answer I received suggested it was an unfounded concern.

"It's nothing. Just that the place that was full of you until just now suddenly feels empty."

"Huh?"

What on earth was she talking about?

As I was about to return Prah to its scabbard, I noticed the subtly changed blade.

Prah's runes should have been flashing blue after absorbing the water's energy.

However, they had somehow been dyed a turbid white.

'You didn't...!'

Prah said nothing, but I knew.

A Demonic Sword that could even devour life essence had been born.
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I found Prah using her new power in a strange way.

But since I had no means to control her, and my understanding of predation was limited, I decided to put her matter on hold.

"Lord Hukeadose. Thank you again for giving me the demonic sword I wanted free of charge."

"No need to be so formal. They say a mother-in-law's duty is to love her son-in-law, but since my wife passed away early, I should do it in her place."

"I'm sorry to say this, but I'm still a bachelor who hasn't even held a wedding ceremony."

"My friend, although my daughter might not meet your standards and may be lacking, once you've formed a relationship, you should take responsibility until the end!"

"I'm not saying I won't take responsibility. I just thought it might be too early for us to be in a father-in-law and son-in-law relationship."

"It's fine, just confirming that there's a possibility of you connecting with my daughter is enough. Even if things go wrong and you become strangers, it would be my inadequate daughter's fault."

Hukeadose continued speaking with a benevolent smile and gentle tone.

"And if you're really grateful, come show me the face of your offspring when you have one. I want to check personally whether my grandchild inherited my daughter's mutant genes."

"Please love your daughter properly too."

"No. Not only did she fail to resemble my lovely wife, she looks similar to her damned father... ugh, tsk!"

To think the reason he became a daughter-obsessed father was because his daughter resembled her father.

Seeing that he hates his father just like Sestia does, they really are a dysfunctional family.

If a child between Sestia and me resembled Hukeadose, I wonder if she would hate the child too.

Inherited dysfunction.

I'd like to end it with me if possible, but it was too early to talk about this since Sestia and I weren't even married yet.

"By the way, I sense a faint otherworldly energy from you. Have you recently encountered an otherworldly being?"

"An otherworldly being?"

"You don't know what that is?"

When I nodded, Hukeadose looked at me with great interest.

"You encountered one without even knowing about otherworldly beings..."

"Is that normally impossible?"

"Not necessarily. But they are beings with distinct concepts who focus on things they find interesting. Judging by the rather thick otherworldly energy I sense from you, it seems you've caught the attention of one of those otherworldly beings."

"...Am I in danger?"

"You might be, or you might not. Otherworldly beings act in ways incomprehensible to our common sense. No one can gauge whether the results of their actions will be beneficial or harmful."

"That's truly chaos."

"Woof!"

Chaos suddenly poked his upper body out from the shadows and barked cheerfully.

He was looking at me with sparkling eyes, thinking I had called him.

When I waved my hands saying I hadn't called him, he immediately became dejected and his small ears began to tremble.

Although Chaos misunderstood, he would feel hurt if I sent him back like this.

I had no choice but to pull Chaos out of the shadows and hold him in my arms.

"Heh-heh!"

"What a cute child. My deceased wife was also this cute... Ah, don't misunderstand, I'm only talking about the cuteness aspect."

When Chaos and I recoiled at Hukeadose's evaluation, he hastily clarified his words.

It might be disrespectful, but this other world was filled with bizarre sexual preferences beyond imagination.

Recalling the outlandish tastes of the different races I'd seen so far, I couldn't help but harbor reasonable suspicion.

"Hearing you speak like that makes me want to see your wife's face as well."

"It's a shame I can't express it in words. But one thing for certain is that she looked nothing like our daughter."

"You're quite harsh on your daughter. Despite appearances, she built a respectable city and reached the top position."

"Is that impressive? If you gave me a day, I feel I could dominate this place in an instant."

"Ah..."

I had momentarily forgotten Hukeadose's true identity because of our human-like conversation.

He was the Blue Dragon who ruled the southern continent.

If he wanted to, he could control the people of the south like Ignite did, as he was one of the strongest beings.

For something to be considered impressive by a Blue Dragon, one would need to dominate the continent or defeat a dragon single-handedly to be worthy of praise.

"W-well, they say the beginning is always important, right? Later she might even rule a kingdom..."

"You don't need to try so hard to praise my daughter. Having inherited my blood, she should naturally prove her worth to that extent."

I felt weight in his words, which had seemed so light until now.

Dragons aren't called the strongest species simply because they're powerful.

They're praised as the strongest because they possess insight that humans cannot approach.

It wouldn't be good to hastily judge the definitions they firmly establish.

Of course, Ignite is an exception.

"I understand. But we've gone off-topic, so can we get back to our original conversation?"

"Sure."

"Then, am I correct in understanding that even dragons cannot grasp the intentions of otherworldly interference?"

Hukeadose silently nodded.

If there exists a being that makes even the strongest species acknowledge inferiority, I probably wouldn't be able to understand it in my lifetime.

It was an existence I wanted to avoid as much as possible, but it seems I've been properly marked, so I'm in for some trouble.

*I remember it said it would come to me when I become king...*

[And it even said it would conceive new life before you.]

*Fuck.*

I couldn't possibly imagine what this otherworldly being wanted to do when it came to me.

Thinking of the changed Pink-Haired Slut, it would surely be a monster beyond the human category.

I don't understand why such a being would show interest in me, or what it meant by saying it would conceive new life.

I just hope it doesn't literally mean getting pregnant with my seed.

*It truly is an unfathomable being.*

Just thinking about this otherworldly being makes my head spin.

I hope it doesn't interfere at all until the matters with the Magic Tower and Red Dragon are resolved.

"I've caused you much concern. I'll take responsibility for your worries."

"N-no! You really don't have to!"

"Don't feel burdened. When I say responsibility, I'll merely guide you. The results afterward will vary depending on your actions."

Before I could refuse Hukeadose's goodwill, he grabbed my arm.

Walking briskly toward the sea, he pulled me with overwhelming strength.

As I was dragged to where the cold seawater covered my head, I hastily took a deep breath.

I didn't know where he intended to take me, but as an aquatic creature, I would have to hold my breath for a long time.

I prayed he would finish quickly before my lung capacity gave out.

"Don't worry about breathing. Did you think I wouldn't consider such things?"

"What...? Huh?"

Despite being underwater, the water didn't block my breathing.

I could see clearly around me without goggles, and I could speak naturally.

My body didn't experience any water resistance at all, so there was no difference from being on land.

"I've placed a blessing on you. As long as I'm alive, you won't die or suffer any disadvantages due to water."

"I-incredible...!"

Not only would I never drown, but I also wouldn't take damage from water magic.

Hukeadose's blessing wasn't just resistance to water but complete immunity.

It was a far superior blessing compared to Prihart's, which only granted ice resistance and ice affinity.

Moreover, Prihart gave me a high-grade blessing because I was the first human among his believers.

"Isn't this too excessive a gift?!"

"Not really? I didn't give you a Dragon Heart, just a blessing that will disappear when I die."

"Considering lifespans, wouldn't I die first?"

"That's uncertain. Besides, this was a spare blessing. I originally gave it to my wife, but she's gone now."

"What about remarrying..."

"Not interested. Seeing my daughter made any desire to have more children disappear completely. I'd rather see my grandchild's face."

He's truly a daughter-obsessed father to the bone.

Now I understand why Sestia couldn't bear to stay and ran away.

If it were me, I would have cut ties completely. The fact that she still calls him father shows her extraordinary patience.

"If you dislike it, I'll remove the blessing. For your information, we're currently hundreds of meters underwater. You know what would happen if I removed it now, right?"

"Ugh... I understand. I'll gratefully accept it."

"Good that you're not being stubborn."

Suddenly kidnapped by a Blue Dragon.

Since I couldn't return to land even if I resisted, I decided to accept it quietly.

Although it's an excessive blessing, it also means Hukeadose views me favorably.

"So where are we going? Perhaps to your nest, Lord Hukeadose?"

"No, to a deeper underwater cave."

"An underwater cave?"

"Yes, what you humans call a dungeon."

"What? You're taking me to a dungeon I know nothing about without any explanation?"

"If you really dislike that, we could go to a pub run by Black Mermaids..."

"I'm really looking forward to seeing what kind of dungeon it is!"

I preferred the dungeon over the terror of the abyss.
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Deep within the rocky walls of the ocean depths lay a cave.

Clinging to the rock face was a massive statue resembling a kraken, its tentacles extending all the way to the entrance.

While the atmosphere from the very entrance was solemn and majestic, the Blue Dragon casually approached and snapped off the kraken's legs.

"I haven't maintained this place for so long that all the legs I broke have grown back."

"The statue's legs can grow back?"

How could a statue possibly grow by itself? It wasn't like fingernails.

Logically, it made no sense, but in this other world, I couldn't hastily jump to conclusions about things that defied common sense.

"Haha! It may look like a statue on the outside, but this squid is actually alive. It just turned to stone while fighting an otherworldly being."

"So there were beings that fought otherworldly entities..."

"I misspoke. Let me correct myself—it turned out like this because it acted recklessly on its own. It was a one-sided incident that could hardly be called a fight."

"That's frightening."

"I understand that feeling. Even a squid that gave me trouble was instantly turned to stone. Even I get tense when I recall that moment."

Hukeadose trembled slightly as he continued breaking the kraken's legs one after another.

It seemed he had been present the day the kraken turned to stone.

Among magical beasts, the kraken was one that could rival dragons in power.

Thinking about how an otherworldly being had toyed with such a creature naturally evoked fear or awe.

Now I understood why Hukeadose was so wary of otherworldly beings.

"I've finished cleaning up, so let's go in."

"Before we enter, could you give me a hint about what kind of dungeon this is?"

"You'll know when you go inside... though I suppose that's hard to accept? To explain simply, these are the remains left behind by the one who turned the squid to stone. It seems otherworldly beings operate on such a grand scale that they leave dungeons as their traces."

"You've been inside before, right?"

"Up to the third floor. From the floors below, there's an ominous energy lurking that makes it difficult to step forward. But now that I have a companion, I think I can muster the courage."

"So we're in this together to die?"

"Don't be so harsh. Didn't you want to learn about otherworldly beings anyway?"

"You hit the nail on the head."

I had gone looking for a retired elf warrior to find a desert tablet with information about otherworldly beings, but she was in a deep sleep.

With no other choice, I was going about my business when I had the worst reunion with the Pink-Haired Slut, and I tried to sever our ill-fated connection.

However, during that process, she received some kind of power from an otherworldly being called "Kshathra."

In the end, my bad connection with her continued, and there was no telling when the otherworldly being might interfere again.

The situation had reached a point where I could no longer ignore it, so I needed to learn more about these otherworldly entities.

"If your thoughts are in order, let's get going."

"Yes."

And with that, I took my first step.

***

"You don't need to be on guard just yet. Nothing appears on the first floor. Except for the unusual luminous stones stuck all over the walls, it's an empty floor."

"I-is that so?"

I scratched the back of my head, releasing the tension I had built up throughout my body.

It was embarrassing that I had deliberately created tension to avoid being caught off guard.

Come to think of it, it was silly to be on high alert when someone who had already conquered the first floor was right beside me.

"So there's no danger until we go down to the second floor?"

"That's right, but I can't be certain. Considering who created this dungeon, we don't know what variables might be lurking."

"When people say things like that, something usually happens..."

Rumble!

No sooner had I finished speaking than the dungeon shook violently, and bubbles began rising from the ground.

It was a minor tremor, not strong enough to make it difficult to keep balance, but it was concerning.

I wasn't worried about the dungeon collapsing or the entrance being blocked due to the earthquake.

We could always go back the way we came by forcibly destroying the debris.

What concerned me was what would happen to the dungeon after the tremor.

"I'm guessing the dungeon is transforming its structure?"

"Yes, and it seems you're the cause."

Crash!

The luminous stones attached to the walls began to break one by one.

The brightly lit cave suddenly darkened.

The water temperature dropped noticeably, making my whole body feel heavy.

Thinking that it was starting even before we reached the second floor, I drew out Prah.

And that judgment was correct.

"At least it gives us a warning...!"

Whoosh!

A red beam of light shining in the darkness.

It was coming toward me, so I gripped Prah in reverse and blocked it.

The beam, blocked by Prah, dissolved like it was melting into water.

Judging by the nature of this unknown attack, this was undoubtedly a dungeon created by an otherworldly being.

"It's not over yet."

"I know."

Beyond my field of vision, I could faintly see dozens of eyeballs.

Energy began to gather in their pupils, and soon countless beams shot out.

I deflected them with my sword, while Hukeadose used his wings.

"Can you handle them all?"

"Of course."

I thinly sliced the second joint of my index finger with my sharply honed thumbnail.

Just as the red blood was about to mix with the blue seawater, the blood-soaked water solidified into small blades.

There was no need for precise control.

I shot them toward the flashing lights.

"Blood magic..."

"You know about it."

"It's rare these days, but I used to see it quite often in the past."

Slash!

The blood blades, moving freely according to my gaze, tore through the eyeballs.

One by one, the glow disappeared from the beam-emitting eyes, and the final blade lodged itself in the center of the last eyeball.

I clenched my fist. The blood that had been blades moments ago condensed into a sphere.

When I opened my hand again, the blood exploded and spread, sweeping across the surrounding area.

"It's quite versatile. If humans hadn't been so averse to using blood as a medium, it could have been a great ability. What a shame."

"It can't be helped. It's known to be magic originally used by vampires."

"Those arrogant bats may be unpleasant to look at, but when it comes to power, it's better to embrace diversity."

"I agree."

I couldn't understand why people wouldn't use such a great power.

Unless there were major side effects, blood magic was surprisingly efficient, creating great power by consuming only a small amount of one's blood.

Despite being magic, it consumed blood instead of mana, making it helpful even in the worst situations when mana was scarce.

To be honest, I thought anyone who didn't use it was foolish.

*The church is so thoughtless. If they hadn't considered blood magic taboo, there would be many more people alive today.*

[The contractor's perspective is unusually tolerant. Humans typically fear taboos, but you seem to rush toward anything that might help, even if it's forbidden?]

*You need to be willing to take risks like that to achieve greatness later. How can you aim for a big score without any adventure?*

[Sometimes I wish you would take the safer path...]

*If I did that, I wouldn't have mixed bodies with you either.*

[Let's enjoy the adventure together then!]

Suddenly, my heart ached.

In pursuit of power, I had crossed far beyond the realm of humanity by having relations with a sword.

Although Prah's human appearance matched my preferences, I had essentially given up on being human.

If I were to return to my original world, I wouldn't know how to process this.

Perhaps it would be better to abandon the idea of returning altogether?

"Here are the stairs to the next floor."

"That was shorter than expected."

"Originally, we would have had to go much further, but it seems the dungeon's structure has shortened as it changed."

"I suppose the structure of the second floor has changed too?"

"That's likely. Still, with your power and mine, we should be able to get through without much trouble. What we need to worry about is the fourth floor—there's something there that makes it uncomfortable to descend."

"So confirming that is the key."

Hukeadose nodded quietly.

Since the descending space was narrow, he went down to the second floor first.

He probably volunteered to take the lead to ease my tension.

*Earlier, he blocked most of the beams to make it easier for me to handle the blood blades...*

I could have dodged or countered them on my own, but such small considerations touched me deeply.

At this rate, I might genuinely come to accept him as my father-in-law.

If that red lizard had been even half as decent as Hukeadose, I wouldn't have sharpened my knife for revenge...

With these thoughts, I also descended the stairs to the lower floor.

As I stepped onto the flat ground, the Blue Dragon's back came into full view.

"Hmm..."

"Is something wrong?"

As I passed by Hukeadose, I noticed his serious expression.

Seeing his grave look, I turned my head toward where he was staring.

In front of us was a firmly closed door with a keyhole beside it.

"What the hell...?"

The problem wasn't that we didn't have a key.

The real issue was the unusual shape of the keyhole—it distinctly resembled a man's "thing."

Upon realizing this, I unfortunately made eye contact with Hukeadose.

One hole, two men.

An awkward staring contest between father-in-law and son-in-law had begun.

*What a dick move in this other world...!*
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I couldn't quite tell who created this dungeon, but one thing was clear—they were malicious.

And they might have had something against me.

As soon as I entered, they changed the dungeon's structure to create the maximum difficulty.

A door that required inserting something other than a key into a hole.

Strangely enough, the hole's size was similar to my Holy Sword.

"Is this what they call the fear of the unknown...?"

"It's probably better not to know."

Naturally, I didn't insert anything the way the otherworldly being intended.

After drawing an appropriate amount of blood, I hardened it and placed it in the hole.

The blood fit perfectly, burrowing into the lock and turning it around.

Click-!

Eerily enough, the blood-made key had to turn about five times before the door opened.

If I had inserted my Holy Sword instead, I would have had to rotate my entire body 360 degrees five times while it remained inserted.

Imagining that scene left me speechless.

Even if I had been alone, wouldn't I have wanted to kill myself from self-loathing?

No matter how mentally disciplined I was, I had absolutely no desire to do that.

The reward was far too pathetic to justify abandoning human dignity.

"Let's continue moving forward."

"Yes."

As soon as the door opened, the light crystals attached to the walls began to glow.

Since this dungeon was underwater, fire was an unusable element.

The light crystals must be filling the void left by the absence of torches.

I detached one of the light crystals from the wall and put it in my pocket.

It could come in handy if we encountered dark sections without light crystals.

I did have light magic, but if we encountered a situation like in the Lust Dungeon where magic couldn't be used, we'd have to rely on tools.

"Seeing you do that reminds me of the old days. My wife was just as meticulous as you."

"Are you talking about my mother-in-law?"

"It's not a particularly interesting story. Just the usual tale of getting my back beaten regularly because I wasn't properly prepared to take care of our child."

"Isn't the important part that you remember even such small details?"

There was a heaven-and-earth difference between human and dragon lifespans.

Humans struggled to live beyond 100 years, while dragons lived for thousands.

Just as most living beings can't remember their infancy, dragons would gradually lose memories of their spouses.

Yet the fact that his memories remained vivid meant that his wife had been an especially beloved existence to him.

"It's a shame I'll never get to meet her."

"...In my eyes, she was the most beautiful woman in the world. There was a self-portrait of her in my nest. I should have shown it to you before coming to the dungeon."

"I see."

"If we safely escape this dungeon, then... *cough*?!"

Slap-!

The moment I heard Hukeadose's words, my palm reflexively struck his cheek.

I was preemptively blocking what seemed like death-inviting words, but from his perspective, I had suddenly slapped him for no reason.

I couldn't convincingly argue I was preventing a dangerous statement without solid evidence.

Just like that, I became a human who had fearlessly slapped a dragon.

My focus wavered and cold sweat broke out on my forehead.

"T-this wasn't out of any ill will...!"

"I know why you hit me."

"What?"

"My wife used to hit me harshly too when I said something anxiety-inducing. I couldn't understand at first, but I got used to it after being hit enough times. I never thought I'd feel that sensation again after losing my wife so long ago."

Hukeadose laughed dejectedly.

His anecdote made me curious about Sestia's mother.

Could she perhaps have been from Earth like me?

Between her and Breeze's husband, who was also Rene's father, my suspicions grew stronger.

Though I couldn't be certain, considering the possibility made me want to learn more about them.

There might be some connection between my world and this one.

And in that process, I might discover a way to return to my original world.

"Anyway, I know you had no ill intentions, so let's put this matter aside. Frankly speaking, it was my fault for saying something ominous to your face."

"Thank you..."

"No need for thanks. More importantly, get ready—darkness is approaching."

A chilling sensation brushed against my skin.

That was all. There was no sound, and nothing changed.

But my intuition was sending warning signals.

"It's coming."

Whoosh-!

All the light crystals went dark at once, plunging our surroundings into darkness.

The darkness swallowed even sound, erasing the beating of my heart.

Though I couldn't tell when or where an attack might come, I remained still.

Beings derived from otherworldly entities didn't typically ambush from darkness.

It was more like they stimulated primal fear.

There was "malice" in how they handled the unknown territories humans feared, enjoying our reactions.

"Show yourself."

I voiced my lack of fear.

The darkness immediately lifted, and the light from the crystals returned.

However, the narrow passage where we had been standing was gone, replaced by a large cavern before us.

During that brief moment of darkness, the space had been transferred or the cave transformed.

*How is this dungeon even structured...*

With a smirk, I looked at the being crouching in the middle of the cavern, its back turned to us.

A human-like figure, sitting with both legs on the ground, blankly staring up at the ceiling.

There was no way a human could exist hundreds of meters underwater.

It had to be something wearing a human disguise, so I waited calmly until it moved.

"For...The...King..."

The being was muttering something in English.

The meaning was ominously "For the King."

The word 'king' brought back unpleasant memories.

Just as I was furrowing my brow, the being that had been looking up at the ceiling twisted its neck 180 degrees and slowly lowered its head.

"As I thought, it's a monster."

Though it had a human form, its face was pure white and had no features except for a mouth.

Even that mouth split sideways when it noticed us, grotesquely tearing up to its forehead.

This creature clearly showed its monstrous nature, making magical beasts seem like nothing in comparison.

"Kieeeeek!!"

Eventually, the mouth that had split all the way to its head flipped upward, and an eyeless monster jumped out from inside.

It looked like something from an alien invasion movie.

They really had placed an alien creature in this dungeon when they mentioned otherworldly beings.

Even Hukeadose, who had lived for ages, seemed troubled by the sight, suggesting this was his first encounter with such a being.

A grotesque life form that shouldn't exist in this world.

The energy it emitted was similar to the tentacled statue I had fought previously.

"Be careful, it's coming...!"

"Huup!"

Clang-! Screech-!

Before we could take a step, the monster rushed at us with lightning speed, thrusting its sharp claws.

I barely blocked it with Prah, but instead of retreating, it pushed its claws harder.

I tried to match its strength with my own, but its unexpectedly formidable power sent chills down my spine.

The scent of death, which I hadn't experienced in a while.

Thoughts raced through my mind—that an S-rank magical beast or stronger had appeared, and that carelessness would mean death.

[This opponent is no ordinary foe! Contractor, you must use your full power!]

*I know...!*

Against an opponent that required my full strength just to match, there was no room to hold back or hide my power.

"Get away!"

I managed to create some distance by kicking the monster in the abdomen as it tried to push its claws all the way through.

Without time to catch my breath, I threw Prah upward.

"Kieeek!"

"Tch!"

The moment I caught the falling Prah, the monster pounced.

I narrowly avoided the claws coming from the right by stepping back.

Then I deflected the second attack from the left with my sword.

"My turn."

After failing two attacks, the monster momentarily exposed a weakness.

Not missing the opportunity, I fired all the replica Prahs I had split in mid-air.

Crunch-! Crack-!

But the monster twisted its bones and muscles in ways no human could imagine to avoid the swords.

Moving flexibly like an invertebrate, it dodged all the swords while continuing its attack.

It was definitely an otherworldly being that stimulated the fear of the unknown.

"You bastard, fighting like a piece of shit!"

"Kihiiiik!"

A cry that felt different from its previous ones.

It seemed to be mocking me, making me frown.

With the determination to kill it for certain, I thrust my sword forward and engaged.

"Huu...!"

After more than twenty exchanges between sword and claws, I let out a deep breath.

Indeed, this opponent wasn't easy to defeat, but that was fine.

I knew that with enough time, I could take it down, and more importantly, I had an ally.

While I fought the monster, the Blue Dragon Hukeadose, who had been quiet, was gathering intense energy in his mouth from a distance.

When my gaze fell on him, the monster also turned its head.

Though eyeless, it could apparently sense the atmosphere.

Belatedly realizing that the Blue Dragon was about to unleash a breath attack, it tried to flee, but...

"Where do you think you're going!"

"Kieeek?!"

I grabbed both its arms and held it tightly.

I even stabbed swords through our limbs to secure it firmly.

The pain that struck my brain during this process flowed throughout my body, but it was worth it.

What mattered was that I had prevented its escape.

"In this state, I'll take the dragon's breath attack head-on along with you."

"Kiik?"

"But the Blue Dragon's breath is water-based. And I have his immunity blessing! What do you think will happen?"

"...Kieeek!"

Realizing the outcome, the monster struggled more violently.

However, the wounds only widened due to the swords piercing its arms and legs, and it couldn't break free from me.

"Let's die together...!"

Hukeadose fired a powerful wave of energy toward me and the monster.

The scale of the breath attack was far larger and more beautiful than I had expected.

Ah, I hope the blessing works...
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The dragon's breath carved a deep trench in the ground, causing several layers of walls to collapse.

Thanks to Hukeadose's blessing, I didn't die even after taking the breath attack head-on.

Instead, my entire body was shattered as I was pushed back by the shockwave along with the wall. If not for the troll's regenerative abilities, I might have been permanently crippled.

"Are you alright?"

"Somehow. But tell me honestly. You were still upset about me slapping your face earlier, weren't you?"

"...I cannot deny it."

Judging by the personality he showed when teasing his daughter, he was definitely not a magnanimous dragon.

A Blue Dragon with a bit of a grudge, even while laughing casually.

Sure enough, while he seemed to let the slap go, he had been harboring resentment.

*How could you fire a bone-crushing breath attack at your future son-in-law...*

It was fortunate I had his blessing. Without it, I would have been completely oxidized and vanished without a trace like that monster.

Between Rene's half-blood breath and this, dragon breaths were uniformly terrifying in their power.

I should definitely prepare for the possibility of facing Ignite's breath attack.

"Sigh...!"

With a short exhale, I cleared away the rubble from the collapsed wall and got to my feet.

Thanks to the troll's blood, my broken bones had fully healed, and my body returned to its original state.

As long as I didn't suffer a fatal wound like a ruptured heart, I could continue fighting after a brief recovery period.

I send infinite gratitude to Hades for providing me with troll blood.

"Let's continue downward."

"Let's do that."

As we walked through the collapsed wall, it miraculously restored itself.

Moreover, the space where we had fought the monster transformed back into a corridor after a momentary blackout.

Could the dungeon itself be a living entity with its own will?

It was such a bizarre cave that I couldn't help but wonder.

"This is the next floor. This one is shorter than before too."

"Did you encounter the same monster we just fought last time?"

"No, it was just some grotesquely transformed sea creature lurking around."

"It seems the dungeon's difficulty has increased exponentially."

"I think so too."

Although the first floor was supposed to be a safe zone, we encountered eyeballs shooting laser beams.

On the second floor, an unidentified monster appeared that chilled us to the bone.

The third floor would likely be drastically different from the third floor Hukeadose had conquered in the past.

I couldn't even imagine what awaited beyond the fourth floor.

"If it continues like this, it might not be a bad idea to give up early and head back."

"That's quite a realistic perspective. I thought you were a young man who enjoyed adventure."

"Adventure is only possible when you're alive to enjoy it."

I tapped my neck casually and laughed, but disappointment flickered in Hukeadose's eyes.

His estimation of me seemed to have decreased, but I didn't care.

Better than losing my life foolishly in a reckless challenge.

"If you're afraid, you may go back. I'll uncover the dungeon's secrets alone."

"But will you be alright? The floors beyond the third level that you couldn't reach before have likely become even more horrific."

"Who do you think I am? I am a proud Blue Dragon, the supreme species that won't back down even against extraterrestrial beings...!"

Hukeadose's eyes turned fierce, and a killing intent that made my skin tingle rose from him.

Dragon Fear.

The pressure exuded by the supreme species creates an insurmountable terror for lower species.

For me, who had already experienced it through Breeze, it was only a minimal threat.

"I understand. Then I'll leave the rest to you, Hukeadose, and I'll wait outside..."

Click-!

Just as I turned to leave.

A strange sound came from beneath my feet.

Looking down, I saw the floor had sunken in.

It was an ominous sign, incredibly foreboding.

"Shit..."

Clunk-!

Before I could pull my foot back, the floor beneath me split in half and opened wide.

A trap door like the one I'd experienced in the Dungeon of Lust.

Looking down into the bottomless pit, I tried to grab the wall and climb up quickly, but...

"What is this now?!"

Black arms appeared from below, firmly grabbing my legs and pulling me down.

I desperately kicked my feet trying to shake them off, but the more I struggled, the more tenaciously they clung to me.

Even the wall surface I was holding onto became slippery, and I was dragged underground.

It was clear that the dungeon had no intention of giving me an escape option.

Even if I used magic, it would surely interfere somehow.

The only consolation was that I wouldn't die from the fall since I was underwater.

"Why can't anything go according to plan in any dungeon I visit..."

[Isn't that what makes life interesting?]

"It's not interesting at all!"

I was left alone with Prah in the dark space.

Fortunately, I had brought a luminous stone for situations like this, which turned out to be a blessing.

I took the glowing stone from my pocket and illuminated the surroundings.

A room with a similar area to the space where we had fought the monster.

I thought I might have to fight another monster, but I couldn't sense any threatening presence anywhere.

The problem was that there was no visible exit.

I shined light at the ceiling, hoping to find the hole I had fallen through to return, but there was no sign of it.

Complete isolation.

I might need to destroy the wall to escape.

Just as I drew my sword to cleanly cut through it...

[Contractor, pause your action for a moment!]

"What is it?"

[If you hold your breath and listen quietly, you'll hear something.]

Following Prah's advice, I stayed quiet, but I couldn't hear anything special.

Perhaps it was because sound vibrations don't travel well underwater.

I sat cross-legged, closed my eyes, and completely relaxed my body.

Focusing all my attention on my ears to detect even the slightest sound...

Boing... Boing...

I could faintly hear the sound of a ball bouncing from far away.

Opening my eyes wide, I immediately walked in the direction of the sound.

Since it could be another trap, I proceeded cautiously, checking my surroundings.

Boing-! Boing-!

The faint sound became increasingly clear.

At the same time, the luminous stone that had been emitting light exhausted its power and crumbled to dust.

Though I was trapped in darkness again, I didn't stop walking.

When I thought I had come very close, I carefully reached out my hand.

A bouncy, elastic sensation at my fingertips.

Carefully feeling the object that filled both my hands, I could tell it was a firm sphere.

Due to the lack of light, I couldn't identify exactly what it was.

I only knew it was a sphere that bounced on the floor, as the sound stopped while I was holding it.

"Prah, can you see what this is?"

[I can make out the outline through sound waves, but I can't determine its exact identity.]

"Hmm, then... Whoa!"

Brrrr-!

While I was trying to figure out what it was, the sphere in my hands began to vibrate intensely.

Startled, I inadvertently let go, but as soon as it bounced on the floor, it stuck back to my hand.

"This won't do. I need to use light magic...!"

[Good idea. That would be better for your mental health.]

I had deliberately avoided using it in case of unexpected variables, but this was no time to be cautious.

To clearly identify the self-moving sphere, I began to gather magical power.

Then an unexpected situation unfolded.

"W-what's happening!"

[What's wrong?]

"The sphere is slowly eating my hand!"

What had been sticking to me like adhesive now wrapped tightly around my right hand.

I urgently tried to remove it with my left hand, but that too was sucked into the sphere.

My hands were completely immobilized.

I considered using my feet, but feared all my limbs would end up restrained.

Instead, while still caught, I gathered magical power and created a magic circle behind me.

I cast a spell that temporarily emits light, making it large enough to illuminate the entire space.

[This is...?]

"A slime...?"

The sphere turned out to be a slime, commonly seen in fantasy worlds.

Now I understood the variety of textures I had felt.

Slimes could make their secretions either bouncy or sticky.

"So I was scared of a slime..."

While I felt relieved that the mystery was solved, I also felt embarrassed.

I had gotten tense for nothing.

[...But contractor.]

"What?"

[You don't think a slime living in an extraterrestrial dungeon would be an ordinary slime, do you?]

"Oh."

I looked at the slime that was holding my hands.

The creature was trembling and making my hands cold.

Even if it were a dangerous specimen, considering that slimes are fundamentally water-based, it couldn't cause me significant harm.

After all, I had the Blue Dragon's blessing.

Psssht-!

Suddenly, the slime ejected something from its body.

Simultaneously, the walls that had been surrounding us began to melt away.

Moreover, numerous monsters that had been waiting beyond the walls were dying with horrible screams.

My mouth fell open as I watched the scene.

"Glug! Glug!"

The slime transformed its body into a heart shape.

It seemed I had encountered a max-level slime.

Ch.185 - 179. Water Knows The Answer - 9
Let me take stock of the situation.

While trying to escape the dungeon, I fell into a trap and dropped to a lower level.

After landing in a dark space, I tried to find an exit using a luminous stone but failed.

Trapped with no way out, I was drawn to a sound I heard by chance.

In complete darkness where I couldn't see anything ahead, I felt around for the object making the sound.

While trying to figure out what it was, I hastily used light magic during a sudden situation.

The object turned out to be a slime.

I was about to dismiss it as a common slime when something was released from within it.

Suddenly, the solid walls began to melt away, and the monsters waiting beyond them died along with them.

It wasn't hard to guess how they died.

We were underwater, and the slime must have released its unique poison into the water.

I'm not sure what the slime's poison is exactly.

I only know that it contains an incredibly dangerous acid.

"Am I the only one unaffected because of Hukeadose's blessing?"

[This one thinks not. The Blue Dragon's blessing is unlikely to be versatile enough to block acid or poison.]

"Then what could it be...?"

[This one suspects that perhaps this slime can control its acidic secretions. It's controlling them so they don't affect you.]

"Is that possible?"

[I once heard from a demon who studied magical beasts that in higher-level slimes, each cell is alive. A slime from an alien dungeon would certainly qualify. In other words, the acidic secretions the slime spits out are also alive and moving.]

"I thought it was just a bouncy slime..."

The slime bounced and rolled around on my palm as if it were a playground.

Fortunately, it seemed to like me and considered me a toy.

If it hadn't, my body would probably be slowly dissolving too, right?

Goosebumps rose on my skin as I recalled the sight of monsters' flesh and bones melting away.

[More importantly, you've realized this is definitely not an ordinary slime.]

"If I had handled it roughly, I might have said goodbye to my life right here."

[Did you not notice anything else?]

"What do you mean?"

[Walls blocked every direction, and monsters were prowling outside. Don't you understand what this implies?]

"...Are you saying this room itself was an isolation chamber designed to contain this slime?"

[Probably. And the contractor stepped on a trap designed to eliminate intruders completely.]

Considering the power of the acid the slime emitted, it was entirely possible.

While slimes are often thought of as a beginner's friend among magical beasts, they are by no means easy creatures to deal with at their core.

They're amorphous magical beasts immune to physical damage.

Fire-element magic is usually effective for dealing with them, but we were underwater.

In a situation where fire magic couldn't be used, with a slime that dissolves everything with acid?

It's no longer a beginner's friend but rather a grim reaper that takes lives.

"So I was destined to die, but I happened to appeal to this slime and survived..."

[That seems to be the case.]

Glug-glug!

The max-level slime was still bouncing and playing on my hand.

An ordinary person might find it cute, but to me, it looked like a self-entertaining stick of dynamite.

It might get bored with me and spew acid at any moment.

I couldn't even make a contract with it like with Chaos to prevent it from harming me.

It seemed to have some intelligence but couldn't communicate.

It didn't even have a face, so I couldn't read its emotions through expressions.

Therefore, it was like a bomb that could explode unpredictably at any time.

[For now, it would be best to stay on that slime's good side. If you irritate it, who knows when it might spew acid.]

"I guess so."

Since we were underwater, it would be hard to tell with the naked eye if it had released acid unless you looked carefully.

On land, I might be able to dodge if it spewed acid, but not here.

It seemed I would have to treat this slime like royalty, at least until we escaped the cave.

"My heart was pounding, but thanks to this slime, a path has opened up."

[It's a bit difficult to call this... a luxury.]

I felt a cool sensation on the crown of my head.

The slime that had been playing on my palm had somehow climbed up to the top of my head.

It seemed to like my head too and was bouncing around.

I hope I won't go bald?

I was needlessly worried since this was an acid-containing slime.

The Pink-Haired Slut is enough of a balding person already.

"It's good that we escaped the isolation chamber, but it's really troublesome that I don't know where we are."

[Calculating the depth we've descended, it's about 4 floors.]

"Kek! So this is the 6th basement floor?"

[That would seem to be the case.]

"I was trying to leave because I was uncomfortable advancing to the 3rd floor, but to think I'd end up in an even deeper place..."

I had descended much deeper than even where Hukeadose had refused to set foot.

Of course, I had no idea where the way back was.

If I wandered around aimlessly, I might descend even further or encounter monsters I'd never seen before.

Normally, it would be right to wait quietly for rescue, but...

Hukeadose was the only one who knew about the dungeon's existence, and I didn't want to wait for him to come rescue me.

"Since it's come to this, let's go all the way."

[Are you serious?]

"Yes."

In a crisis where both turning back and moving forward were treacherous.

As they say, turn crisis into opportunity—choosing to proceed seemed wiser.

Moreover, according to Adokchoi's setting book, dungeons don't exist beyond the 8th floor.

Assuming I've descended to the 6th floor, it means I only need to break through one more level to get out.

Although there's the prerequisite of defeating a boss, I think it's a gamble worth taking.

"And as the difficulty goes insane, an unimaginable reward must be waiting for us!"

[So your aim is the reward after all.]

"Who would enter a dungeon without a reward? Everyone would have worked diligently to live peacefully with their families."

[Isn't that your dream?]

"That's right. I wanted to live self-sufficiently with a virtuous wife, but somehow I ended up living such a perilous daily life, and I don't know why either."

In a world where one must become strong to protect family.

I think this is what happened as I pursued power and tried to become stronger.

It was a bitter fate, but if happiness awaited at the end of this path, I could endure the current pain.

"This is..."

[Stairs going up.]

"Dead end."

As we walked leisurely, we eventually saw stairs, but they led to the 5th floor.

Our goal was to descend to the lowest floor.

Going up was meaningless. I turned around and decided to look for other stairs.

"This is a dead end too."

[That path over there also seems to be blocked.]

"Where on earth are the stairs going down?"

Up to the 2nd floor, it was convenient because there was only one path, but the 6th floor was winding with many branches, making it confusing.

I spent time finding stairs going up, but I couldn't find stairs going down.

Fortunately, no alien monsters appeared, so exploration wasn't difficult, but at this rate, I felt like I would collapse from exhaustion.

[...Contractor.]

"What?"

[Just a thought, but it might be good to consider the possibility that the slime on your head could be this dungeon's boss.]

"This small slime?"

[If we search everywhere and still can't find stairs going down, wouldn't that be a reasonable suspicion?]

It was a plausible idea.

The slime's abnormal acidic lethality.

Plus, the underwater location where fire, its only weakness, couldn't be used.

Considering both the location and abilities, it was sufficient to be treated as a boss.

"...No way!"

While I understood it intellectually, my heart didn't want to believe it.

I was willing to fight other monsters somehow, but I absolutely didn't want to fight this slime.

An opponent that swords couldn't penetrate in an absolutely disadvantageous location.

Though its appearance was cute and chubby, in reality, it was scarier than a Blue Dragon.

"What kind of dungeon trap would lead you to a room with the boss? I've never heard of such a dungeon in my life!"

I quickened my pace and rapidly circled the mage tower area.

Praying it wasn't true, I ran around, and as a result...

[...Stairs going down.]

"See! I told you it wouldn't be the case!"

Fortunately, I found stairs leading to the lower floor.

Without hesitation, I went down the stairs.

I went down confidently to prove my belief was correct, but...

"What the...?"

Surprisingly, the lowest floor, the 7th floor, was a dead end.

The entire space was covered with seaweed, so I thought there might be a boss hiding.

While I was filled with such expectations, a cheerful cry came from above my head.

"Li-li!"

The slime, making a sound for the first time, jumped from my head to the floor.

Then, it extended part of its body like a tentacle and rubbed against the seaweed attached to the wall.

As the seaweed melted away due to the acid, new characters appeared on the wall.

[Here lies despair (Shoggoth)]

An ominous sentence.

However, my eyes were drawn to the English, not my native language.

Shoggoth, a term I'd heard somewhere before.

I'm not good at English, so I slowly pronounced it.

"Sho-o... Shogos? Or is it Shoggoth?"

"Li-li!"

The slime bounced happily in place, responding to my words.

It even shaped its body into a heart, showing how pleased it was.

Just as I was thinking how cute it looked, a change came over it.

"Huh? Why is your body turning purple?"

Only then did I recall from my shallow knowledge what a Shoggoth was.

Yes, the slime I had been carrying around was the dungeon's boss and true despair.
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The Outer God.

Also known as Outer Gods, these are cosmic deities not limited to Earth but encompassing the universe.

They are fictional beings introduced by the American novelist Howard Phillips Lovecraft.

Many novels have adopted the concept of Outer Gods.

Their existence is unique, and they demonstrate power far more absolute than gods from countless national mythologies.

However, in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," Outer Gods have never appeared or even been mentioned.

The culprit behind several anomalies frequently occurring in the story was Chaos, not Outer Gods.

Since my intervention in the novel, beings that never appeared before have begun to show themselves.

Extraterrestrial beings are among them, and ever since meeting Leviathan in the Dungeon of Jealousy, they've been giving me constant headaches.

And the slime before me... no, the Shoggoth, is a prime example of such extraterrestrial beings.

"I think I'm losing my mind..."

It had changed from its bouncy slime appearance.

The Shoggoth, now a murky deep purple, writhed unnaturally.

It had developed black eyes and sharp teeth that the original slime never possessed.

Though it had been smaller than me, it stretched upward until it matched my eye level.

[Wouldn't it be better to run away while you still can?]

"Impossible. The moment I turn my back, I'll be caught and my entire body will dissolve."

A Shoggoth is not an Outer God.

It's a magical beast created by extraterrestrial beings, which might be somewhat better than confronting an Outer God.

However, Shoggothes once opposed and threatened their creators.

This means they're strong enough that even their creators struggle to control them, so compared to the monsters I've fought until now, they're on an entirely different level of strength.

"There's a reason it's called despair, I guess."

I can't escape from the Shoggoth.

The only option is to overcome the primal fear and face it.

Otherwise...

*Could I talk to it?*

Extraterrestrial beings are generally described as having intelligence beyond human comprehension.

It's an unpleasant fact to accept, but the slime before me might be smarter than I am.

Since it's an intelligent creature, it's worth trying to communicate.

Looking back at its behavior so far, it's been friendly toward me, so there's a good chance.

"Um... Mr. Shoggoth?"

I stood before the Shoggoth with an awkward gait.

I carefully addressed it with a tone that betrayed my discomfort.

The writhing slime paused, and then a voice emerged from its gaping mouth.

"Li... Li...!"

"Ah, you can't speak human language?"

"Li-Li!"

"I wonder how I should communicate with Mr. Shoggoth..."

"It's Liri! How many times do I have to say it for you to understand?"

"Huh...?"

Suddenly, the Shoggoth was speaking with bold pronunciation.

The grotesque slime trembled all at once, and its outline began to transform into something human-like.

The topmost purple tentacles split like threads to form long straight hair.

As unnecessary slime fell away, a neat facial features and mature figure took shape.

The chest and hips protruded with curves, and black eyeballs scattered across its body all stared at me.

The Shoggoth had transformed into something close to a human female.

"Shoggoth is a term that refers to my species, not my name. It's no different than if I were to call you 'human' despite you having your own name."

"Ah... I'm sorry."

"My name is Liri. Please be mindful when addressing me in the future."

The Shoggoth placed her hand on her chest and emphasized that her name was Liri.

Overwhelmed by her intense presence, I found myself apologizing without thinking.

By the way, though she had taken a female form, I wondered if it was appropriate to consider a Shoggoth as female.

My head became cluttered with various thoughts.

It felt like my mental strength was being chipped away bit by bit. Since communication seemed possible, I decided to work through things one by one.

"So, Lady Liri..."

"Honorifics are unnecessary. You may speak to me however you like."

Liri stared at me intently with a consistently expressionless face.

I felt as if her otherworldly eyes were peering into my inner self.

Though she didn't say it, it seemed like she was sizing me up and saying, "Isn't that easier for you too?"

"Well then, first, how long can we talk?"

"If you're asking how long I can maintain this state, there's no problem. I can converse with you until the day your lifespan reaches its end."

"How long have you been living in this dungeon?"

"I am a being born to serve the Creator. However, I was thrown into a sealed room with orders never to come out until someone came to the Creator. While spending a long time there, the entire sealed room was caught in a space-time distortion, and I believe that's when I flowed into the dungeon."

"When was that?"

"It happened 74 years, 69 days, 3 hours, 58 minutes, and 02 seconds ago."

I was left speechless by Liri's detailed explanation.

The fact that she could remember such an old event so precisely made it clear that she was indeed a being from another world.

Setting that aside, a Shoggoth abandoned by its Creator...

Yet she seemed unaware of being abandoned, speaking about it matter-of-factly.

"What do you think about your Creator?"

"Are you asking for information about my Creator?"

"No, I'm just asking for your opinion."

"That's an unusual question, but if I must answer, you can consider the Creator as the parent who gave birth to me."

"Is that all?"

"Do you need additional explanation?"

"You know, like saying your parents are caring, or benevolent, or the coolest in the world—that kind of response."

"..."

At my examples, Liri parted her lips but then closed them tightly.

She seemed to have something she wanted to say but couldn't freely express.

Perhaps there are taboos even in the extraterrestrial realm.

I was about to wave it off, thinking it better to give up early if I couldn't press further.

But then Liri, pressing her fist firmly against her chest, spoke with difficulty.

"To be honest, I resent the Creator."

"Why?"

"Even for me with an infinite lifespan, staying alone in a dark sealed room was torturous. That time was a full 10,000 years—it felt like traveling a long, distant journey."

True to being a Shoggoth, Liri spoke of time on a different scale.

If it were me, I would have cursed the Creator with every profanity imaginable.

But this extraterrestrial being, with no concept of a finite lifespan, seemed to harbor only slight resentment.

"Still, it seems true that enduring hardship brings sweetness. Just being able to meet and talk with someone other than myself brings me immense joy."

"Hmm..."

Liri smiled faintly, closing her eyes slightly with a poignant expression.

She was genuinely happy but also sad at the same time.

I had thought extraterrestrial beings would be purely rational without emotions...

It seems I was mistaken.

"Congratulations on your escape. What do you plan to do now? Will you return to where your Creator is?"

"Unfortunately, I have no intention of going back. Due to the overwhelming joy I feel now, my emotions are dulled, but if I were to face the Creator, I think murderous impulses would boil up."

Liri smiled with a hint of madness, opening her eyes fiercely.

Her mouth corners stretched wide, yet she remained strangely beautiful.

Being a slime rather than human, there was no sense of discomfort.

"Then what will you do?"

"I was born to serve the Creator. However, without the Creator, my top priority is to find a new master who will handle me."

Liri suddenly gazed at me with eyes full of desire.

With that fanatical look and the mention of a "new master," a chill ran down my spine.

Could she be thinking of following me?

This won't do. I already have a party with an evil alignment consisting of Hades and Chaos who follow me.

If I accept a Shoggoth too, I might become more than a Demon King—I might become a Demon God.

"The world you've come to might be different from the one you knew. You might not be able to act freely here."

"It doesn't matter. As long as I have a master to give me orders, I can gladly accept a life of oppression."

"I don't think I can provide for your basic needs."

"I don't need clothes. I can freely imitate human clothing with my slime."

Trembling and transforming her body, Liri recreated the bunny girl swimsuit that had recently impressed me.

Her skin wasn't flesh-colored but purple, yet it was strangely alluring and exciting.

*To think I'd be excited by a non-human being...*

[What does that mean?]

It seems my mental state is deteriorating due to this encounter with the Shoggoth.

[Contractor, explain yourself immediately!]

Could it be true that merely seeing an extraterrestrial being can drive one insane?

"Furthermore, you needn't worry about meals. After tasting the mana that flowed through my master's touch, I've determined it suits my palate."

Liri placed her hand on her cheek and provocatively licked her lips.

Her purple skin darkened slightly, resembling a human blush, making her appear ecstatic.

More importantly, didn't she just call me "master"?

A chill swept through my body, and I began to tremble reflexively.

"Lastly, for my residence... I'll need to get consent from the other resident to live together."

Liri glanced at my feet, her gaze directed at my shadow.

It seems she plans to live in the shadow where Chaos resides.

"What do you think?"

The issues of food, clothing, and shelter were resolved, and I had no valid reason to refuse.

Besides, I couldn't predict how Liri would react if I rejected her.

It wouldn't be surprising if she killed me and set off to the surface to find a new master.

Could I still refuse under these circumstances?

"Ugh...!"

First a skeleton, then a dog, and now a slime.

My followers were increasing in number and becoming more bizarre.
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I had an unreasonably powerful new ally, but to be honest, I felt uneasy.

Even if Liri declared she would follow me, anyone could say such things.

Without a means of control, she was nothing more than a flawed double-edged sword.

That's why I prepared a contract spell like I did with Chaos, but perhaps because she was a Shoggoth, it didn't work.

I frowned as I looked down at the failed magic circle.

"This is troublesome..."

If I were to unknowingly do something to earn Liri's hatred, my life would be in danger.

Shoggoths were famous for rebelling even against their creators.

I couldn't help but worry since she possessed both the power and intelligence to plot betrayal.

"Master, anxiety is evident on your face."

"I'm sorry, but I don't have confidence in handling you. That's why I tried to bind our relationship with a contract, but even that's impossible, so..."

I scratched my head vigorously while frankly expressing my complaints.

I think it's better to be honest with Liri rather than beating around the bush.

Trying to be evasive with someone who can see through others' inner thoughts would be like openly attempting to deceive them.

"I understand your situation precisely."

"Then will you give up on following me?"

"Unfortunately, my feelings remain unchanged. Not only did you pull me out of the cold, lonely darkness, but I'm convinced that meeting a master with mana to my taste was inevitable."

"But you make me uncomfortable. I might even order you to stay here if necessary."

"So the reason I make you uncomfortable is because I might harm you?"

"Yes. I haven't directly fought with you so I can't gauge accurately, but you must have power equal to or greater than mine, right? Even if I try not to turn you against me, life is unpredictable."

"...I have an excellent solution to that problem."

"What is it?"

"First, I need your consent on something. I plan to modify a part of your body—would that be acceptable?"

The word 'modify' gave me pause.

Except for my troll blood-derived regenerative ability, my body was close to human.

I didn't know what a Shoggoth's modification entailed, but there was a possibility I might no longer be human.

Would that be okay?

After a moment of deliberation, I realized I was tired of worrying.

"If I accept this modification, will it completely eliminate the possibility of you harming me?"

"Yes. I can assure you of that with certainty."

"...Then fine. I'll accept the modification."

"Understood. Please excuse me for a moment."

Liri approached me with an undulating motion.

Though I still wasn't used to her abyss-like eyes, I didn't avert my gaze.

Since I'd be facing her often from now on, I needed to gradually adapt to Liri.

"Thank you so much for deciding to accept me."

"Skip the thanks. Just start the modification."

"As you command."

A purple tentacle passed over my shoulder and suddenly embraced my body.

As my body pressed against Liri's, all my muscles tensed up.

It seems I couldn't help feeling nervous after all.

Meanwhile, Liri brought her face closer with a sensual smile.

Just as our faces drew close enough for our lips to meet, her moist lips settled on my shoulder and gently bit down.

"Ungh...!"

I involuntarily groaned as goosebumps spread across my body from the alien sensation.

A cold, damp liquid began seeping into my shoulder where Liri had bitten.

As my tense muscles relaxed, an inexplicable ringing filled my ears.

Instinctively, I tried to raise my arm to push away the creature before me, but tentacles wrapped around my arm, stopping me.

I struggled to break free from the tentacles, but gradually lost strength until I had no energy left to resist.

Just when I thought it was over, Liri's lips touched my other shoulder.

"Huff...! Huff...!"

"Well done."

After some time, when the modification was complete, Liri released her hold and removed her lips from my shoulder.

Then she gently supported my body as I was about to collapse from weakness.

I panted heavily and carefully brought my hand to my shoulder.

The muscle wasn't firm but squelched like slime.

My shoulder had been dyed purple as if poisoned.

When I turned to look at Liri, she began explaining as if she'd been waiting for this moment.

"I've divided some of my cells and implanted them in your shoulder."

"Why would you do such a thing...?"

"Our creator strictly forbade and enforced rules against Shoggoths fighting each other. For that reason, I've transplanted Shoggoth cells into you to make it impossible for me to harm you."

"So, am I a Shoggoth now?"

"Partially, yes. But it's only a very small part, so you needn't worry."

"Is there a possibility the Shoggoth cells will penetrate deeper?"

"No. The cells have perfectly assimilated with your body, so from now on, you can consider it your own body. In other words, it will primarily reflect your will."

"I don't understand."

"It might be easier to understand if you imagine extending your shoulder."

"Extending my shoulder..."

Was it like pushing out your chest and spreading your shoulders back?

While I was thinking about this, I felt a strange sensation around my shoulder.

When I turned my eyes, I saw the area where Liri had bitten me shooting up toward the ceiling.

"Aaaagh!"

"That's it exactly."

The purple skin stretched out long and swayed.

Part of my shoulder was wobbling like slime.

As I worried about how to return it to normal, the extended shoulder somehow reverted to its original state.

Watching this scene reminded me of a parasitic organism I'd seen in a manga when I was young.

"As you can see, part of you has become identical to me."

"Is there a way to return to normal...?"

"No."

"Ugh...!"

"You're not used to it yet. But you'll gradually adapt and be able to use it in various ways."

I was still bewildered by having a shoulder that defied human common sense.

However, there was an undeniable part of what Liri said.

Just as she mentioned, numerous ways to utilize my slime-like shoulder were already popping up in my mind.

I disliked myself for thinking about how to use my shoulder rather than being concerned about no longer being fully human.

"By the way, is it okay for you to just detach parts of yourself like that?"

"I can regenerate even if parts of my body are lost. Of course, this time I gave you cells from near my core which cannot be recovered, but that's fine. Please consider it my first tribute to you."

"No, you didn't have to give such an important part..."

"It's alright. I'm satisfied because I've partially fulfilled one of my long-held wishes."

"What? Organ donation was your wish?"

"Not organ donation, but becoming one with you, Master. Even though it's just a small part, the thought of becoming one with you makes my whole body heat up...♡"

Liri twisted her body like a pretzel and smiled ecstatically.

The eyes all over her body curved like crescent moons, and her split mouths were all smiling broadly.

It was bizarre, but I didn't experience mental collapse like before.

Perhaps it was because part of me had changed to become like an extraterrestrial being.

"Well, you're free now, so if you have a bucket list, feel free to pursue it."

Although I was somewhat surprised, I thought it fortunate that we had reached a mutually satisfying result.

The only problem would be whether "my lovers would accept how I've changed."

But I wasn't particularly worried about that.

Knowing them, they wouldn't reject me.

"I'm looking forward to working with you, Liri."

"Yes, I will assist you with all my heart and soul, Master."

When I extended my hand for a handshake, a sticky tentacle touched my hand.

I would have to gradually train her to break the habit of extending tentacles first, even though she had hands that could appear human.

Since we couldn't reveal her as an extraterrestrial being, she would need to act human at all times.

"Oh right, I'd like to leave this dungeon soon. Do you know where the exit is?"

"If you wish, I can teleport us to the entrance right now."

"Oh, that's—!"

"However, I predict that the moment I leave, the entire dungeon will collapse. Without me as its core, this dungeon would lose its reason for existence."

"Ah..."

I needed to take Hukeadose, who had come in with me, back out.

It seems we'll have to climb back up the floors we descended.

"I suppose there are monsters from other worlds lurking throughout the path up?"

"Since you came down through the feeding chute, there probably are."

"So that really was a feeding chute..."

"Looking at it positively, this is an opportunity. You've acquired a new body, so why not defeat all those creatures while getting used to it?"

"Just because my body was modified doesn't mean it will be easy."

"Haven't you already thought of ways to utilize your new body?"

Liri was still seeing through my thoughts.

Being shocked by a Shoggoth's insight now seemed ridiculous.

"I have, actually."

"Use those methods to defeat the enemies. If things get dangerous, I'll protect you, so you can rest assured."

A dungeon conquest with the dungeon boss protecting me.

My heart fluttered slightly at this development, something rarely seen even in novels or comics.

"W-well then, I'll trust you and give it a try!"

"A wise decision. But before that, may I observe how you plan to utilize my cells?"

"Is that necessary?"

"I'd like to actively learn from you if there's anything I can."

"If that's the case, sure. First, the utilization method I thought of is...!"

I closed my eyes and visualized the image I had in mind.

If the slime cells in my shoulder reflected my will, they should follow along exactly.

When I opened my eyes again, they had perfectly reflected the image I had imagined.

Both my shoulders mimicking Bern's head.

I looked like a human with three heads, including my real one.

"How about this? I call it Cerbernus!"

I proudly raised both arms.

Of course, this wasn't a combat application but a kind of performance for fun.

However, for some reason, Liri's eyes lost focus and wandered as she watched me.

"A-amazing! It's such a madness-filled application that even my creator could hardly have imagined it!"

I tried to have fun but only ended up with a wounded heart.

Ch.188 - 182. My Love From Outer Space - 3
## Deep Sea Dungeon, 5th Floor

In a space devoid of any luminous stones, the underwater dwellers known as Deep Ones were lying in ambush.

The eyeballs attached to their fish-like heads appeared empty, making them seem mindless.

However, the seemingly unhinged appearance of these underwater dwellers was a kind of trap.

They would lure unsuspecting prey into a false sense of security, then reveal their hidden ferocity and devour them voraciously once they came close enough.

And so, the Deep Ones waited desperately for a foolish victim to appear.

"Ugh! Why does it smell so fishy in here?"

Right on cue, a young human man appeared at the bottom of the stairs.

How he had come up from the lower levels, how a human could breathe underwater—such trivial questions were unimportant to the Deep Ones.

What mattered to them was that new prey had appeared and they could feast after a long time.

"It's dark here too. It's going to be troublesome if I can't see even a tiny speck of light..."

The young man's complaints since arriving brought fishy smiles to the Deep Ones.

There was no easier prey than one with visual constraints.

They found the human amusing, showing such naivety while being unaware of what was about to happen.

"Urrrgh!"

They inflated their air bladders, ready to quickly cut off his breathing.

The Deep Ones simultaneously sprang from the gravel floor and rushed toward the young man.

Just as the one at the front thrust its sharp fin toward him—

"You fell for it?"

Before the fin could reach him, Bern's fist crushed the Deep One's face.

The human had turned the tables, using the Deep Ones' own strategy of feigning vulnerability against them.

The Deep Ones, transformed from predators to prey, howled in anger.

Eventually, they charged forward madly, unconcerned about their comrade's death.

"Argh! You stink, you bastards!"

Bern narrowed his eyes at the rapidly approaching Deep Ones and drew Prah from its scabbard.

As he lightly swung his sword, the bodies of the approaching Deep Ones were cleanly cut in half.

His sword energy, transcending even water resistance, scattered the blood and entrails of the Deep Ones.

Though Bern continued to swing his sword and bisect the Deep Ones, there was a major problem.

"...Wait, there are too many of them?"

Unlike previous situations where he'd faced one-on-one battles except for the light-shooting traps, this time was different.

Like a stampede, Deep Ones poured out from various passages.

The average spawn of Deep Ones numbered in the millions.

Most died before hatching or were eliminated through natural selection.

Some died during growth due to cannibalism among their own kind.

In reality, only hundreds survived from a single spawning to reach adulthood, but that was still a significant number.

Even a warrior capable of handling a hundred Deep Ones alone would struggle against their sheer numbers.

Similarly, Bern was gradually being pushed back by the swarming Deep Ones.

*I never expected there would be this many...*

Bern even considered retreating to the lower level.

But the Deep Ones wouldn't give him such an opportunity as they surrounded him.

Finally, Bern allowed an enemy to approach.

A Deep One leaped from behind him.

Clinging to his back, it opened its mouth wide.

Inside the Deep One's mouth gleamed teeth as sharp as awls.

"W-wait!"

"Graaah!"

The Deep One, howling in triumph, bit down on Bern's right shoulder without hesitation.

Simultaneously, purple spikes sharper than teeth pierced through the top of the Deep One's head.

"That's a sensitive spot, you know..."

Bern covered his mouth with his palm as if embarrassed.

Beyond his palm, one corner of his mouth was raised in what looked like a sneer.

"Huh? Was it that disgusting?"

Despite whatever move Bern displayed, the Deep Ones had continued to charge at him.

But for some reason, this time they all stood frozen as if time had stopped.

The reason for their halt wasn't Bern's nauseating act of pretending to be shy, but what was on his shoulder.

The purple slime that had extended spikes like a sea urchin to protect his body.

The cells that were once part of Shoggoth primarily reflected their master's will.

Even when not directly reflecting his will, they carried Shoggoth's intent to protect their master.

Bern was unknowingly emanating a chilling madness.

As a result, the Deep Ones, who recognized the nature of this madness, began to collapse one by one.

Some even fainted, causing Bern to frown.

CLANG—!

Bern struck the wall forcefully, creating a strong vibration.

Only then did the Deep Ones, crushed by primal fear, regain their senses.

"You little shits! If my acting was disgusting, you could have said so. Don't just faint like that, it's annoying!"

Bern, not realizing that Shoggoth's cells were spreading madness, continued to misunderstand.

He raised his middle finger in anger, thinking the Deep Ones were overreacting.

The Deep Ones, freed from the madness by Bern's outburst, were bewildered but soon resumed their attack.

"Come on, I'll cut every last one of you to pieces!"

Bern, who had been fighting casually as a warm-up until now, got serious.

Taking into account the pain of electrocuting himself, he boldly employed lightning magic and took his stance.

A one-man war against thousands of Deep Ones.

Bern, not intimidated at all, charged toward them.

The fish massacre show had begun.

***

"Grororob...guk!"

CRUNCH—!

The fish head of the last remaining Deep One burst under Bern's foot.

Bern dragged his foot across the gravel to remove the flesh stuck to his shoe.

Behind him stretched a red sea, with fish entrails and chunks of flesh floating all around.

The result of a prolonged war.

Although Bern had considered retreating when overwhelmed by their endless numbers,

He possessed the strength and skill to slaughter all the Deep Ones by himself.

Even the most renowned adventurer party in the Capital couldn't match what he had accomplished.

The figure of Bern after the battle could be called a war god without any objection.

"Ugh! Fish smell."

His only flaw was that he couldn't view himself objectively.

Standing there casually like an innocent young man as he sheathed his sword, Bern.

He clicked his tongue as he looked at the blood-polluted sea.

*It will take quite some time for the blood to dilute.*

[Are you more concerned about the environment than the fact that you massacred them mercilessly?]

*These fish-headed bastards picked the fight first. They should have anticipated the possibility of extinction when they challenged me. Besides, how could I show mercy when every single one of them was trying to kill me?*

If he had shown any hesitation, he would have been defeated.

Knowing this, Bern had no choice but to kill them all.

Clap, clap—!

Meanwhile, someone was applauding Bern for his resolute mindset in slaughtering his opponents.

"That was an excellent display, Master."

"You were watching from the shadows all along, weren't you?"

"Yes, I intended not to intervene unless there was a dangerous moment, to allow for your complete adaptation."

"Unfortunately, there was no need for you to step in."

"Rather, I'm pleased to have had the opportunity to witness the strength of the one I serve."

Liri smiled brightly, honestly expressing her feelings.

At the same time, Bern's shadow began to stir, as Chaos within the shadow also wanted to express its opinion.

But because the setting was underwater, Chaos couldn't emerge.

"Have you become friends with Chaos in the shadow?"

"I felt it was a servant with a level of loyalty similar to mine. Though it seems unwilling to admit it."

Again, Bern's shadow thrashed about.

How could a female slime who appeared later claim to have the same loyalty as itself!

Chaos wanted to say this but was distressed at being unable to leave the shadow.

"Seems like Chaos has a lot of complaints."

"Yes. I tried to become friends, but I failed."

Liri showed Bern the clear teeth marks of Chaos on her tentacle.

Though she felt no pain due to her amorphous nature, she pretended to be hurt.

"Sigh! I'll have to talk to Chaos later. I should tell it to be friendly with you too."

"You don't have to do that. With time, it will eventually open up to me as well."

"Or maybe it's afraid of getting severely punished if it messes with you."

"You don't need to worry about that. As someone serving the same master, I intend to avoid conflict. And the bite was probably an action stemming from loyalty to you, so I think it's fine to overlook it."

"Hmm, is that so?"

"Yes."

Liri, having earned Bern's favor with her magnanimous demeanor.

She turned her body and slightly raised the corner of her mouth toward the shadow from an angle where Bern couldn't see.

This victory smile, clearly provocative, aroused jealousy and anger in Chaos.

She had ignited the opening signal for a new wind in the cold war between followers...

The day when a three-way battle would unfold with Rin joining later was not far off.

Ch.189 - 183. My Love From Outer Space - 4
"That's strange."

After eliminating all the fish-people on the fifth floor, I found the stairs leading to the fourth floor.

However, I was somewhat perplexed that the person who should have been here was nowhere to be seen.

[Why are you troubled?]

'Before we fell, the second floor was already cleared, and from there we went to the seventh floor and then flowed back to reach the fourth floor. Shouldn't the Blue Dragon have already cleared the third floor and reached the fourth floor by now?'

[Hmm, certainly suspicious.]

It took time, but I cleared the fifth floor on my own.

I couldn't imagine the Blue Dragon, who was stronger than me, still being stuck on the third floor, which should be easier than the fifth.

I thought he would have easily finished up to the fourth floor, but contrary to my assumption, Hukeadose was nowhere to be found.

Could he have heartlessly abandoned me and fled?

Since stepping on that trap, I had no idea how the situation on the upper floors had been unfolding, which was frustrating.

"Should I go look for him myself...?"

"Are you looking for someone in particular?"

"Come to think of it, I didn't tell you. I actually had a companion. But we got separated when I stepped on a trap and fell."

"Was your companion the reason you refused to teleport to the entrance?"

"That's right. If I left alone, the dungeon would collapse and my companion would be trapped, right? So I planned to meet up early and leave together, but it seems he's still far away."

"If I may be so bold, your companion seems quite incompetent compared to you, Master."

"Haha..."

The Blue Dragon was superior to me in many ways.

Calling a dragon incompetent would be considered blasphemous and might result in immediate execution.

But given how unusually slow his progress was, I didn't deny Liri's words.

"Oh right! Liri, you're the boss of this dungeon, aren't you? Usually bosses can track intruders' whereabouts. Don't you have that ability?"

"I'm sorry, but I'm imprisoned in this dungeon. Also, since I didn't create this dungeon, I wasn't given the function you mentioned."

"I see."

"I apologize for not being able to help."

"No, I should be the one apologizing for dredging up your gloomy past."

"It's fine. Please don't worry about it. For me, the present with you as my master is more important."

"R-right."

Anyway, my plan to meet up at the entrance of the fifth floor and leave the dungeon together had fallen apart.

I had no choice but to go look for Hukeadose myself, so I climbed the stairs to the fourth floor.

As soon as I reached the fourth floor, the first thing that caught my eye was a large door.

I was alarmed, thinking it might require a holy sword again, but this time there was no keyhole.

It was just a double door that needed to be pushed open with force.

'That's a bit strange. Aren't doors in dungeons usually placed at the entrance?'

[Tsk tsk! You know one thing but not another, contractor.]

'Was there something wrong with what I said?'

[Not wrong, but not entirely right either.]

'What do you mean?'

[Though rare, dungeons sometimes place doors at the end of floors like this. And when dungeons adopt this structure, there's one common factor.]

'Don't keep me in suspense, just tell me quickly.'

[When they've placed a strong guardian.]

"Ah...!"

Some dungeons create specific obstacles by placing what are called mid-bosses or guardian entities.

But if adventurers ignore the guardian and pass by, it's all for nothing.

So dungeons place doors behind guardian sections to prevent the trick of ignoring them and running away.

'So there's a guardian blocking the way beyond this door?'

[Exactly! Doesn't this explain why the Blue Dragon is delayed?]

'That makes sense. Still, I can't imagine the Blue Dragon struggling.'

[Don't jump to conclusions. Remember, in this world, there's such a thing as compatibility.]

Nodding at this reasonable point, I approached the door.

Despite being soundproofed, I could feel massive vibrations coming from beyond the door.

I could tell someone was fighting.

Surely it was the Blue Dragon battling the guardian.

"Let's see what's going on..."

I gently opened the door.

Peering through the slight gap, I spied inside.

Claw marks were scattered everywhere, walls were crumbled, parts of the ceiling had collapsed—not a single area remained intact.

At the center of this chaotic space was a dragon with blue scales, and his opponent was...

"What the hell is that?!"

It was a Blue Dragon that could be called an exact copy.

Two dragons were entangled, biting and fighting each other.

I understood one was Hukeadose's true form, but I couldn't tell which was real.

Not a tiger versus dragon battle, but dragon versus dragon.

If one had been a tiger, I would have stepped in to help long ago, but their identical appearance made it impossible to intervene carelessly.

"It appears to be a Shapeshifter of the Faceless God."

"Faceless God?"

"Also known as the God of a Thousand Faces. The shapeshifters raised by such foreign gods can perfectly copy anyone they face—strength, abilities, and even appearance."

It was similar to magical beasts called doppelgangers.

But as far as I knew, doppelgangers couldn't imitate dragons, the strongest species.

At most, they could copy appearance. They didn't possess a Dragon Heart and couldn't shoot breath attacks.

There were clear limitations, but the shapeshifter beyond the door was fighting equally with the Blue Dragon.

"Wow, they're shooting breath attacks at each other and everything."

Woooong! Kwabang-!

The two entangled dragons were shooting breath attacks at each other's heads.

When the breath attacks collided, shockwaves erupted and spread in all directions.

I quickly moved away from the door, barely escaping the range of the impact.

Though I avoided injury by a hair's breadth, my heart was still tightly clenched.

After all, I had personally experienced the power of Hukeadose's breath.

"At this rate, there's nothing I can do to help."

"But if you don't step in, your companion will likely die."

"They seemed evenly matched though?"

"The Faceless Shapeshifter mimics everything about its opponent, but there's one thing it doesn't copy."

"What's that?"

"The Faceless Shapeshifter is ignorant of fatigue and never tires. It possesses endurance far superior to its opponent—that's the one thing it doesn't imitate. In other words, in a one-on-one fight, no one except foreign gods can defeat a shapeshifter."

Liri's explanation made me instantly understand why Hukeadose couldn't escape the fourth floor.

The guardian was practically invincible in one-on-one combat.

If we had tackled it together from the beginning, we might have been able to defeat it, but alone, no matter how hard one tried, it was unbeatable.

The world is vast, and there exist beings strong enough to challenge even dragons.

"Couldn't we tell which is real by talking to them?"

"It's useless. The shapeshifter is cunning and copies memories too, so even if you speak to it, it will give the same answer as the original. I'm certain there won't be even a fraction of delay in its responses."

"That's insane."

"Unless you've met them before, there's no other way to distinguish them."

"Then there's only one option left."

With a grave determination, I drew out Prah.

I had no intention of relying on a 50% chance.

If I carelessly struck the original, it would be the most foolish act in history.

In a situation where I couldn't choose one side, the solution was to take down both at once.

"Father-in-law! Prepare yourself!"

"Huh...?"

Kwang-!

Bursting through the door, I charged toward the entangled Blue Dragons.

Considerably surprised by my appearance, the dragons hastily spoke.

"Why are you here? No! First, defeat this fake!"

"I don't know which is real!"

"Look carefully! Can't you tell at a glance that this one is fake?!"

As Liri had said, the Blue Dragons were shouting simultaneously without even the slightest time gap.

As a result, the volume of their shouts came in doubled, making my ears ring.

Unfortunately, while they each knew they were the real one, I as a third party had no idea.

Therefore, without slowing down, I gathered black sword energy into Prah.

"You'd better bite down hard! This is going to hurt quite a bit!"

"W-what?! Wait a moment!"

"If you don't want to die, stay still in that position!"

I had removed killing intent from the sword energy and planned to slash broadly while avoiding vital points as much as possible.

This was a finishing move prepared to incapacitate both Blue Dragons at once.

Originally planned for an all-out battle with Ignite, the situation now allowed me to use it on another dragon.

Given this opportunity was too good to miss, I decided to test it directly on Hukeadose's body.

"Stop! There must be another way!"

"I'm sorry, but this is the only method. The best way to distinguish the real father-in-law—what you might call showing respect to one's father-in-law!"

"You madman! That's not respect, that's assault!"

Regardless, I released the black sword energy I had maximized.

It was a technique that would normally shatter my arms, but thanks to Shoggoth's cells acting as support, I executed it flawlessly.

The sword energy cut through the water, extending straight like an Eastern dragon.

Would my full-power strike work against a dragon?

I waited expectantly for the result, but the Blue Dragons simultaneously separated their bodies, with only parts of them being grazed.

Though somewhat disappointing, I was satisfied that even a graze stripped away all the dragon's scales and carved out some flesh.

A direct hit would be powerful enough that even Ignite wouldn't escape unharmed.

"You immoral bastard! Are you trying to send your father-in-law to his coffin?!"

"But you're still alive, aren't you?"

"If I hadn't dodged, I would have been on my way to the afterlife!"

"Come on! It wasn't that bad. And thanks to me, it seems the fake has given up its imitation, hasn't it?"

Unlike the angry Hukeadose, the other Blue Dragon stood blankly.

The chattering appearance from earlier had vanished, and it said nothing.

Then, moments later, the fake Blue Dragon's body began to melt.

The shapeshifter's body transformed into a human much smaller than a dragon—Bern.

It seemed to have judged that transforming into me would make it stronger after that last strike.

I felt strangely proud to be acknowledged by an otherworldly being.

"So you're going to fight in my form this time?"

"So you're going to fight in my form this... kuheouk!"

The shapeshifter, who had been mimicking my words, suddenly coughed up blood.

Just as I wondered what was happening...

"Arrrgh! What is this body?!"

Its body gradually swelled up until it burst.

The Faceless Shapeshifter's body scattered into fragments.

Watching this scene, I felt conflicted.

Round 2, filled with tension and anticipation.

I had dealt with the enemy before it properly began, but I wasn't happy.

The shapeshifter's body had burst in an accident.

It meant that while it could imitate a dragon, it couldn't copy my body.

Moreover, it died because its body couldn't withstand the overload.

Fuck.

"...I've become a terrible hybrid, haven't I?"

Ch.190 - 184. My Love From Outer Space - 5
"Interesting data."

Liri said as she collected fragments of the exploded shapeshifter's corpse.

Watching her standing demurely while her tentacles moved in a dazzling display was enough to make one's head spin.

"I have many questions, but first let me say you've done well."

"Thank you."

"Now, to get to the point, what exactly was that thing?"

"Have you ever heard of a Shoggoth?"

Hukeadose shook his head.

It seemed that while some people knew about the existence of other worlds, few knew details about the beings that lived there.

It was slightly depressing to think that my fragmentary knowledge from the internet in my original world was all I had to go on.

"She's a Shoggoth, a creation made by beings from another world, an entity that has served her creators since ancient times."

"A product of another world... Fascinating, and even friendly toward humans."

"They're an enigmatic race, but not necessarily hostile."

"Is there a possibility they're using us for their own purposes?"

"I can't say it's impossible, but at least she won't stab us in the back."

"How can you be sure she won't betray us?"

"I gave her something important in exchange for her absolute loyalty. I can't easily tell you what it was, though."

Hukeadose wore a displeased expression.

However, he seemed to accept my smooth, unfaltering answers.

He was probably being cautious, knowing that recklessly prying might lead to trouble.

It was a misunderstanding that worked in my favor.

I had considered telling the truth, but if I mentioned that both my shoulders had been replaced with slime, he would immediately become suspicious.

Although I had willingly accepted the modification, he would likely suspect that I was being consumed and corrupted by the Shoggoth.

I wanted to save any explanations until after we left the dungeon.

Though it might be nice if I could keep it secret forever.

"Master, I've completed my analysis of the shapeshifter."

"Good work. What were the results?"

"I've precisely analyzed why the shapeshifter exploded. It appears it couldn't replicate two specific parts of your body and burst as a result."

"Two parts?"

"Yes."

Liri continued speaking with a satisfied smile.

"I predicted from the beginning that the shapeshifter wouldn't be able to replicate someone like you, Master. If it could copy you after receiving my precious body, it would be closer to an outer god than a shapeshifter."

"A-ahem!"

Hukeadose's eyes widened in shock at Liri's words.

What she said wasn't wrong, but her choice of words was problematic.

No matter how you looked at it, it sounded like I was a man who had sex with a Shoggoth.

"For that reason, I believed in your victory from the start, but there was one result even I didn't anticipate."

The parts that couldn't be replicated obviously included both shoulders where Liri's cells had been injected.

And apparently there was one more area.

"The next is right here."

"Eek?!"

Liri extended a tentacle and brushed it across my crotch.

I jumped back in shock at the sensation through my pants.

The tentacle had approached without warning, so I couldn't help being startled.

"It was truly an amazing discovery. The part of you I just touched possesses power that would impress even outer gods. I personally would love to study it in detail—it's so fascinating!"

"Y-you're crazy!"

The shapeshifter that could even replicate a Dragon Heart couldn't copy my Holy Sword.

I learned that its performance reached otherworldly levels, but that wasn't the issue.

Liri had suddenly groped my crotch and was now breathing heavily with crazed eyes.

The scene looked exactly like a woman obsessed with male genitalia, perfect for creating misunderstandings.

Sure enough, Hukeadose's gaze was growing increasingly disgusted as he watched.

The misunderstanding Liri had created earlier was intensifying, and now he seemed to take it as fact that I had slept with a Shoggoth.

This was so unfair.

"Could it be that the important thing you mentioned was your dignity as a human?"

"No, it wasn't!"

"You don't need to deny it. I understand—you used a man's weapon to conquer the Shoggoth in order to survive."

"I'm telling you that's not what happened—it's a misunderstanding!"

I finally cleared up the misunderstanding by revealing my shoulders that could transform like slime.

I regretted not showing him from the beginning.

Explaining shoulders that had become like a Shoggoth turned out to be easier than explaining the misunderstanding that I had slept with one.

Was it just my imagination that Liri's smile looked particularly ecstatic during all this?

I wanted to believe so.

***

"Puhaah!"

I could finally breathe outside air after emerging from the water.

Thanks to the blessing, I had no problem breathing underwater, but it was completely different from breathing oxygen.

How should I put it? The air tasted sweet?

The cool air filling my lungs felt nostalgic.

"Ugh... the beach is still quite far."

When we went to the underwater cave, Hukeadose had pulled me along, so we arrived in an instant.

However, on the way back, the Blue Dragon said he would stop by his nest first, leaving me to swim by myself.

It was an unreasonable situation, but I couldn't complain.

If he had cut off the blessing, I would have drowned immediately.

"Master, I have a clever solution."

Liri poked her face out of the water.

It seemed that Shoggoths could operate without any restrictions outside of water as well.

"What solution?"

"If I transform my body, we can easily reach land."

"Oh...!"

Liri began to inflate her body and change shape until she became a small boat.

I was impressed by how versatile she was in utilizing her amorphous, shapeless body.

Thanks to her, it seemed I could reach land without difficulty.

"Woof!"

As soon as I climbed onto the boat, Chaos jumped out from the shadows.

He had been unable to come out while we were underwater, but now he could move freely.

Nevertheless, Chaos jumped off the boat and into the water.

What was he trying to do?

I watched curiously where Chaos had jumped.

"Woof woof!"

"Ah, I see."

Chaos placed his tiny paws on the edge of the boat.

From that position, he began paddling vigorously with his hind legs.

It seemed the adorable creature intended to push the boat to shore.

With such a small body, how far could he really push us? Still, his earnest effort was so cute that I couldn't help but watch.

"This is a waste of time."

"Kyung?!"

But that didn't last long—slime shot out from the boat and grabbed Chaos by the scruff of his neck.

Liri hauled him up like raising a ship's hull and placed him on the boat.

Then she created a propeller with her tentacles at the back of the boat and began spinning it powerfully.

The boat moved forward at a speed incomparable to when Chaos was pushing it.

Did impossibility even exist for Shoggoths?

She was so capable that such a question came to mind.

"Grrrr...!"

"Hmph!"

Meanwhile, Chaos, who had been forcibly pulled back, was growling threateningly.

Liri responded with a scornful sound.

These two would take quite some time to become friends.

I'd think about plans to make them get along later; right now, I just wanted to set foot on land.

As the shore gradually came closer, I noticed someone—no, a Dragonian—running toward us from the land.

"Bern...!!"

"S-Sestia?"

"Why the hell did you leave on your own?!"

"Wait...!"

Sestia, who was running with her wings fully spread, thrust her shoulder forward.

Realizing she intended to collide head-on with the advancing boat, I shouted at Liri to stop.

Considering the typical strength of Dragonians, the boat would be smashed.

However, the boat I was riding was actually a Shoggoth—if they collided head-on, Sestia would be seriously injured.

Woong-!

Fortunately, Liri understood my intention just in time and changed the hull to something bouncy, preventing either of them from getting hurt.

However, as the boat flipped over, my body was launched into the air.

Chaos had already retreated into my shadow—I had to admire his intelligence.

Meanwhile, I found myself staring at the clear blue sky with the sun shining brightly.

Just as gravity was about to pull me down into the sea, someone caught me in mid-air.

When I turned my head, I saw the face of a woman with beautifully flowing silver hair.

"Are you alright?"

"Rene? How are you here...?"

"Hehe!"

Rene, wearing sunglasses on top of her head, smiled brightly.

Like Sestia, she had spread her wings wide and caught me in mid-air.

And like Sestia, she was wearing a swimsuit that revealed her fair skin.

This was definitely what I thought it was, right?

"Lord Bern told me to be patient, but I just couldn't wait and came to play!"

My summer, though somewhat late, had finally begun.

Ch.191 - 185. Belated Vacation - 1
Despite the gradual approach of winter, the port city was still being scorched by murderous sunlight.

Seagulls flew about energetically while sailors worked vigorously—a typical harbor scene.

Not far from the port city was a beach frequently visited by tourists.

This was the place Sestia had previously come to lure her father. I was crouched on a mat spread across the sand, keeping still.

There was no particular reason for my behavior.

I was simply guarding our belongings while watching them having fun on the beach.

"Ah! That's cold!"

"Hehe! Lady Rene, you let your guard down."

"What are you doing to someone who's building a sand castle!"

"We came all the way to the sea, isn't it a waste not to play in the water?"

"I'm enjoying myself in my own way!"

Rene puffed her cheeks in complaint while Rin splashed seawater at her, clearly enjoying herself.

The two who usually fought fiercely were now quarreling childishly like kids at the beach.

However, their physical development and bikinis were far beyond childish levels, making them quite the eye candy.

"What a spectacular view."

I couldn't help but keep glancing at their bouncy chests, which repelled even the scattered seawater.

Especially in Rin's case, where water collected in her cleavage with artistic precision, leaving me slack-jawed.

What would it be like to pour a cool drink between those breasts and then bury my face there?

Just imagining it made me tense up, but I decided to be satisfied with the fantasy.

Rin might agree if I asked her.

But I knew that indulging such desires would lead to increasingly perverted requests.

"Navels, thighs, and such places too..."

"Still having perverted thoughts, I see, contractor."

"Hmm?"

I tilted my head back at the cool voice coming from behind me.

A micro-string bikini in a V-shape that connected directly from the crotch to the chest.

A woman stood confidently wearing a swimsuit so provocative it left me speechless.

From her dark red hair and the rune-like markings on her mons pubis, I recognized her as my beloved sword.

"Who's calling who a pervert... Your outfit is the perverted one!"

"With a weak human body, wouldn't you need to dress like this to withstand such heat?"

"You won't die from wearing more fabric, you know. Just look around."

The swimwear of other tourists was generally modest.

While there were occasionally women in attractive bikinis, none were as provocative as Prah's.

As a result, her outfit stood out the most among the crowd.

People passing by would glance at her and whisper among themselves.

"I bet my left hand they're gossiping about you being a pervert."

"Hmph! The wails of those jealous of my charms aren't worth listening to!"

"Ah, yes. I'm sure that's it."

There was no point in criticizing Prah when she was so full of pride.

Still, her appearance was beautiful enough to pull off even such a risqué swimsuit.

There might be men in the whispering crowd trying to hit on Prah.

Not that it would do them any good unless they were Grand Sword Masters.

"Woof! Woof!"

Meanwhile, a black Pomeranian was running energetically across the sand.

Despite not having eyes, it happily jumped into sand pits or rolled around like a black cotton ball.

After playing like that for a while, it came up to me with sparkling eyes.

It seemed to be saying that it was having fun and wanted me to join in.

"Geez, you're covered in sand."

"Woof?"

"Hold still. There's sand stuck to your nose too."

I picked up Chaos in my arms and brushed the sand off its fur with my palm.

Seeing the sand particles fall off in droves, I figured I'd need to give it a bath before we left.

Still, considering it had never seen the sea before or hadn't been outside for a long time, I let it play freely for now.

"Woof! Heh heh!"

When I showed displeasure at the sand it brought over, Chaos headed toward the reef.

Even that seemed enjoyable as it wagged its tail and wiggled its bottom.

Watching Chaos's butt as it left, I almost forgot it was one of the Four Perils.

How could anyone think such an adorable Pomeranian was a Peril?

*This is ridiculous.*

In the original story, it was the culprit behind mysterious incidents, killing the Dwarf King and causing a village to fall into ruin.

Yet such a dangerous creature was now frolicking and following me around.

Should I be happy or bitter about it? I still couldn't decide.

"What are you doing here?"

"Ah... Miss Sestia! Ehehe, nothing much, just observing crabs."

"Crabs?"

"Yes, isn't it fascinating to see in person creatures you've only read about in books? The way they scuttle sideways is just so adorable, wouldn't you say?"

"You're quite unique."

In one corner, Sestia and Meryl were conversing.

Meryl was observing small rock crabs near the beach.

Sestia was hovering around as if concerned about Meryl.

When I first introduced them, Sestia hadn't paid much attention, but her attitude changed dramatically when she heard Meryl was the last bloodline of the strongest species, Kpeterios.

Given Sestia's great interest in fighting, she might be curious about how strong a Kpeterios bloodline could be.

However, Meryl had no interest in fighting whatsoever.

Even as a temporary Academy student, she had managed the flower beds and been a bookworm in the library.

Could someone like her satisfy Sestia's curiosity?

I honestly doubted it, but since I couldn't be sure how things would turn out, I decided to quietly observe.

If Meryl firmly stated she disliked fighting, I could step in then.

"I don't mean to interfere with your hobby, but since it's your first time at the beach, why not try going into the water? There are many fascinating creatures in the sea too."

"I'm curious, but I can't swim."

"I'll help you move freely underwater."

"I appreciate the offer, but I'll pass. Actually, I'm afraid of the sea."

"Why?"

"I read many books with sea-related horror stories when I was young. Even now as an adult, I'm still afraid to go into the sea. I'm sorry, it's quite pathetic, isn't it?"

"What's that about? Those are just superstitions, superstitions!"

"I know they're baseless stories, but I'm still scared!"

"You'll feel different once you actually go in and come back out!"

"B-but...!"

Sestia grabbed Meryl's wrist.

When she tried to drag her into the sea without warning, Meryl began to resist.

"Just once! Just go in and out once!"

"Meeh~! Even once is scary!"

"I'll be right beside you. Just trust me and follow!"

"Uuu...!"

"If you don't want to go in deep, how about the shallow water? Just dip your feet in!"

"I'll pass!"

The two were having a tug-of-war near the beach.

Unable to watch any longer, I got up and approached them.

First, I removed Sestia's hand that was gripping Meryl's wrist.

"Meryl says she doesn't like the sea, right? I know you have the blood of a Blue Dragon that loves the sea, but you shouldn't force someone to like it."

"...You're right. That wasn't very mature of me."

She probably wanted to share something she loved with someone she was interested in.

But when that person said they disliked what she loved, she became emotional.

I understood her feelings, but the problem was how forcefully she pushed.

She seemed to realize this as she acknowledged and showed a repentant attitude.

"I'm sorry. I won't force you anymore."

"I-it's okay! I think I was too quick to refuse as well. I should have been a bit more receptive to your suggestion."

"You don't need to force yourself to go into the sea."

"No, I read in a book that sometimes you need to have a spirit of challenge! I'm still scared, but I'll give it a try!"

Meryl declared with admirable courage that she would try going into the sea.

However, seeing her body tremble slightly, I thought some measures were needed.

I told them I had a good solution and briefly went to a place away from people's eyes.

"Liri, can I borrow your cells for a moment?"

"Of course. How would you like to use them?"

"I think inflating them so they can float on water would work."

"I understand what kind of feeling you want and how to transform."

"Please do. And if possible, make them blue!"

"Understood."

Liri split her body into three parts.

Excluding the body with the nucleus, the other two transformed into the tubes I had imagined.

This should work fine.

"Sorry! Did you wait long?"

"What are those?"

"These are called tubes. With these, you can safely float on the sea."

"Are they artifacts?"

"No, I made them, but they're nothing that fancy."

I gave one tube each to Sestia and Meryl.

Sestia probably didn't need it, but I thought it would be nice if she could enjoy it with Meryl.

"Wow...! Just as Bern said, it floats on water!"

"Hmm~ You managed to make something like this on the spot."

Fortunately, both of them reacted positively.

The shallow water wasn't enough to fully experience the excellence of the tubes, but Meryl was delighted as if it were magical.

Sestia had a stoic expression, but seeing her tail twitch, she seemed satisfied in her own way.

"The seawater is just as cold as regular water."

"Did you think it would be different?"

"Meeh...! Embarrassingly, I once read a novel that said the sea was made of slime."

"It's best to view novels as fiction only."

Sorry, but what you're actually squishing is a shoggoth.

I had the urge to say that but managed to hold back.

Anyway, the two seemed to have grown a bit closer.

As I was about to return to my spot, satisfied...

"Huh?"

"Ah!"

I saw a familiar girl's face on the beach.

As soon as she saw me, she began waving her hand enthusiastically.

"My lord!! Have you been well?"

The season when liches dress up in swimsuits over their artificial skin.

It was simply summer.

Ch.192 - 186. Belated Vacation - 2
"Hades? Why are you here...?"

"I apologize for the late report, but I've recently returned!"

"Returned?"

"Yes. The disruption mission you ordered against the Magic Tower and the Red Scale tribe has become systematic enough that the undead I've accumulated can carry it out sufficiently even without my presence. So I've resumed my broadcasts after taking a break."

"Oh, really?"

I was taken aback seeing the demi-lich flashing a double peace sign and smiling brightly like an innocent girl.

The reason for my confusion wasn't about Hades, but about myself.

I should have felt uncomfortable seeing an undead demi-lich acting like a young girl.

Yet somehow, it felt completely natural to me now.

Was it because I'd been marinated in madness for too long? Or had the Shoggoth cells inside me altered my perception?

Whatever the reason, I was frightened by this self that was no longer me.

"Anyway, what does resuming your broadcast have to do with why you're here?"

"The person in charge of Yuran made me an offer. They asked me to come to Gertanaro to broadcast and promote the region."

"I see."

Hades was a superstar with overwhelming popularity.

Her every action had tremendous influence—I myself had once used her recognition to bring about Kang Jun-hyeok's downfall.

Similarly, it seems Sestia also plans to use Hades' influence to revitalize this port city that people have been leaving due to disasters.

Though she had said she didn't want to, it seems this city, which was like a second hometown to her, was precious to her.

She really can't be honest with herself.

"My lord, if my presence here bothers you, I'll decline this request and leave immediately."

"No, that's not it. I didn't ask because you were bothering me or anything. I was just surprised because I never expected you to be here."

"I-I'm sorry. I should have contacted you first..."

"It's fine. Even if you had tried to contact me, you wouldn't have reached me. I was underwater until recently."

As far as I know, there are no aquatic creatures among the undead that Hades commands.

Even if there were, unless they were deep-sea creatures, they couldn't have reached where I was.

She could have directly created undead, but unfortunately, turning deep-sea creatures into undead isn't easy.

Undead generally don't prefer the southern regions overflowing with positive energy, and deep-sea creatures rarely wash up on shore.

They would either sink to the deep sea or be eaten by other marine creatures.

In conclusion, there was no way for Hades to contact me while I was in that underwater cave.

"It was just bad timing this time. No need to worry about it."

"Understood!"

I patted Hades on the shoulder to reassure her.

Her previously dejected mood brightened, and she regained her energy.

Since I've been wandering around until now, I hope she gets a good rest during this opportunity.

Just as I was about to leave after telling Hades about her upcoming vacation, she grabbed the hem of my clothes.

"I apologize, but could you spare me a moment of your time, my lord?"

"I don't mind, but why?"

"I have something I'd like to discuss with you privately."

"...Let's change locations."

I took Hades to a restaurant near the beach.

We ordered cold beer and sat in a secluded corner.

Afterward, I activated a barrier spell to prevent our conversation from leaking out.

"Seeing your more sophisticated magic formation, I can tell you've broken through another wall. Congratulations."

"Skip the flattery. What did you want to talk about?"

"First, according to information found in the memories of the messenger we captured, it seems the Magic Tower Master has decided to postpone the war with the Red Dragon and focus on investigating the truth behind the fire incident."

"Tsk...! Just like that cunning old man."

"The entire Magic Tower is investigating the whereabouts of the black dog...Chaos. Since he lives in the shadows, he shouldn't have been discovered, but it would be wise to be cautious in crowded places."

"I feel sorry for Chaos."

Chaos had been very disappointed about not being able to leave the underwater cave.

Thinking about confining that child to the shadows again made me feel complicated in many ways.

Still, to keep our plans from falling apart, Chaos's whereabouts had to be thoroughly hidden, so I hope he enjoys this vacation to the fullest, leaving no regrets.

"I understand. Anything else to report?"

"Next is about the Red Dragon's movements. There have been recent sightings of the Red Dragon leaving its nest and heading east."

"Why?"

"That hasn't been determined yet. However, there are two main theories, and one is very likely."

"Explain them one by one."

"The first is that it's investigating the source of the malicious rumors spreading across the continent recently. Since the rumors you spread originated from the eastern region, it might have gone to investigate directly."

"That's possible. What's the next theory?"

"It might have gone to meet the Green Dragon living at Grand Lounge at the eastern end. I don't know what their relationship is like, but recalling from the messenger's memories that the Green Dragon sometimes came to meet the Red Dragon, I suspect their relationship isn't bad."

"Hmm..."

Unfortunately, Hades' speculation was wrong.

The author Adokchoi briefly mentioned the dragons right after the Mad Dragon episode ended.

Red mourned the death of the Mad Dragon whom he had feelings for, Blue disappeared, and Green was grinding his teeth with hatred toward dragons.

If you think about who Green's hatred is directed at, it's quite easy to deduce.

Blue had vanished, and the Mad Dragon met her death at Kang Jun-hyeok's hands.

The only dragon whose whereabouts were revealed after the Mad Dragon's death was Ignite.

*It was just speculation before, but now it's certain.*

Through the information Hades provided, I learned that the two had frequent exchanges.

Thanks to this, I concluded that having many points of contact meant Green could harbor hatred toward Ignite.

How to use Green Dragon's hatred will need to be planned later.

"What should we do?"

"Let's not move hastily. If we investigate too deeply, we might end up revealing our existence."

"Understood."

Since I already know what their relationship is like, there's no need to move urgently.

This means there's absolutely no problem with leisurely watching the sea and drinking beer like now.

"Anything else to report?"

"That's all."

"All solid information. Thank you. You must have had a hard time working alone with Chaos gone."

"It's fine. I was just doing what I should as your subordinate."

"There's no subordinate as diligent as you."

"Do you dislike diligent subordinates?"

"Not at all. I just think you need to rest a bit. So feel free to enjoy yourself at the beach this time."

Even for an undead who doesn't know fatigue, excessive labor exploitation isn't good.

Moreover, relying too much on subordinates increases the likelihood of becoming a terrible boss.

I have no interest in being the type who lies around all day scratching his belly and telling Hades to "do it for me."

Since I recruited her as my subordinate, I should strive to be a competent and caring boss.

"...Then there's one thing I'd like to ask of you, my lord!"

"What is it?"

"I-if it's alright with you, would you go sightseeing around the village with me?"

"Sightseeing? But I don't know this village well either. Maybe we should call Sestia instead..."

"It doesn't matter if you don't know it! I-I just want to explore the village with you and learn about various things."

Hades looked up at me with a pitiful expression, trembling like a small animal.

Not only was it hard to refuse, but I had just resolved to be a boss who appreciates her hard work.

If I firmly rejected her in this situation, wouldn't I become a heartless person?

"If you're fine with me, I don't mind."

"Thank you! Then right away...kyaah!"

At my approval, Hades smiled brightly and jumped up from her seat.

Then, as she was about to continue speaking while slapping her palm on the table—

The old pillar of the table broke, causing Hades to lurch forward.

Just before she fell, I quickly caught her body with ease.

Since her main body was bone, she was remarkably light.

"Are you okay?"

"M-my lord!"

"You should have controlled yourself no matter how happy you were. Your strength must exceed that of an ordinary human."

"More importantly, your hand...!"

"My hand?"

I was holding Hades with just my left arm.

So my gaze naturally turned to my left hand.

Fortunately, where my left hand touched was not Hades' chest, but just below it.

There was none of that chest mishap commonly seen in romantic comedies with male protagonists.

"It seems fine to me."

"T-that's not it. Your hand is touching my sensitive ribs...ahh♡"

"..."

Right, she's a lich.

She really is "bone" tired.

Ch.193 - 187. Belated Vacation - 3
Under the blazing sun, a man and woman were walking side by side.

While the rest of their group was lost in revelry at the beach, Bern and Hades were exploring the town.

*This brings back memories.*

The harbor town was filled with squawking seagulls and the pungent smell of fish.

For the young man who had frequently visited fish markets in his childhood, it was a familiar place.

What felt strange was walking through such a place with a cute girl beside him.

And Bern felt another wave of dissonance knowing that the girl's true identity was that of a Demi-lich.

"It's quite hot today. Are you sure it's okay to walk around dressed so lightly?"

"It's fine. I can't feel heat or cold anyway. Besides, my streaming outfit is almost the same as this."

"Ah... right."

Hades' everyday attire consisted of just a hood and underwear.

Now she was wearing a see-through cardigan with a bikini top and hot pants.

Though her everyday clothes were actually more revealing, her swimwear accentuated her slim figure so well that Bern deliberately averted his gaze.

The hot weather combined with her provocative outfit was enough to make any young man's face burn.

"By the way, you're scouting the city beforehand for your promotion, right?"

"Yes. If I praise the city inadequately, both locals and tourists would be dissatisfied. If I'm going to promote it, I should highlight its distinct advantages for my fans."

"That's quite professional. I like seeing that side of you."

"Hehe! After constantly trying to capture people's attention, I've become genuinely passionate about streaming."

Hades scratched her cheek shyly at Bern's compliment.

Though she had been thanked before, she rarely received praise, which made her genuinely happy.

*Being acknowledged by my lord brings such joy.*

During her time in the Demon King's army, Hades had made significant contributions through meticulous and clever methods.

Yet despite her efforts, no one had ever acknowledged her hard work.

Though Hades herself hadn't particularly sought praise, she couldn't shake the emptiness she felt inside.

As time passed, after being forced to kneel before Bern, she pledged absolute loyalty to the victor.

The only difference was that she now worked for Bern instead of the Demon King. Her grueling work routine remained unchanged.

Nevertheless, there was one crucial difference from her time in the Demon King's army: recognition from her ruler.

*This is such a luxurious moment, I could achieve enlightenment right now.*

Walking alongside the lord she adored, enjoying pleasant conversation.

It was something she couldn't have even imagined during her time in the Demon King's army.

Hades wished that this moment, if not frozen in time, would at least pass slowly.

"We've pretty much seen the outskirts. Is there anywhere specific you'd like to visit?"

"Ah, I heard rumors that this town is famous for sardine pie. What do you think?"

"Ugh! No matter how famous it is, I'll pass on sardine pie. I hate fishy foods."

"Is it because of the fishy smell? Then how about sardines with mint sauce? That would eliminate the fishy problem..."

"Do people in this town all have broken taste buds?"

Bern shook his head in horror.

It was such a bizarre food combination that even mint chocolate lovers would recoil, so he firmly refused.

Just imagining it killed his appetite, prompting him to ask for a different tourist attraction instead of a restaurant.

"Then how about Max's Doll Workshop?"

"Doll Workshop?"

"Yes. A famous family of dollmakers, now in their fifth generation, has a shop in this city. They say some of their masterpieces have been imbued with life, so it might be worth checking out."

"Dolls imbued with life? That does sound interesting."

"Then I'll guide you there!"

Hades stepped forward, humming a tune.

Though unfamiliar, the melody had a diverse rhythm and was catchy enough to bring joy to anyone listening.

Watching her, Bern asked a question.

"Do you sing during your streams too?"

"What? Have you never watched my streams, my lord?"

"Sorry. I've been so busy with various things that I haven't had time to watch your streams."

"There's no need to apologize. I know better than anyone how busy you always are."

"Huh? How would you know that?"

"Ah...!"

She had a hobby of observing and recording Bern's gallant figure through her crystal ball whenever she had free time.

Unable to reveal this fact, Hades' face turned red with embarrassment.

Not wanting to be seen as a subordinate who spied on her lord, she tried to deflect as best she could.

"I-I just guessed from how the location changes every time I send a messenger! You must have good reasons for traveling all over! I assumed you'd be busy... was my guess wrong?"

"No, you're pretty much right."

Bern had traveled a tumultuous path from Felix Academy all the way to this port city.

Considering the distance covered, it would have been normal for others to collapse from exhaustion.

Although he had traveled quickly with the help of carriages and Rene, the fatigue from the journey couldn't be ignored.

Therefore, Hades' explanation wasn't entirely unreasonable.

"Anyway, we got sidetracked. Let me ask again—do you sing on your streams?"

"Yes. Most people say I have a good voice and request songs. So I started singing my own songs, referencing works from renowned bards. The tune I was just humming is one I composed myself."

"That's impressive."

Hades was truly versatile, skilled in both broadcasting and singing.

Seeing her overwhelming talent, Bern realized that her true nature seemed to exist for streaming.

*A lich who exists not to pursue the pinnacle of magic, but to stream...*

Once again, Bern thought about how this other world was wrong in so many ways.

Meanwhile, they arrived at their destination, Max's Doll Workshop.

"Huh? It's not open yet."

"I'm so sorry for making you come here for nothing!!"

As soon as she saw the firmly closed shop door, Hades immediately prostrated herself.

People's gazes gathered as the girl banged her head on the ground in apology.

The surroundings quickly became chaotic. What could the girl have done wrong to apologize so desperately?

Whispers circulated suggesting the man demanding such apology must be trash, putting Bern in an awkward position.

As uncomfortable stares continued and Bern was about to leave, the door to the doll workshop opened, and the pot-bellied owner, Max Abel, walked out.

"What's with all this noise?!"

"Ah..."

Abel frowned and clicked his tongue upon seeing Hades prostrating herself and Bern standing awkwardly.

"Hey, if you're having a lover's quarrel, don't do it in front of my shop, go somewhere else... Hmm?"

Abel stopped mid-sentence while scolding Bern.

As Hades hit her face on the ground, her perception-lowering magic circle disappeared.

After carefully observing her face, Abel lowered his voice and spoke gently.

"You two, come into my shop."

The two were puzzled by this sudden invitation as he quietly returned to his workshop.

However, since their original purpose was to visit the doll workshop, they entered the shop with awkward steps.

As soon as they entered, the rich scent of wood greeted them.

Abel was brewing tea leaves on the only table inside the shop.

"Excuse me, the shop isn't open yet. Why did you invite us in?"

"The woman standing next to you—she's not human, is she?"

Bern and Hades widened their eyes at Abel's sudden bombshell statement.

Hostility particularly flashed in Hades' eyes.

Nevertheless, Abel continued without concern.

"No need to deny it. I've been in this business for over 40 years. I can tell that woman's entire body is an artificial creation."

"...That's correct. So what do you intend to do? Report us to the town guard?"

"No! Why would I report someone who could inspire me? Besides, doing something so foolish might bring who knows what retribution from you two."

Abel laughed heartily, clearly delighted.

Despite revealing she wasn't human, his laughter made him seem almost like a madman.

It was a situation where any ordinary person might break a window and flee.

"The quality is good, but the material is crude."

"Excuse me?"

"I'm talking about the synthetic skin that woman is wearing! The outer finish is good, but it has no practicality whatsoever—just pretty garbage!"

"How unpleasant. A mere human dollmaker dares to disparage my work? Are you prepared to face death?"

Hades' exterior was her masterpiece, created with great care.

Abel's disparagement had incurred the lich's wrath, and Bern tried to step in to mediate.

However, Hades had already lunged forward in anger, and Abel took a sip of tea before asking a question.

"What good is beauty? That body can't bear life! I am a dollmaker who impregnated my own doll and made her give birth to our adorable daughter! Can you do that?"

"What?!"

"I'm asking if it's possible for you to conceive new life with the body you created!"

"I-I..."

Hades glanced at Bern briefly before turning back to glare at Abel.

Suddenly, she knelt on the floor.

"I want a body that can bear children too! Please accept me as your apprentice!"

Bern, watching from behind, had long since experienced a complete mental shutdown.
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I met Giyeon at Max's doll workshop.

Unfortunately, it wasn't my Giyeon, but Hades's Giyeon.

However, I couldn't say it was completely unrelated to me.

"That part is a sacred area that holds new life! Put your heart and soul into every stitch!"

"Yes, sir!"

"The wrinkles are important too! Life is created only when men and women feel mutual love. If the lower body is flat, it won't attract a man's love!"

"I'll keep that in mind!"

Hades and the workshop owner Max were focused on creating a new body at the workbench.

I was sitting at a table in the workshop, drinking tea while watching them, and honestly, I found it difficult to accept the current situation gracefully.

A dollmaker who harbors sexual desire for his own creation.

That's possible, I suppose. Even in reality, I know there are people who buy adult figurines to satisfy their sexual urges.

If Max had made his dolls seductive, that would be understandable.

But the incomprehensible part was that he had impregnated the doll he created, and a daughter was even born from that union.

Is that even possible?

Not only had he breathed life into a doll, but he had also made it capable of bearing new life.

He had accomplished something that even alchemists and sages couldn't achieve.

What was most astounding was how casually he treated this miracle.

The world is vast and full of crazy people.

Seeing one of them now with Hades, attempting to create yet another miracle, I wasn't sure how to react.

*A dead being that can conceive new life...*

I could have laughed at the two trying to create such a contradictory existence, but I didn't.

Because they might actually make it possible.

Even if a miracle didn't occur, I was certain that something unimaginable would be created.

"Would you like another cup of tea?"

"Ah, yes please."

The red-haired woman lifted my teacup and filled it.

Surprisingly, this beauty was Max's wife and his masterpiece doll.

With delicate features, a motherly figure, and a calm, gentle personality.

She was so beautiful that it wouldn't be an exaggeration to call her every man's dream woman.

[Have you fallen for her?]

*No, she's beautiful, but it's like admiring a scenic view—not a feeling of love. Besides, my preference is for women who genuinely love me. So I have no intention of stealing another man's woman.*

[That's a strange thing to say. Didn't you try to steal Kang Jun-hyeok's lover?]

*That was in the future, wasn't it? At that time, I didn't even know Kang Jun-hyeok, let alone like him. More importantly, I never gave those women more affection than necessary.*

Hyesha, Irem, Sestia, and Charlotte.

I gave them a different future than they had in the original story, where they became Kang Jun-hyeok's wives.

From Kang Jun-hyeok's perspective, his harem members decreased, so it could be seen as netorare.

But I never stole them. All I did was offer them a different destiny.

*I do regret the last one a bit though...*

[This body guesses that even the Exploitative Princess wouldn't be too much for you to handle now?]

*I could probably handle Charlotte alone just fine. But I already have many women I'm responsible for.*

I counted the number of women I had relationships with on my fingers.

Fortunately, I could still count them on my ten fingers.

But why is there only one human among my harem members?

The thought suddenly struck me, giving me the feeling that something was wrong.

"My lord! I apologize, but the work will take quite a while! Though I regret missing our first date, I want to focus on my work, so please don't worry about me!"

"I'm fine with it, but what about promoting the region?"

"Don't worry about that! When I introduce the port city to viewers along with my new body, the response will be explosive!"

"Uh, well... Alright, don't overdo it."

"Yes! I'll visit you in your bedchamber later!"

The last thing I heard from Hades as I left the workshop.

I think she said "bedchamber," but I must have misheard.

That's what I wanted to believe.

"Now that I'm free, what should I do..."

The sun was still high in the sky.

With time to spare, I thought about sitting on a mat and just gazing at the sea.

I would gladly join others if they invited me to play, but there was a major problem.

*I can't stand seeing everyone in swimsuits!*

If their swimsuits slipped down even slightly during water play, my Holy Sword would spring out into the world.

Having come all the way to the blue sea, would it be right to stain the memories of this place with a murky white?

I decided to hold out until nightfall when everyone would return to their lodgings.

*So I need to empty my mind while the sun is up.*

[I was wondering why you showed no interest in my sexy swimsuit...*

*Your swimsuit was too much, so it actually turned me off.*

[What?!]

While chatting with Prah on my way back to the beach.

My eyes were drawn to a rocky area near the beach.

As I was admiring the beautiful contrast of blue and black in the landscape, a color caught my eye.

"Is that...?"

I noticed the back of a woman sitting majestically on a rock.

Long, light green hair—the signature color of elves—was fluttering in the wind.

Through her hair, I could faintly see familiar letters engraved on her back.

As far as I knew, there was only one woman in the world with the tree character (木) engraved on her back.

"Marianne?"

Judging by her build, it was definitely Marianne.

So she came to the beach for fun too.

I turned my steps away from the beach and approached Marianne.

"What are you doing?"

"Huh? Ah...!"

Marianne was startled by my sudden greeting.

The surprise threw off her balance, and she began to fall backward.

If I hadn't pulled her into my arms before she tilted back, she could have been seriously injured.

My fingers barely reached her shoulders, narrowly averting the crisis.

"Whew! Are you okay?"

"Yes, thank you for saving me."

"I'm sorry. It's my fault for appearing so suddenly..."

"N-no! If anyone's at fault, it's me for spacing out while looking at the sea without paying attention."

"You're still stubborn about the strangest things."

I smiled and carefully set her down.

"You're the same way, Bern."

Marianne countered with a bitter smile.

I couldn't argue since it wasn't wrong. I just responded with an awkward smile and moved on.

"What were you doing here?"

"As I said earlier, I was just staring at the sea. When I listen to the steady sound of waves and look at the horizon, my mind becomes completely empty."

"Ah, I know that feeling well."

I had been spacing out on a mat too.

Despite my mind being full of random thoughts, I was able to enjoy the sea view peacefully.

I just hadn't expected Marianne to be doing the same thing in a secluded spot.

"You came to the port city with your group too, right?"

"Yes."

"Then why are you here alone instead of playing with the others? Especially when you're wearing such a pretty swimsuit."

"That's..."

Marianne started to explain but then closed her lips tightly.

It seemed like she had circumstances that were difficult to talk about.

I thought it might be better to pretend not to notice, given the awkward atmosphere.

But then I realized that wouldn't solve the fundamental problem, so I gathered my courage and decided to take a step closer from my side.

"If it's difficult to talk about, I won't press you. But if it's something I can help with, feel free to tell me anytime. I'll solve your worries."

"...Why are you so kind to me, Bern?"

"Hm? Suddenly?"

"It's just that I haven't really done anything for you, but I've only received help."

"That's not entirely true. Thanks to our friendly relations with the elves, the war against the Magic Tower became much easier."

"Was it simply because you needed the power of us elves? Does that mean you're listening to my concerns just to get closer to the elves?"

It was an uncharacteristically harsh statement from Marianne.

But unlike her tone, her eyes were moist, as if she might cry at any moment.

I needed to think carefully before answering.

"You asked why I help you, right?"

"Yes."

"Can I answer honestly?"

"Please do."

"I'm not sure if I should say this, but honestly, I thought you were beautiful the moment I saw you."

"What...?"

"I mentioned wanting good relations with the elves earlier, right? That's part of it, but my true intention was to try to win you over."

"Me?"

"Yes. I had this thought that if I helped you with various things, you might fall for me."

Back then, I was too inexperienced as a man to approach Marianne aggressively.

But looking back now, I think helping her and even going on a date was because I wanted a closer relationship with her.

"Are you saying you like me?"

"Umm! It's embarrassing to say it myself, but yes, I helped you because I liked you, beautiful as you are."

I decided not to think too deeply about it.

There was a beautiful woman, and I tried to gain her favor by helping her.

With that favor, I wanted to develop a better relationship with her.

I suppose there was also a primal desire to make this attractive and beautiful character, who didn't appear in the original story, mine.

"I'm sorry, are you disgusted with me now?"

"..."

Having revealed all my feelings to Marianne, I wouldn't have anything to say if she looked at me with contempt.

But Marianne said nothing and just remained quiet.

After a moment, she placed her hand on her chest.

"No. I'm actually relieved. I found out that you had feelings for me too...!"

Marianne blushed with joy while smiling wistfully.

She approached me and embraced me tightly.

Through her chest pressed against mine, I could feel Marianne's heartbeat.

It was beating rapidly without pause.

"I have a request."

"What is it?"

"Hold me."

My heart started racing at Marianne's bombshell statement.

"Uh...? H-here?"

"Yes."

"But this is outdoors?"

"Elves are one with nature. That's why sexual relations between elves take place in forests, not buildings. Although this is the sea, not a forest, I don't mind."

Before I could think of how to respond, Marianne pulled away from me.

Then she untied the string between her breasts and loosened her swimsuit top.

My eyes fixed on Marianne's ripe fruits.

"P-perhaps you don't want to be with me?"

"Of course I do!"

Why would I back out now that I've already committed as a man?

I pounced on Marianne. At the same time, a wave crashed over us, soaking our bodies.

Marianne's skin, wet with moisture, gave off an alluring glow.

Watch carefully, rookie. This is what they call the perfect moment.

Ch.195 - Side Story: The Wet Elf
The waves crashed against the rocks with a splash.

The cold moisture touched my skin, but I didn't feel chilled at all.

Perhaps I'd grown accustomed to the hot sunshine.

But I think it's something else.

Looking at Marianne's unadorned naked body, all my senses were drawn to her.

"Beautiful..."

"B-Bern? Hyah!"

With that unconscious compliment, I bit Marianne's nape with my lips.

As her neck trembled with a jolt, I first tasted the saltiness of seawater, followed by a faint sweetness spreading in my mouth.

Like slowly squeezed fruit juice, Marianne's sweat was moving.

"Ah!"

While still biting her neck, I moved my hand to grasp her breast.

The feeling of caressing her voluminous breast, which filled my palm completely, was enjoyable in itself.

As my lips curled up at the elastic yet soft sensation, a good idea suddenly occurred to me.

"Bern...! Hnngh! Ahng! You're too intense...!"

There was no need to keep biting her neck.

Beautiful cherries protruded from her breasts, and this was clearly a place meant for sucking.

I gently lowered my face and took Marianne's nipple into my mouth.

I only bit it lightly, but her waist lifted slightly, and wet juices leaked from her pussy.

If even her sweat was sweet, what would her juices be like?

First, I placed my thigh between Marianne's legs, blocking the gap.

In the process, her clitoris rubbed against my thigh, making her even wetter.

"You had a pure image on the outside, but inside you're quite lustful, aren't you, Saintess?"

"D-don't say such harsh things!"

"But it's true, isn't it?"

"I'm not that kind of vulgar woman...!"

"I wonder how long you can keep up that lie?"

"Hyaaah?!"

I stopped kneading her breast and grabbed her nipple, pulling it.

At the same time, I bit the nipple I had been sucking with my molars.

As strong stimulation occurred in succession, Marianne moaned intensely and bucked her hips.

Seemingly unaccustomed to pleasure, she trembled as she climaxed so hard she even wet herself.

"So your breasts really are your erogenous zone."

I've fondled many women's breasts before, but none showed such an intense reaction as Marianne.

Seeing how the Great Earth Mother's power dwelling in my body was responding, perhaps Marianne's breasts were the source of power?

Truly a reservoir of sexual energy.

"Haa...! Haa...!"

Removing my hands and mouth from her chest, I looked down at Marianne's face.

She was breathing heavily, exhaling rough breaths.

The small tears forming on her cheeks, flushed red like ripe persimmons, were so exquisite they aroused sadistic desires.

"It's too early to be lost in the afterglow."

"Ahng...!"

While maintaining eye contact with Marianne, I placed my hand on her private parts.

Sticky love juices coated my fingers abundantly with a squelching sound.

I repeatedly spread and closed my fingers, showing Marianne her own juices.

"Can you still say you're not lustful?"

"I-I...! Haa! I'm not lustful."

"Good. That's how it should be. There's pleasure in corrupting a saintess."

"Kyaah!"

I grabbed Marianne's legs and pushed them back.

As her lower body formed a V-shape, her pussy and anus were clearly exposed.

A stream of love juice was flowing from her beautifully ripened pussy.

I unconsciously licked my lips at the mouth-watering sight.

Before my possession, I was surely a pure young man...

For some reason, I felt like I was becoming more and more of a Blonde-haired Hunk as time passed.


"B-Bern! Let me go! This position is too embarrassing!"

"Sorry, but I have no intention of letting go."

Marianne covered her face except for her eyes with her palms, embarrassed that her pussy was fully exposed.

However, I wasn't the type of man to give up on such an arousing sight.

I pulled down my pants, took out my cock, and rubbed it against her private parts.

I thoroughly lubricated my cock with the elf's pussy juice, completing the preparation.

Though I was acting selfishly, I wanted to give Marianne an unforgettable first experience.

I carefully followed each step to deliver pleasure rather than pain, smiles rather than tears.

Even the somewhat rough foreplay was to make her fully aware of her erogenous zones.

"I'm going to put it in."

"Hnng! Ngh...! Yes..."

I straightened my cock that had been rubbing against her private parts and shallowly inserted the glans into her entrance.

I spread open the narrow entrance so that my member could fully enter.

"Ahng! Hngh...!"

Even with just that, Marianne was squirming and letting out coquettish moans.

I was curious about her reaction if I thrust it in all at once.

But doing that would ruin her precious first experience.

As the fortunate man taking the elf saintess's virginity, I wanted to delay my pleasure.

Until I heard an unexpected statement.

"...Put it in."

"It's going to hurt a lot. Let's not rush."

"No. I'm really fine, so please put it in. I want to feel your love as soon as possible."

Through Marianne's pleasure-stained face, I glimpsed a firm resolve.

Ah, I truly am a fortunate fellow.

I was reminded again that there are women who genuinely love me.

I lowered my hips and slowly penetrated Marianne's vagina.

I embraced her tightly, sharing our mutual desperate desire for each other.

I wanted to make this supreme body, with its sweet scent and soft skin, mine.

With that desire, I thrust my cock all the way to Marianne's cervix.

"Hnnngh!!"

"Are you okay?"

"Ugh! Hnng! I-I'm fine...!"

"You're in pain, aren't you? You don't need to force yourself."

"I'm not forcing myself. These tears are from joy at finally becoming one with you, Bern!"

Marianne's eyes reddened and tears flowed.

The pain of defloration was indescribable.

Nevertheless, her lips curved like a crescent moon, making her look immeasurably happy.

Adorable. With that emotion surging, I wanted to give her pleasure as soon as possible.

"Hah! Haa...! Haa...! Mmm...!"

*Squelch...! Squelch...!*

More quietly than the sound of waves, I pulled out and pushed in my cock, observing her reactions.

I moved my hips as if scraping her inner walls to find the spots where she was most sensitive.

"Haanng!!"

About 2CM below the cervix.

A seductive moan burst out when I thrust lightly.

*This is it.*

Having found her G-spot, it was time to fill Marianne's brain with pleasure.

The pain of defloration should have subsided by now. I intensified my hip movements.

"Hngh! Ahng! Hnng! S-so intense♡"

"Tell me anytime if you don't like it. I'll adjust."

"N-no...! Mmm! This...this is perfect...♡"

*Squelch-squelch-squelch-!*

Unlike before, I rhythmically thrust my cock, repeatedly hitting Marianne's sensitive spot.

Additionally, I reached out to grab and twist her nipples and bit her ear.

"Hnnngh!! E-ear...haang! Not there...!! Ahng♡ Hnng!"

"So this is a sensitive spot too, huh?"

This time, I stuck out my tongue and licked her pointed ear stickily.

When I circled my tongue from the tip to the bottom, Marianne's hips bucked, and her vaginal pressure increased.

"Haaang!"

The elf saintess was full of weak spots.

Her ears, breasts, and vagina were all perfectly targeted, and Marianne's moans were unceasing.

It felt somewhat like I was tormenting Marianne, but she wasn't just passively enduring it.

"Huk!"

"More! Harder...♡"

*Squelch-! Squelch-! Squelch-!*

Marianne's legs wrapped around my waist.

Completely restrained, Marianne tightened her vaginal walls strongly.

The tightness wasn't too intense, but with her fantastic control, it felt like my cock was getting a massage inside.

Throughout the process, when I tried to pull out, I had to pass through her bumpy vaginal walls.

With each movement of my hips, I was the one feeling more pleasure.

If this continued too long, I'd be the one at a disadvantage.

"Hang! Ang! Ang! Haaang!!"

I simultaneously stimulated all of Marianne's weak spots to bring her to climax.

Just as her moans grew loud enough to drown out the crashing waves and emotions were heightening—

"Don't you hear a strange sound somewhere?"

"Huh? I didn't hear anything."

Unknown male and female voices came from beyond the rock where we were.

Startled, Marianne tightened even more.

It seems she's discovered a new sexual preference.

"There's no one around here? Did you mishear?"

"That's strange, I definitely heard something."

The owners of the voices were gradually approaching.

Yet, I didn't stop moving my hips.

"Bern...! Hnng...! W-we'll be caught like this!"

"So what? Let's show everyone while we're at it."

"Y-you can't...!"

"If you don't want to be caught, try hard to hold it in."

"Hah...! Hngh! I can't hold back my moans...ang♡"

*Squelch squelch squelch-!*

Ignoring Marianne's pleas, I repeatedly thrust my glans against her womb.

Her words said she didn't want to be caught, but her body was honest.

Her moans grew louder, and the strangers were approaching.

"I think someone's here."

"Where?"

Just when I thought we'd be caught in about five seconds.

I pulled my hips back far.

A sigh of disappointment came from Marianne.

"Ah..."

Seeming to understand my choice, she looked dejected but forced a smile.

However, she was making a major misunderstanding.

"Did you think I was going to end it like this?"

"What...?"

With just the glans at the edge of her pussy hole, as if about to pull out completely, I suddenly thrust hard inside.

"Hnnnngh!!"

Caught off guard by the surprise attack, Marianne threw her head back, and her pelvis bounced upward.

"Kuk?!"

*Splash-!*

As a magnificent squirt erupted from Marianne's pussy.

The extreme tightness triggered my impending ejaculation.

White fluid spurting toward her cervix.

The sensation of filling Marianne's insides, along with pleasure, struck my brain.

I too was caught off guard by the unexpected counterattack.

"I heard moaning from here, I tell you!"

"Come on! There's nobody here."

"Huh? That's really strange?"

Our bodies joined as one.

I created an illusory landscape just in time, avoiding being caught in the tense situation.

Feeling a strange thrill in the tense situation, I pulled out my cock.

"Whew...! That was close."

If we had been just a little later, our lovemaking would have been exposed.

We might not have been able to show our faces in the port city.

I could have removed the sound from the beginning, but the thrilling situation led to an even more intense climax.

Marianne also showed a stronger reaction than when I stimulated her erogenous zones, so she must have been satisfied.

It's a fulfilling feeling.

"Good job, Marian...huh?"

*Grab.*

There was a hand grasping my still-erect cock.

A soft yet rough touch; looking down, I saw Marianne wanting to suck my cock.

Cleaning my cock after ejaculation? Just as I was admiring this beyond-expectation service.

Suddenly, I noticed her back glowing.

Despite being in a sunlit place, a Chinese character was clearly flashing.

A sudden anxiety came over me.

"M-Marianne?"

Her silence since earlier made me even more anxious.

After a moment of silence, Marianne finally spoke.

"From now on, I won't waste even a second in making you climax, Bern."

"Huh...?"

"Prepare yourself!"

"W-wait...!"

The vacuum fellatio performed by the awakened Marianne could only be described as a black hole, and that's no exaggeration.

Ch.196 - 189. Belated Vacation - 5
"Huh? You've gotten quite thin since I last saw you?"

"I have my reasons for not talking about it."

Rene was sitting near the mat I had laid out.

It seems she had decided to build a sandcastle away from the water after being interrupted by Rin earlier.

Does she have some kind of romantic fantasy about sandcastles?

Rene showed more enthusiasm than usual.

"I'm going to rest for a bit. If anyone needs me, tell them to find me later."

"Yes! I understand!"

Without thinking too deeply, I closed my eyes under the parasol.

Despite the sweltering weather, the beach was relatively cool thanks to the breeze coming from the sea.

With my body drenched in fatigue, I felt like I could sleep so deeply that I wouldn't notice if someone carried me away.

There's nothing sweeter than a good nap after a long time.

***

In the darkness of a mountain cabin at night.

"I" was there.

"I" was contemplating what to eat today while lighting a fire in the hearth.

In my hands were smoked ham and hardened bread.

After confirming there was nothing else to eat, "I" sighed deeply and took out a portable knife.

Scrape. Scrape. Scrape.

Cutting the small remaining ham, "I" placed it on the iron plate above the fire.

Before long, the ham was sizzling as the juices escaped and it cooked.

Like the ham, "I" also placed the cold bread on the iron plate and grilled it quickly.

After going through a process that could hardly be called cooking, "I" placed the ham on the bread and covered it with another piece, making a simple sandwich.

Just as "I" was about to put the simple and monotonous sandwich in my mouth.

The door burst open and a snowstorm began to enter the cabin.

"Come here!"

The person who opened the door was a silver-haired Dragonian girl with horns.

The girl had kicked the door open without even knocking.

The snowstorm blowing in extinguished the fire "I" had just lit.

The temperature dropped rapidly, and normally "my" body should have been shivering, but somehow "I" felt warm.

More precisely, "my" heart felt warm.

"Husband! Did you wait long? I brought some game!"

The girl walked briskly to "my" side.

Like a small animal, she leaned against "me" and began nuzzling.

At her action, "my" hand naturally rested gently on her head.

The girl was delighted by the patting, but soon became dejected when she saw the sandwich "I" had made.

"...I'm sorry, you probably wanted fresh vegetables too. Because of me, you only get to eat meat."

"I" told her it was fine and not to worry about it.

Then "I" skillfully made another ham sandwich and handed it to her.

Though it was a humble meal to offer someone, the girl ate the sandwich with delight and smiled happily.

"Delicious! It tastes even better eating with you, husband!"

With a slight smile, "I" replied that "I" felt the same.

Despite the humble house and humble meal, "I" was spending a cozy time with the silver-haired Dragonian girl.

I wish this moment could last longer.

But my wish was not granted.

"Ah..."

When my vision went dark and then lit up again, a new scene appeared.

This time, "I" was in a pit of fire, not snow.

My face was hot. Even without touching it, the thick scent of blood was spreading.

Blood from my torn forehead flowed down my face and dripped onto the ground.

My legs had long since burned to ashes, and my breath was becoming stuffy.

How long had it been since I had a good time, and why were they trying to kill "me" already?

Just as I was clenching my teeth at the absurdity, I saw the girl running toward me through the black smoke.

Though her appearance was darkened by ash, there was no mistake.

It was the silver-haired Dragonian girl I had seen earlier.

"I" tried to reach out to her with joy, but stopped midway.

I shouldn't draw her here now.

With this thought circling in my mind, "I" constructed a magic circle.

Using magic that combined wind and pressure, "I" pushed the girl away so she couldn't approach "me".

The girl, thrown back, was crying.

"Husband! No!!"

The girl wailed as if her throat would tear.

She tried to get up again and approach "me", but it was already too late.

The bright red magic circle beneath "me" flickered and a pillar of fire began to rise.

Unable to withstand the heat, "my" body was gradually burning up.

Ah, "I" am about to die.

But there were no regrets. "I" had met someone "I" loved and lived happily, and though "I" couldn't see it directly, "I" had borne the fruit of love with the girl.

"I" left one last word for the girl.

"Please take care of our 'Rene'."

And this was also a message to myself.

***

"Gasp!"

As soon as I woke from the dream, I sat up in terror.

Cold sweat was flowing all over my body, and I was breathing heavily.

Pressing my face with my palm, I recalled the dream I had just seen.

'What was that dream?'

Scenes from the dream flashed through my mind.

Each scene made me question.

The familiar mountain cabin I had visited before, the everyday life with the familiar silver-haired girl, and the vivid death.

Everything was impressive, but what undoubtedly made me shudder the most was "me".

"I" who was possessing Bern's body.

It was the appearance of Yun Geon-woo.

"Why was I there...?"

"B-Bern! Are you alright?!"

It seems I startled Rene by waking up with a start.

Though I was completely disoriented, I tried to calmly apologize to her, but at that moment.

I frowned as Rene's appearance strangely matched the girl from my dream.

"Did I do something wrong?!"

"N-no. It's not that, I just felt dizzy."

I couldn't tell Rene the truth, though I felt sorry for her.

I didn't understand the content of the dream myself.

So I glossed over the situation with a plausible lie.

"Are you not feeling well? Then let's go to the infirmary right away!"

"It's okay. I just had a nightmare."

"A nightmare?"

"Yeah..."

I'm not sure if I should call the days spent with the silver-haired girl a nightmare.

But considering I burned to death at the end, it was indeed a nightmare.

I'd like to interpret it, but the content was so absurd that it was impossible.

Me, Yun Geon-woo, coming to another world, nurturing love with a Dragonian girl who resembled Rene, and finally burning to death.

No matter how I think about it, it doesn't make sense, does it?

If it had been Bern's body, I might have guessed it was a vision of the future.

But the "me" in the dream was Yun Geon-woo, whom I had seen tiredly in the mirror for 20 years.

'A dream I don't understand.'

I shook my head and concluded it was just a weird dream.

The dream was so vivid that it would remain in my memory for a while, but I should forget it as quickly as possible.

"Gracious Teacher! I heard you scream, are you alright?"

"I'm fine. I just had a nightmare while sleeping."

"Is that so? Are you feeling unwell or..."

"I'm really fine, so please stop worrying. It makes me uncomfortable."

"...I understand."

Both Rene and Rin were too worried for their own good.

Still, I was glad there were people who would come running if something happened to me.

Just like the silver-haired girl...

'I decided to forget, yet I'm recalling it again...'

I found myself smiling bitterly as I repeated the same mistake.

"Gracious Teacher, are you going to sleep more?"

"No. I'm wide awake now, so I don't plan to sleep anymore."

"Then could you follow me for a moment? There's something I really want to show you."

"It's not an emergency, is it?"

"No, it's not, so please don't worry."

"That's good then."

I got up from the mat with a start.

Rene naturally followed as I got up and brushed off the sand, but Rin showed no particular reaction.

It seems they had talked while I was sleeping.

I was curious about what she wanted to show me.

"I'm curious, can you give me a hint?"

"It's nothing special. To explain simply, we're having a campfire."

"A campfire while the sun is still up?"

"You haven't eaten a single meal while we were playing, Gracious Teacher."

"We thought you might be hungry, so we set up a barbecue in advance!"

"Really?"

"You can look forward to it! We brought top-quality meat from Yuran and lots of seafood sourced locally!"

"Ooh!"

Indeed, you can't have a vacation without a barbecue.

It might be a bit early, but I was excited at the thought of everyone gathering together to enjoy a feast.

"We've also prepared to burn an irreverent demon along with it."

"Huh?"

As soon as I questioned it, we arrived at the barbecue area.

But for some reason, instead of stacked wood in the bonfire, there was a large cross.

And hanging from it was a woman.

She had white hair and bright red horns, looking somewhat similar to Hades.

However, she couldn't be Hades as her appearance was notably mature.

Her signature slender figure was no longer there.

"We happened to catch this demon wandering the beach saying she would seduce you, Gracious Teacher."

"So we caught her and tied her up!"

"My lord! Please save me!"

"Calling a complete stranger 'my lord'? You're quite brazen."

"And she even claimed to be Hades. Isn't that outrageous?"

"I really am Hades! This is just a new body, please believe me!"

The place I had arrived at was not a barbecue area but an execution ground.

"King! Huff huff!"

Chaos appeared, covered in seaweed from wherever he had been.

He jumped and clung to my back.

"B-Bern! Help me!"

"The tube you gave me is inflating to an insane size!"

In the distance, on the sea, Liri had expanded to the size of an aircraft carrier in tube form.

On top of it, Meryl and Sestia were wandering around, not knowing what to do.

"Haah...!"

Days without a moment of peace.

There was no eternal rest for me.
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After saving Hades from being burned at the stake and retrieving Liri who had been increasing her mass, I managed to settle the entire situation. By then, the sun had set and night had fallen.

The crowds that had packed the beach dispersed, and crickets began to chirp. Lights came on one by one in the harbor city's street lamps, and the lighthouse illuminated the sea. It was just an ordinary night in the city, but with the sound of waves, it somehow felt beautiful.

*This would be the perfect time for fireworks.*

But fireworks don't exist in this world. Though magic could certainly create them, unexpected explosions cause confusion. Fireworks shot without warning might make people think war had broken out, so it's best to avoid them. Therefore, I decided not to make a big deal and just stay quiet.

Besides, even without fireworks, there was an event tonight that would excite people.

[Please attend tonight!]

A note with large handwriting and a skull-shaped seal at the bottom. It was the note that Hades, who had barely survived, had pressed into my hand before leaving.

Hades was a guest invited by Sestia to revitalize Gertana, which had lost its vitality due to recent disasters. As part of that effort, she planned to broadcast her comeback and put on a performance here.

The news of her comeback broadcast had already been spread throughout the kingdom. Tens of millions of people would be taking out their crystal balls that they had been saving to watch Hades's broadcast. The promotional effect generated by Hades was incalculable.

"The city is so lively even at night! I've heard Hades mentioned occasionally at the Academy, but I had no idea she was this famous," Bern said.

"You probably couldn't grasp it when you came out of the dungeon because she was on hiatus. Honestly, I can't understand it either, but it's no exaggeration to say she's a celebrity adored and revered throughout the kingdom."

"It's amazing that someone who isn't royalty receives such love from the kingdom's people."

"That's because she has a unique charm."

A cute girl who plays around regardless of social class and listens to people's stories. Hades is a demi-lich, a great mage, which is why she can recreate broadcasts even in this world. Unless you're a mage of her caliber, broadcasting is virtually impossible. With no competition in this exclusive market, she naturally monopolized people's attention.

"Did you watch her regularly, Lord Bern?"

"No, I was too busy to have time for broadcasts. So I'm not as enthusiastic about her as others."

"Yet you praise her so much. It seems you're secretly quite interested in and fond of her."

"Well, I... no, you might be right."

Hades was an excellent subordinate. At first, she was just a villain, a minion of the Demon King. When she was defeated by me and pledged her loyalty, I thought it was just a pathetic excuse to survive.

When she said she would earn money by broadcasting as a cute girl, I thought she was just pretending to be diligent, showing off. But as time passed, Hades proved her loyalty by providing me with many things.

Information, money, and various items of value to me. Especially the troll's blood that Kang Jun-hyeok had obtained—without it, there would have been several situations where my survival couldn't have been guaranteed.

Hades's tributes had saved me countless times, and now I had to acknowledge her. She was an excellent subordinate, and now a woman worthy of opening my heart to.

"That's why I'm going to watch her comeback broadcast today, no matter how busy I am."

"I see."

If it were the old me, I would have ignored Hades's invitation and gone back to my lodging to sleep. But now, I could certainly attend her comeback broadcast for Hades, who had been so dedicated all this time.

"Here's the invitation."

"Yes, your identity has been confirmed. I'll guide you to the VIP section."

The performance hall was packed with people in long lines. Normally, we would have had to wait a long time, but the ticket Hades had enclosed granted VIP viewing privileges. Thanks to that, we could enter the venue smoothly without standing in the long line.

"This is your VIP seat. Please enjoy your time."

"Wow!"

The venue was like a grand theater with the main stage at the front and audience seats extending to the left, right, and forward. I was guided to a VIP box on the second floor, positioned directly facing the main stage with a clear view.

Although there was some distance from the stage, the position was not problematic at all.

*There's still time before it starts.*

Rin and Rene had left to buy food, and Sestia wasn't by my side as she was the manager of today's event. Meryl, who had been beside me until just now, showed interest in Hades's merchandise and left.

Chaos was sleeping in my shadow, exhausted, while Marianne had returned to the Elf Forest, satisfied after our lovemaking.

If there was anyone left...

[In the end, I, who remain by your side until the last, am the true wife!]

Only my loose-screwed Demonic Sword remained.

[How dare you say I have loose screws! That's too much!]

*But it's true.*

[I am perfectly normal! If anyone has loose screws, it's rather you who...!]

Clank-!

Suddenly, the theater lights began to turn off one by one. At the same time, the stage curtain slowly parted.

"What's this?"

Even though no audience except me had arrived yet, there were signs of the show starting. Did a staff member make a mistake? Or was this a pre-show equipment check?

I was momentarily perplexed, but then remembered that a rehearsal would be essential for such a large-scale event. Sure enough, Hades stood alone in the center of the opened stage, dressed in a gown.

How thoughtful of her to want to give me a private performance through rehearsal.

"Phew...! I'll begin!"

Crack!

As soon as she announced the start of the performance, arms sprouted from the stage. Each arm was different—some were bare bones, some had festering skin, some had strangely stitched flesh, and some were covered in black armor.

The owners of these arms emerged by breaking through the stage. Skeletons, zombies, rag golems, and death knights. These were the undead I had encountered when fighting Hades before, but now they held musical instruments instead of weapons.

They were the staff supporting Hades's performance today. But is it right to use the undead for a concert?

"My lord! Please watch the fruits of my labor!"

Such doubts vanished as soon as the song began. Sweet singing began to flow from Hades's throat. The undead matched her with their instruments, creating harmonious sounds that highlighted Hades's voice in perfect harmony.

"Wow..."

Even to someone like me who knows nothing about music, it was astounding. At this moment, calling Hades a heavenly diva wouldn't be an exaggeration at all.

She sang with explosive inner emotion. Starting like a gently flowing stream, it transformed into a raging storm as it approached the highlight.

As I watched the performance, my own emotions were stirred, and my breathing became rough. I had thought Hades had musical talent when I heard her humming melodies, but I didn't know it was to this extent.

Suddenly, I understood the secret of Hades's popularity. If she had let viewers hear songs like this bit by bit during her broadcasts, of course they would become her passionate fans.

Entertainment is severely lacking in this world. Even wandering minstrels who visit villages find many people who don't chase them away and listen to their songs. A cute girl with singing ability that could easily crush such minstrels? Even I would fall head over heels.

"This is truly unexpected..."

Tap tap tap!

Just as I was about to express my admiration, the sound of bones colliding came from not far away. Feeling annoyed at the interruption, I turned my gaze in that direction and was shocked.

"Grooooar!!"

"Huk...! Huk...! Huk...!"

"Amazing! Amazing! Amaziiing!!"

The previously empty audience seats were now filled with numerous undead. From common skeletons to ghouls, mummies, vampires, and various other deceased beings were watching the performance.

I hadn't noticed where they came from because I was focused on the performance. But it was clear they had been drawn by Hades's singing.

"This is insane..."

Hades's requiem that attracts the dead and makes them ecstatic. Although it was just a rehearsal, this place had definitely become a festival for the dead.

"Wait, please. You can't do this here!"

"Don't worry, it's dark here, no one will see us."

"I said no...! Ah!"

"I'm sorry, your transparent thighs were so alluring I couldn't resist. Besides, it seems we're both lingering in this world because we didn't consummate our first night. Since we've been drawn here like fate, how about we join bodies and find peace?"

"Oh my~! When you put it that way, I can't refuse♡"

The festival of the dead turned chaotic as it drew in bachelor and maiden ghosts who began to behave inappropriately.

Watching the undead engage in such uncivilized acts while listening to the requiem, I strongly felt something had gone terribly wrong.

This was a side of the fantasy world I never wanted to know about.
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After finishing the rehearsal, Hades approached me to ask for my thoughts before the main performance.

Hades' performance was nothing short of magnificent, but the problem was the spirits of the dead who swarmed in afterward.

They were so entranced that they went beyond mere fascination to outright frenzy, doing unthinkable things.

Hades seemed unaware of this while she was passionately singing, but to be honest, it was a horrifying experience.

I now understand why humans have such an extreme aversion to the undead race.

*There's nowhere I can even report this...*

Even if I told Hades the truth, those spirits have long since found peace and disappeared.

Summoning souls that have let go of their attachments back to this world would be impossible even for a lich, an authority on the undead.

Perhaps only a god of death could manage such a feat?

For this reason, I decided to only share my thoughts about the performance itself.

"Everything was great, but I think you should sing solo for the main show."

"Were the accompanying undead musicians that terrible?"

"No, that's not it exactly. Their appearance might cause people to feel uncomfortable."

The skeletons and Death Knights were somewhat tolerable.

Considering that Hades' fandom name is literally "Suke-chan," skeletons could even be seen as cute.

Death Knights, resembling black knights covered in armor, looked cool.

But the zombies and rag golems were disturbing to look at.

Who would appreciate zombies with pus dripping from their skin or golems made from clumps of human flesh?

Since there would be audience members with children, this was something that needed to be addressed.

And above all else, the requiem must not be completed.

People came to see Hades, not the undead.

If the completed requiem performed by the ensemble were to attract the dead again, it would be a major disaster.

If the rehearsal had been a festival for the dead, the main performance should be a celebration for the living fans.

Therefore, even though it might put pressure on Hades, I sincerely hoped she would sing solo.

"Besides, you can create beautiful melodies perfectly well on your own. Since you're the star, I think a stage that highlights you wouldn't be a bad idea."

"Your advice is calcium to my bones, my lord! I shall follow your guidance!"

"And there's one more thing I'd like you to change before the main performance."

"Whatever it is, feel free to tell me!"

"How about returning to your previous form for your comeback show?"

"...Do you perhaps not like my grown body, my lord?"

"No. That body is attractive and beautiful too. But it's so different from the image you've built up until now that I honestly think people will feel a disconnect."

I generally think image changes are good.

In actual internet broadcasts, VTubers often change their outfits or hairstyles.

They appear with various images to keep viewers from getting bored.

However, the problem with Hades' image change was in both the timing and the extent of her physical transformation.

First, I don't think fans will be able to accept her sudden dramatic growth from her previously streamlined form.

Some people will prefer her original appearance, and others will surely point fingers and call her a fake.

What if we make those people who have been eagerly waiting to celebrate Hades' return suspicious?

I predicted there would be extreme backlash.

"After thinking about it, I believe you're right, my lord. I had planned to heat up the stage by revealing my new body to commemorate my return, but at this rate, it would ignite in a bad way."

"Yes. That's what I wanted to say."

"I understand! Thank you again for your bone-strengthening advice...!"

With only 10 minutes until the audience would be admitted, Hades hurried back to the waiting room.

The undead musicians who had been performing in the background also retreated beneath the stage.

Whether she could incorporate all my feedback in such a short time was now up to Hades.

"Good luck."

I stood up, uttering a brief word of encouragement toward the place Hades had just left.

The main show would begin shortly, so I planned to bring my companions before then.

Despite the unsettling interruption by the spirits of the dead, Hades' performance had been art in its purest form.

It was a performance I definitely wanted to show my companions.

So I briefly left the concert hall and went outside.

"Hmm...?"

A strange change had come over the once-packed waiting line.

I had expected the line to grow even longer with the official entry about to begin.

However, it somehow seemed shorter than before the rehearsal.

Could it be that people waiting in line had left because of the spirits rushing into the venue?

That suspicion was casually dismissed by the fact that there wasn't a trace of fear on the faces of those still in line.

Moreover, there was absolutely no mention of the undead.

"That's strange..."

"Gracious Teacher! You couldn't wait and came to greet us personally!"

"I'm sorry, I bought all sorts of things so we wouldn't get hungry during the performance, and it took quite a while!"

Rin and Rene approached, carrying so much food it looked like they were setting up a restaurant.

I took some of the food from them to help lighten their load.

And just then, Meryl, who had been looking at merchandise, was also approaching.

She had a cute skull mask perched on her head and a dainty necklace with a small skull hanging around her neck.

She looked similar to the Hades fans who had been waiting in line.

"Hehe! I always thought human bones were just scary, but looking closely, they have quite a cute side!"

"So that's why you bought so many?"

"Once I realized how cute they were, I couldn't help buying a bunch. I bought some for everyone else too—should I hand them out?"

"Later."

Seeing them more excited than I was, with food and merchandise, I was glad I had brought them along.

Anyway, now that everyone I wanted to bring was here, we could return to the concert hall.

And just then, the official entry began, and the long line of waiting people started to move.

While the venue began filling up under the guidance of the staff, my group entered through a different entrance using our VIP privileges.

"By the way, Gracious Teacher, did something happen at the concert hall before we arrived?"

"Huh? W-why do you ask...?"

"Well, while Rene and I were standing in line at the concession stand to buy food, we saw a large number of people leaving the concert hall. So I wondered if something had happened inside."

"Most of them were looking into crystal balls and leaving with expressions of admiration, right?"

"They were looking at magic crystal balls and leaving before the performance even started?"

"Yes."

At first, I thought real undead had shown up, but it was just my misunderstanding.

After all, no crystal balls had been placed anywhere in the concert hall.

I had personally checked the detection magic before the rehearsal began.

Yet some of the waiting people had left while looking at crystal balls.

What could this phenomenon be?

*...Could it be?*

Suddenly, an unlikely possibility occurred to me.

Though I thought it improbable, it wasn't impossible, which made it all the more necessary to confirm.

"I'm sorry, but could you all go into the concert hall ahead of me? I need to stop by somewhere quickly."

"What? Right now?"

"But the performance is about to start!"

"It's fine, I'll be back in an instant."

I handed back the food I was holding and entered the restricted access area at the end of the corridor.

A security guard tried to stop me, but he returned to his post, perhaps because Sestia in the control room had appropriately managed the situation.

Having reached Hades' waiting room without incident, I knocked on the door.

"Hades! Are you in there?"

"That voice... my lord?! J-just a moment, please!"

Hades' voice, tinged with bewilderment, came from behind the door.

Something was definitely wrong.

Though she asked me to wait, I couldn't afford to waste time, so I flung the door open.

Simultaneously, a startled Hades dropped a crystal ball.

The crystal ball rolled toward me, stopping at my feet.

Some kind of video was playing inside it.

[Hello everyone~!]

The crystal ball showed not Hades, but another woman.

Unlike Hades, she was a voluptuous, mature sorceress who exuded motherly warmth.

She was captivating men's hearts with her gentle voice and profound smile.

[I'm Arasia Maman from the magical world! I'm a newcomer debuting alongside my senior Hades~!]

But I knew better.

The lady currently displayed in the crystal ball was merely an illusion, and her true identity was something vile.

It's not something to brag about, but having frequently read stories related to Bern, I was thoroughly familiar with certain characters.

One of them was the Magic Tower Master who often opposed Bern.

The Magic Tower Master frequently rests his chin on his hand and raises the right corner of his mouth.

And the woman in the crystal ball was making exactly the same gesture.

He seemed to be using illusion magic to hide his true appearance.

"Ha...!"

"M-my lord! This isn't what I intended...!"

"I know. The situation I was worried about has actually happened."

I never thought he would pull something like this on the day of Hades' comeback show.

It was fitting for that cunning, despicable old snake.

"Hades, after your comeback show was confirmed, you entrusted your crystal ball artifact to the venue manager as soon as we arrived in this town, right?"

"T-that's...!"

"I'm not trying to scold you. You can tell me the truth."

"...As you said, it was entirely my fault. I should have kept the crystal ball with me at all times, but since it had been so long since I last broadcast, I acted carelessly."

"That couldn't be helped. At least now I understand what happened."

I briefly explained the situation to Sestia via communication magic.

Sestia, who had been considerably surprised by the sudden appearance of a newcomer named Arasia, quickly grasped the situation.

Then she took the lead in carrying out the arrest of the venue managers that I was about to request.

There must be a Magic Tower puppet among them.

"Phew...!"

"My lord, what will happen to me now...?"

"It's okay. I'll handle the current situation, so don't worry about it and just focus on your comeback performance."

"Comeback... Can I really do well? I just happened to look outside through the window. I saw some of my Suke-chans who used to praise and follow me leaving. If I make even the slightest mistake, I'll lose my precious fans to Arasia...!"

"Hades!"

"Eep!"

I shouted her name loudly and patted her shoulders.

It was to bring her back to her senses, as she had fallen into panic over this completely unexpected situation.

Looking into Hades' eyes and drawing her consciousness to me, I tapped her forehead with mine.

"You don't need to worry. Your business is also my business. No matter what happens, I'll resolve it, so you just think about what you need to do."

"My lord..."

"Do you trust me?"

"...Of course I do."

"Good, the opening has been delayed, so hurry up to the stage and apologize to your fans first."

"Understood."

With her vigor restored, Hades hurried toward the stage.

After watching her retreating figure for a moment, I looked into the crystal ball.

There was Arasia, brazenly broadcasting.

More precisely, it was the Magic Tower Master wearing the mask of Arasia...

"Your character of using any means necessary for your cause remains unchanged."

He still doesn't know that I drove a wedge between the Magic Tower and the Red Dragon.

Nevertheless, the reason the Magic Tower Master used such dirty tactics was simple.

He needed enormous funds for the war.

He probably intended to bring down Hades and take her place.

But he messed with the wrong person.

Since I stand behind Hades, the Magic Tower Master had essentially messed with me.

"If I hadn't been here, you would have driven a woman beloved by people to a terrible end."

The corners of my mouth twitched with rising exhilaration.

The current situation was insanely entertaining.

Although I had started this fight, I had been doing all the hitting until now.

And finally, the Magic Tower had managed to strike back properly.

"Excellent! This is what makes crushing someone satisfying!"
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The broadcast of Hades' return was a success.

Although it didn't become a massive hit due to the interference of a troublemaker named Arasia from the Magic Tower, the enthusiasm was still high with hundreds of thousands of Suke-chan fans in attendance.

In particular, Hades' singing ability became so famous that it overshadowed the news of Arasia's debut.

It seems they tried to change the tide by debuting to coincide with Hades' return schedule, but it was a futile attempt.

No matter how hard Arasia might try, she could never produce the same heavenly voice as Hades.

"I suppose we've put out the immediate fire."

The Magic Tower's counterattack was quite sharp.

Not only did they steal Hades' secret technique, but they also dealt a blow to her mental state.

If I hadn't gone to see her, Hades would have had the worst comeback broadcast ever.

If that had happened, many fans would have flocked to Arasia, and the Magic Tower would have solidified its position.

Fortunately, I noticed something was wrong and quickly encouraged her, avoiding the worst-case scenario.

"Sorry, I lost track of the suspect. They seem to have stolen the crystal ball and escaped to the Magic Tower already."

"Is it too late then...?"

"Still, fortunately, King Holden is a fan of Hades, so if we submit a petition and formally protest to the Magic Tower..."

"It's useless. The Magic Tower is in collusion with the Crown Prince. Even if we appeal to the royal family, it will be blocked by middle management."

"Then what are we going to do about the stolen crystal ball?"

"We obviously need to get it back. But even if we recover it, they're probably already making an identical artifact, so we probably can't stop their broadcast."

The Magic Tower is an organization that even created a Demonic Sword.

I don't think they would be unable to make a magical crystal ball, given their manufacturing abilities that rival those of dwarves.

It's safe to assume they've already started production while we're devising countermeasures.

"And don't worry about the thief who stole it and ran away. I've deployed someone who is unmatched when it comes to pursuit."

I handed over the traces left by the culprit to Chaos, leaving the aftermath to him.

I had heard that the Magic Tower was desperate to find Chaos, so I had tried not to give him tasks if possible.

However, now that they've picked a fight, it was no longer time to be picky about methods.

I had no intention of showing any mercy to the thief that Chaos would bring back.

I was planning to have Liri, the Shoggoth, directly manipulate their brain for torture and brainwashing.

Whoever they are, their life is essentially over.

"How do you plan to recover the crystal ball?"

"I'll go get it myself."

"Won't that be dangerous?"

"It's fine. I needed to go to the Magic Tower anyway because of Princess Holden Charlotte's request."

I just have one more thing to do at the Magic Tower.

No, I should correct myself—not one, but several things.

Thanks to the Magic Tower entering this industry, I now have various ways to bring them down.

"You seem quite relaxed despite the urgent situation."

"That's because it's within the range of what I can handle. If it were a truly hopeless situation, I'd be sweating bullets too."

"...Your confidence is good to see, but never let your guard down. We're dealing with the Magic Tower."

"I know. That the Magic Tower is like an iron fortress. Even the neighborhood kids would know that much."

That's precisely why my enthusiasm was boiling over.

The thrill of annihilating an organization that no one had been able to overcome and that had tormented Bern for so long.

My determination was more abundant than ever.

"I picked this fight knowing it would be difficult. I expected damages like this, and I'm prepared for even greater blows."

"So there was no safe path..."

"There's no such thing as a war without bloodshed."

Until now, things had been relatively peaceful.

Even the arson operation using Chaos was, all things considered, just child's play.

It was merely a stepping stone to give the Magic Tower head a hard time and create discord with the Red Dragon.

It wasn't the core strategy for bringing down the Magic Tower.

But from the moment I infiltrate the Magic Tower, it will no longer be a game but the beginning of war.

I'll gradually eat away at the Magic Tower from within, weakening their forces, and then crush them in one fell swoop with a full-scale war mobilizing the elves.

In that process, my life will certainly be in danger many times.

If I survive through various hardships until the end, only then will it be my victory.

"When are you planning to leave?"

"Originally, I was going to stay here for about three days before leaving, but given the situation, I should leave tomorrow."

"Are you sure you don't need more rest?"

"I'm fine. I've walked thorny paths to the point of boredom."

"Is there anything I can help with?"

"Let the others know that I've left, but do it later. I think they deserve a good rest."

"That's ridiculous. The person who worked the hardest is leaving and telling the others to rest comfortably."

"Each one of them is precious to me."

I didn't want to make their hands bloody.

Thinking about this, I seem to have the same Doormat Husband qualities as Bern.

Looks like I'm in for a tough time in my future married life.

"Is there anything else you want me to do?"

"Of course. After the vacation ends, distribute these notes to each person."

I handed Sestia the notes.

On each note, I had written the names of Rene, Rin, Marianne, Hades, and Meryl.

"What are these?"

"To put it simply, they're special directives from me."

"You even prepared that?"

"Once I enter the Magic Tower, I won't have any means of communication. So I prepared in advance."

The Magic Tower is surrounded by special barriers and manages all magic on items brought in from outside and items leaked from inside.

So if I carelessly try to send a letter and get caught, all plans will come to nothing.

I'll have to spend several months without communicating with my beloved ones.

Suddenly, military service came to mind, and my mood soured.

"Anyway, these are all important directives, so I hope you'll deliver them without fail."

"Don't worry. One failure is enough!"

Crack-!

The person who invited Hades to the port city and requested her comeback broadcast was Sestia.

And due to the Magic Tower's mole who had infiltrated the management team, Hades suffered massive losses.

The responsibility for that lay with Sestia, so unlike me who took the current situation with amusement, she seemed extremely angry.

Although she didn't show it much, the way she was grinding her molars suggested she was quite furious.

The Magic Tower's habit of unnecessarily making enemies remained the same in both the original work and now.

"Thanks for helping with Hades' comeback broadcast, and don't take this incident to heart. Just rest well and then return to Yuran."

"Wait a minute. So I just need to keep the secret and deliver the notes to your companions? Is there nothing else you want me to do?"

"No. Unless it's the Red Scale tribe, I don't plan to drag you into the war with the Magic Tower."

"Why? I've also been harmed by the Magic Tower because of this incident, so I have sufficient justification, don't I?"

Sestia's gaze sharpened.

She probably didn't like that I was excluding only her from getting revenge on the Magic Tower.

I fully understand her feelings. However, war should not be conducted with personal emotions.

"You have the position of being in charge of Yuran, right? I don't want to involve you with the Magic Tower and raise suspicions from the Red Scale."

"Then what am I supposed to do with this anger boiling inside me?"

"...I guess it can't be helped. Take it out on me."

"Are you sure you won't regret saying that?"

"Of course."

I can take a few punches.

For the greater cause, I could be a punching bag anytime.

I stretched both arms out to the sides, taking a posture of non-resistance, telling her to go ahead.

Then Sestia approached me with an evil smile.

Just as I was about to dull my sense of pain with magic—

"Whoa?!"

Sestia pushed me down, toppling me onto the sofa.

As I lay flat on the floor, she straddled me and looked down at me.

"As it happens, besides the Magic Tower head, I had one more target for revenge. The playboy who took my first time and arbitrarily tainted my first experience with pleasure."

"W-wait a minute! Weren't you just going to hit me a few times and be done with it?"

"Oh my, I never said I was going to hit you, did I?"

Then Sestia caressed my groin and smiled viciously.

"You'd better prepare yourself. My revenge won't be easy."

"Ugh...!"

In my relationship with Sestia, I had always taken the lead, but this time, the tables had turned.

She acted boldly as usual, making the momentum and flow her own.

On the other hand, since I had given my word, I couldn't strongly resist, so I had no choice but to submit helplessly.

To restrain me more firmly, Sestia tied my hands with a rope made of water.

"Hehehe! I won't let you sleep tonight... is what I'd like to say, but I'll give up."

"Huh? You're letting me off?"

"That wasn't my intention. But this time, I think I should hand you over to someone else. After all, this was largely my fault. So come out now!"

After looking down at me arrogantly, Sestia suddenly turned to face forward and shouted.

I also raised my head to look in the direction of her gaze.

Then I saw red horns fidgeting behind the wall.

Realizing she'd been caught, Hades walked out sheepishly.

"I-I absolutely had no intention of peeping..."

"You don't need to make excuses. I know you have feelings for this guy too."

"Ugh...!"

"So today, I'll transfer my revenge to you."

"What?"

"I'm saying you should take my place and devour this guy."

"WHAT?!"

Sestia's words meant she was appointing Hades as her substitute.

In other words, if things continued like this, Hades would end up being intimate with me.

No matter what, there's no way an inexperienced girl like her would accept if told to just go ahead and devour someone...

"You don't want to?"

"I'd love to! Thank you, I'll enjoy it thoroughly!"

Oh, she would?
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Sestia passed the baton to Hades and left.

She even used magic to lock the door so that no one could interfere.

The unlocking condition was the climax of those inside—essentially creating a room that couldn't be exited unless they had sex.

Inside this sealed room with such extreme conditions, a man and woman were trapped, with Bern's wrists bound by streams of water.

Despite being in a position to do whatever she wanted with him, Hades deliberately used a Dispel spell to release his restraints.

"What? You're just freeing me?"

"Couldn't my lord have broken free by himself anyway?"

"That's true, but I had resolved to accept whatever treatment came my way, so I wasn't planning to free myself."

"But your expression was clearly showing how uncomfortable you were."

"How would you know that?"

"Well, I've been watching my lord for a long ti—I mean, since I decided to serve you, I should be able to read your feelings from your expressions right away!"

"How capable of you."

Though he praised her with words, Bern looked at Hades with suspicious eyes.

He realized from her fumbled speech that she had been monitoring him.

Nevertheless, he deliberately avoided mentioning it.

Thinking that Hades, who had gone through difficult times, might become more depressed, he chose his words carefully.

Noticing this small consideration again, Hades trembled with a chilling pleasure.

*My lord...♡*

Afterward, the two spent time organizing their individual thoughts without speaking.

*She may look like a beautiful girl on the outside, but inside she's a lich. I'm not into necrophilia, so can I really embrace someone who's dead...?*

*I would be happy if my lord embraced me, but I'm not sure if it's right. All the women my lord has dated were living beings. I worry he might feel repulsed by embracing me.*

Bern hesitated as he reflected on his sexual identity, while Hades seriously contemplated his feelings, trying to understand his hesitation.

Their concerns deepened over what would be a historically unprecedented mating between human and undead.

It seemed they would rack their brains for a long time, but soon Bern made a decision, squeezing his eyes shut.

*Fine, let's just do it! She said that even though she's undead, her physical body is identical to a living girl's, so it shouldn't be dangerous.*

Zombies and similar undead generally possess what's called ptomaine, a death poison.

This harmful substance was why one shouldn't carelessly handle corpses.

Knowing this bit of trivia, Bern naturally hesitated about relations with Hades.

Even with confidence she wouldn't harm him, he couldn't readily take action.

Now tired of such an attitude, Bern had finally made his decision.

"Hades!"

"Y-yes!"

"You probably already know this, but I've been keeping my distance from you until now. You'd have to be oblivious not to notice, given how I'd react with shock whenever you appeared before me."

"...Yes."

"It couldn't be helped. Our first meeting was as enemies, and moreover, you didn't have the pretty appearance you do now. It was absurd—overnight you became a beautiful girl acting all cute."

While she had shown a merciless and cruel side when she was a lich, as Hades she put on airs and spoke in a coquettish voice to people.

Someone who didn't know Hades's true form might have fallen for it, but for Bern, who had already taken the red pill, it only created antipathy.

"I understand."

"My not watching your broadcast was partly because I was busy, but more because it was uncomfortable to see."

"That's completely understandable..."

Hades nodded in acknowledgment.

However, darkness fell over her complexion.

Even if she intellectually understood Bern's true feelings, they were too harsh for her heart to accept.

Just as artificial tears began to well up in Hades's eyes:

"But your loyalty was genuine."

"Ah..."

"Being as perceptive as you are, you must have known how much I disliked you in that girl's body. Yet the reason you insisted on keeping that form was probably for my sake. Throughout our journey, my funds were constantly depleted, and you always made sure my purse wasn't empty."

"..."

"I know troll blood is a research material that's hard to obtain for a magician. Yet you gave it to me instead of keeping it because you didn't want me to get hurt, right?"

Hades still said nothing, just nodding and lowering her head deeply.

So her emotions wouldn't be discovered.

The tears that had been welling up didn't recede but changed in nature.

Not from sadness but joy—emotions directed toward her lord who recognized her efforts.

"Even after that, I continued to use you without properly thanking you. I even gave you the excessive order to seduce a man you weren't interested in and spend the night with him. Yet you followed my orders to the end without any complaints."

"Ah...!"

Bern's hand touched Hades's cheek.

His thumb wiped away the moisture around her eyes.

Bern had known all along that she was on the verge of tears.

He could have pretended not to notice, but there were too many tears welling up.

Even if the tears were artificially created, the act of shedding them came from Hades's heart.

It was an action born from his decision to no longer ignore but fully accept her feelings.

"Thank you. I should have said it earlier, but I'm late."

"Not at all! I didn't work hard to receive thanks from my lord...! Ah! These tears, they're, um...!"

Hades's mind went blank at the completely unexpected situation.

She didn't want to burden the person to whom she had devoted her loyalty and heart for life.

With that in mind, she tried to say he didn't need to worry, then tried to explain the meaning of her tears.

She should have organized her thoughts one by one, but as emotions welled up, Hades couldn't maintain her usual composure.

As a result, she ended up like a malfunctioning robot, going back and forth.

"Pfft!"

Watching Hades, Bern couldn't hold back and burst into laughter.

Her flustered appearance was like that of a young girl—this must be the real Hades, not a fabricated persona.

She didn't seem like a demi-lich at all, and Bern genuinely found her cute.

He felt sorry for having avoided her until now.

"Hades."

"Yes, my lord!"

"I'm sorry to say this, but I consider this just one step. Until now, there was a wall between us, and now I've taken one step toward you by breaking down that wall."

"Yes."

"I'm confident I won't avoid you anymore, but if you ask if I love you, I think that's still far off."

"That's fine. Even if it takes hundreds of years, I will definitely earn your affection!"

"Hundreds of years? I might die before then."

"T-then I'll find the secret to immortality before that!"

"Alright, I'll look forward to it."

Smiling benevolently, Bern removed his hand from Hades's cheek.

As the warm sensation that had lingered on her cheek disappeared, Hades made a sound tinged with regret.

It's okay. After all, hadn't her lord finally come to look at her?

Considering it tremendous progress, Hades clenched her fist.

She believed without doubt that if she continued to work hard like this, the day would come when she would be united with her lord.

However, that was a huge misunderstanding.

"My lord! Then I'll take my leave—mmph?!"

Without warning, Bern pulled Hades's body close and pressed his lips against hers.

Hades was startled, and her pupils couldn't find their focus.

What on earth is happening? I thought this was the end, so why is my lord kissing me?

Such questions swirled in her head, creating confusion.

"Haah! M-my lord? Why are you giving me such a reward...?"

"Hmm? Now that I've revealed my inner feelings, we should join our bodies."

"Eh?! But didn't you just say you don't love me yet?"

"I did."

"I heard that for humans, mating is an act done between people who like each other."

"You're more innocent than you look. What you said isn't wrong, but I don't think it's necessarily always the case."

"What?"

"The emotional connection is most important, but physical compatibility matters too. If you want to be in love, shouldn't there be a guarantee that you can satisfy each other?"

It might be sophistry to some, but Hades definitely felt there was logic to it.

She had heard from a fellow lich that love can also be created through mating.

"And let's assume I can't satisfy you, and you get to taste another man. Then you might leave my side, right?"

"I would never do that! Please believe me!"

"I'm not trying to doubt your feelings. I'm just anxious, and I want to use this opportunity to find out for sure about our physical compatibility."

"If that's the reason, I understand."

Whatever the reason, she could be with the lord she adored.

Cherishing this fact, Hades began to remove her clothes one layer at a time.

Though she was flustered by the faster-than-expected union, it was undeniably good news.

With an excited heart, Hades became completely unclothed.

Looking at her, Bern smiled gently and said:

"Good! Now Hades, would you show me your armpits?"

"What?"

Confusion once again visited Hades's mind.

Ch.201 - Side Story: Bone Corruption
"Armpits...?"

"Yes."

"If it's not too impertinent, may I ask why?"

Hades had often watched Bern's daily routine through her crystal ball.

Though it went against her ethical principles, she occasionally observed their intimate moments in bed.

She carefully noted her lord's preferences, taking detailed notes on anything that might be useful later.

Based on that collected data, she had even created a new body, but now he mentioned a completely unexpected part.

And not even on her new body, but on her slim old form.

"Actually, I saw you stretching after finishing a fan signing event before. My eyes happened to wander toward your armpit area and..."

Bern scratched his cheek and laughed awkwardly.

He paused mid-sentence, showing hesitation, but soon confessed the truth.

"I don't know if it was because it was summer, but your sweat-soaked armpit looked quite... erotic."

"I-is that so!"

Normally, she should have been delighted by Bern's compliment, her lips curling upward in joy.

But embarrassment overwhelmed happiness, and Hades' face turned bright red.

Being praised for a part she had never even considered seemed to add to her embarrassment.

The atmosphere grew awkward because of a mere armpit.

However, Hades, who would do anything for the person she adored, gently raised her arm.

"Ohhh...!"

Bern couldn't help but exclaim in admiration at Hades' armpit, which was smooth and hairless.

The slight redness from embarrassment added a perfect touch to her armpit.

The two distinct folds in the hollow of her armpit were so clearly visible that one might almost call it an "armpit-pussy" - an armpit resembling a vagina.

Even though it was an artificial body, Bern approached this mysterious wonder of the human form without feeling any disconnect.

He was deeply focused on Hades' armpit.

Meanwhile, Hades trembled slightly at the feeling of Bern's breath on her armpit.

Her blush grew even deeper.

"Hyah!! M-my lord?!"

"Ah, sorry. Looking at it, I suddenly wondered what it might taste like."

Bern suddenly licked Hades' armpit, causing her to let out a sensual moan.

If she had blocked her sensations, this wouldn't have happened, but Hades had synchronized her senses with her artificial body because she wanted to be closer to Bern.

This meant every cellular sensation flowed directly to her brain.

*How does this work? My lord merely licked me, but it felt like being struck by lightning magic while naked! What is this human body?*

During her lifetime, Hades had focused solely on magic, showing no interest in other knowledge.

But after meeting Bern, she hurriedly began learning about human bodies and culture.

However, book knowledge had its limits, and experiencing something directly was completely different.

Especially the stimulation of her armpit was entirely uncharted territory for Hades.

"M-my lord. How is my armpit?"

"A bit salty? Nothing special besides that."

"I see..."

Hades inwardly regretted that the part he had complimented wasn't that impressive after all.

If she had known, she would have put more effort into crafting her armpits.

But her regret was short-lived as Bern's next words made her blush again.

"The taste might be ordinary, but the texture was excellent. Soft yet strangely chewy, not unlike pussy flesh."

"Hauu...!"

"So I was wondering if I could use it like a real pussy?"

"O-of course you can!"

Bern lowered his pants and took out his ready member.

Seeing in person the "holy sword" she had only witnessed through her crystal ball, Hades unconsciously gulped.

She was speechless at the sight of his magnificent, beautifully curved erection.

*The pressure emanating from my lord's cock is so overwhelming...!*

She thought that even if a Demon King were standing nearby, they would be relegated to a mere bystander compared to this.

Hades revealed her greed as she kept swallowing her continuously secreting saliva.

Unfortunately, the place where Bern's cock would be thrust was not her mouth, which was now slick with saliva.

"Here I go! Hup!"

"Kuhng!"

Bern moved behind Hades and thrust his cock into her armpit from behind.

Her armpit couldn't accommodate his size, so the glans and part of his shaft protruded visibly.

"This feels exquisitely good."

"Ngh!"

With his cock pressed against her armpit, Bern slowly moved his hips.

His cock went in and out like a mole, rubbing against her armpit.

The prominent glans repeatedly pressed against Hades' upper chest as it emerged.

Though an unfamiliar sight, it wrapped Hades in a strange ecstasy that made her body tremble.

*To think the part chosen by my lord would be this place...*

She had kept her mouth, pussy, and anus—every possible hole—clean and ready for use at any time.

Yet ironically, it was her armpit being used now.

She should have felt conflicted, but the friction heat against her sensitive armpit felt good.

"Ngh...! Hahng! Mmm...! Haahm...♡"

"Kuk!"

Hades found the peeking tip of his cock adorable.

Eventually, she lowered her head and gently took the tip into her mouth.

Bern temporarily stopped moving his hips at the sticky, bumpy sensation transmitted from his glans.

He smiled lewdly at the sight of the girl who had somehow attached herself to his cock, licking and sucking it deliciously.

*She couldn't resist after all.*

He wanted to let her suck to her heart's content, but it didn't align with his intentions.

Complete domination. Bern wanted to imprint on Hades so she would serve no one but him.

However, the current situation was merely Hades servicing him, so Bern pulled his hips back.

"M-my lord?"

"Who said you could lick it as you please?"

"Ah...! I-I'm sorry!"

"I'll have to punish you."

"What...? Kyah?!"

Bern thrust his hand between Hades' armpits, which were now slick with pre-cum.

Then he lifted her small frame and pressed her against his body.

Startled by being suddenly lifted, Hades flailed about.

"Oh? Are you resisting now?"

"That wasn't my intention...!"

"It seems you need additional punishment."

Hades looked down at herself.

Water was dripping from her pussy, which had become wet while she was sucking Bern's cock.

However, the drops didn't reach the floor but instead moistened his erect cock below.

Meanwhile, Bern's cock was pointing toward Hades' pussy opening.

She could envision a future where her abdomen would be penetrated by his magnificent member the moment he let go.

"...My lord? N-no, right?"

"Well, I have no idea what you're talking about!"

"Unghok!!"

With that exclamation, Bern lowered Hades' body and forcefully thrust his cock inside her.

Momentarily, Hades' abdomen bulged in the shape of his cock.

The size of the holy sword was too much for her small body to handle.

With just one insertion, Hades ejaculated her love juices and reached a magnificent climax.

"Ohk...! Kuhwik! Ngh..!"

"You came spectacularly. But we're not done yet."

"Kuhng?!"

Squelch-! Squelch-! Squelch-! Squelch-! Squelch-! Squelch-!

Bern thrust his hips as if refusing to give her time to savor the afterglow of her climax.

Before she could recover from one wave of pleasure, another overtook Hades.

"Hikk...! Hng...! Ahng...! Haaang!!"

"I thought undead would be insensitive, but you're much more sensitive than other women."

"Ahwik!!"

Hades couldn't even respond to Bern's words, continuously letting out sensual moans.

His hard, sturdy cock stirred her insides vigorously, making her mind hazy.

The thrusting, enhanced by gravity, allowed Hades nothing but crying out in pleasure.

"Ahng...! Hahng...!"

"Ngh! Ngh! Ngh! Hnnng!!"

"Unghot! Hugk! Kuhang!!"

Squelch squelch...! Squelch squelch-! Pahng-! Pahng-!

Hades' love juices poured out continuously under Bern's technique of thrusting at varied speeds.

The pleasure was so vast she couldn't maintain her sanity.

Nevertheless, she managed to squeeze out words.

"M-my lord...! Hahng! Ngh! P-please let me see... hng! Your face!"

"...Alright, I'll grant you that much."

"Ahng! Kuhng!!"

Bern turned Hades' body while keeping his cock inside her so they could face each other.

Her joy at having her wish granted was short-lived.

Bern pressed her back against the wall, then placed his hands on the wall and thrust his cock deeply.

Pushuut-!

As his glans tried to penetrate her cervix and push deeper inside, Hades threw her head back and climaxed magnificently.

Yet Bern didn't stop, instead increasing the speed of his thrusts.

"M-my looord...! Stop...! Please stop...!"

"Bear with it, I haven't come yet."

"I-I can't...! Kuhng! I'll go crazy...! I'll really go craaazy...!"

"Then go crazy."

Chibup chibup chibup-!

Even after her climax, Bern's cock relentlessly pierced and widened Hades' narrow vaginal walls.

Due to the fast tempo, their bodily fluids formed white foam, and Hades' once cold pussy was turning red hot.

"Ahng! Ahng! Ahng! Huot♡ Kuhng!"

Hades' eyes glazed over from the overwhelming pleasure.

Her pupils, which had been focused on Bern, gradually lost their focus.

Her tongue, having nowhere to go, dripped saliva like a dog's.

It was an incredibly vulgar sight, unbecoming of a dignified lich.

This scene was created by just one man's cock.

"Hng...! Hahng...! Hnng! Good! I don't care what happens anymoooore...!"

"You like my cock that much?"

"Yehes...♡ My looord's coock...! It's so gooood...!!"

"You've become honest. Then shall I give you a reward now?"

"Please...! My lord's reward...♡ I want it! I want iiit!!"

"Then make sure you don't spill a drop!"

"Huaaaang!!"

Byururut-!

Bern's cock, which had penetrated into her womb, released thick semen.

The white fluid filled her wide womb and began to overflow.

When he pulled his cock out of Hades' writhing body, it began to pour out of her reddened pussy opening.

"I told you not to spill any, but you did?"

"I-I'm sorryyy...♡ Please punish me with your cock in my pussy...♡"

Her pussy continued to twitch and leak fluids.

Even while still climaxing, she spread her pussy wide open.

It meant she liked Bern's method of thrusting hard without caring that she was in the midst of an orgasm.

Bern raised the corners of his mouth again.

"Time for punishment again."

"Ah...♡"

And so the once cruel lich gradually became a bitch who craved her master's punishment.
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I finished my long vacation.

Originally, I had planned to sneak away to the Magic Tower after Hades' return broadcast.

But somehow everyone, led by Rene, clung to me and prevented me from leaving.

In the end, I spent the last day with my beloved partners and fell into deep contemplation.

*Strange, my handsome friend told me the more women the better.*

[Have you never heard the phrase "too much of a good thing"?]

It started with Rene and Rin's seduction.

How could I reject them when they were clinging to me saying they liked me?

So I spent day and night satisfying them, and just when I thought I could finally escape...

*A new challenger appeared.*

[Tsk, tsk, I told you to quit while you were ahead.]

I heard the sound of a sheep bleating from beyond the door.

It was Meryl, who had been peeking the whole time, startled by the bold appearance of Sestia.

Sestia flung open the door and fiercely insisted that she and Meryl should join in, so I had to go for a second round.

And so the end of my vacation was nearly whitewashed.

Feeling completely drained to the last drop, I could only stare at the distant sky.

Until someone knocked on the door.

"Good, you're still here."

Without me saying anything, Sestia threw the door open and walked in.

I couldn't help but smile casually at her forwardness.

"What's up?"

"I have something to give you before you leave for the Magic Tower tomorrow."

Sestia pulled out a bundle of parchments from her bosom and waved them.

She tossed one parchment to me as if telling me to check it, so I mindlessly unfolded it and looked at the contents.

Surprisingly, the parchment contained a structural diagram of the Magic Tower.

"...Where did you get this?"

"Alvastro. Of course, I paid them generously for their silence, so don't worry."

"What if it's false information?"

"From the way you're asking, you must not know. Their headquarters is right under the underground waterway of Yuran. If they provided false information, it would mean they're prepared to fight me."

Sestia narrowed her eyes and lowered her voice.

She had become even more vicious since being wronged by the Magic Tower.

Her determination to show no mercy to her enemies was clearly visible.

Whoever ends up crossing Sestia in the future, I hope they blame the Magic Tower.

"Thanks, I'll put this information to good use."

"Of course you should! While we're at it, should I provide some bombs to collapse the Magic Tower?"

"I don't want to end up in prison right at the entrance, so keep the bombs."

"With your storage magic, couldn't you pass through safely?"

"Actually, I send things to a subspace, so I never store any flammable materials. If something explodes inside, it might damage all the precious items I've been keeping."

"Tch! Then there's nothing to be done."

How deep is your hatred for the Magic Tower?

Well, it makes sense that she's furious to the top of her head since she, who had never been bested by anyone in her life, was hit hard from behind.

At least I fought her face to face.

So even though I lost, I could accept defeat cleanly, but in the case of the Magic Tower, they just hit her from behind and ran away.

Being defeated in such a cowardly manner, she couldn't help but be angry.

*They should have faced Sestia directly and fought fair like I did.*

[What are you talking about? Weren't you doing Sestia from behind just yesterday?]

*Hey! Not "doing" but "fighting"!*

Prahf's misunderstanding momentarily made my head spin.

It's fortunate that only I can communicate with him. If anyone else had heard, I wouldn't be able to hold my head up.

I seriously began to consider whether I should set my sword aside during intimate moments.

"What's wrong? Are you unsatisfied with the information I gave you?"

"Huh? No, not at all."

"Then why are you frowning?"

"Well, I might have overdone it last night, so my lower back hurts a bit..."

"Sigh... You really are an idiot."

Sestia heaved a deep sigh and dumped all the parchments on me.

Then, as if her business was done, she turned around and headed for the door.

Before the door closed completely, I heard Sestia's whisper through the narrow gap.

"I'll call a healer, so take care of yourself."

Click!

Despite calling me an idiot to my face, she was still trying to take care of me behind the scenes.

The previously tense atmosphere became warm thanks to Sestia's tsundere behavior as she left.

Her usual aloof manner while secretly worrying about me and trying to take care of me was incredibly cute.

If she ever shyly confesses her true feelings for me, would I die of cardiac arrest?

I couldn't help but smile.

*The back pain was just an excuse.*

Grinning, I tossed the parchments into my storage space.

There was so much information that Sestia had provided that it would be difficult to memorize it all at once.

I'd have to read it bit by bit in the carriage and carefully absorb the preliminary information.

"But maybe I should read this one in advance."

Before putting away the last parchment, I paused when I saw the writing on the scroll.

[Personal Information on Magic Tower Lord Hali Wordrie]

I already knew a lot about the Tower Lord, but that made me even more curious.

What was he like from the perspective of the people who actually lived with him?

I wanted to know if he was the same as the Tower Lord I knew, so I unfolded the parchment and read the contents.

[At the age of 5, he learned lightning magic through the eccentric act of placing a Thunderbird's feather against his genitals.]

I was starting to regret my decision to go to the Magic Tower.

***

Peil, the floating city of magicians, by magicians, and for magicians.

It was the pride of the Tower Lord and considered the holy land of magicians, with all buildings except the Magic Tower floating in the air.

While floating buildings might seem inconvenient, the magicians in the city freely flew around on magical flying devices.

In other words, they experienced no inconvenience in their daily lives.

*It's not to my liking, but it's certainly a spectacular sight.*

Before entering the city, I climbed a nearby mountain to observe the interior of Peil.

And I momentarily lost myself in the unfamiliar sight.

Anyone would be delighted imagining themselves flying freely within the city.

But I wasn't excited. My purpose wasn't to fly freely but to collapse the Magic Tower.

I turned my head to look at the tower in the center of the city.

The Magic Tower stood firmly as if piercing the sky.

They say it used to reach the clouds until recently, but now part of the top floor was cut off.

It seemed that the essence of mist and Ignite's flames that I sent through Chaos had done their job well.

If not for that, the Tower's prestige would have been much greater than it is now.

I was glad that we managed to break their momentum before the Tower could grow even larger.

*...This time I'll tear it out by the roots.*

I went down the mountain, gathering my resolve before infiltrating.

When I reached the entrance of the city...

Two wands made of oak were pointed at my neck.

"A new face. State your identity, stranger."

"Haha! Nice to meet you, I'm this kind of person."

I took out the letter of recommendation that Charlotte had written for me and thrust it toward the gatekeepers.

"A recommendation from the Holden royal family?! Excuse our rudeness! Right away... Ah, it's from the princess's side. Your identity is confirmed, you may enter."

The gatekeeper who had warmly welcomed me suddenly threw the recommendation letter back curtly after reading a bit of its contents.

I caught the fluttering letter in mid-air and gave a bitter smile.

It meant that Charlotte's standing within the Magic Tower was only this much.

The crown prince who had unofficially declared his support for the Magic Tower.

On the other hand, Charlotte who had postponed her answer saying she would consider the Tower's proposal.

Which of the two would the residents of Peil, including the Magic Tower, prefer?

The answer was so obvious that even asking the question would seem stupid.

*Still, it's a recommendation letter written by a princess of a country, yet they openly disrespect it like this...*

It seems the saying that the Tower Lord is the king within Peil is true.

I wanted to immediately destroy the social structure of Peil created by that cunning old man, but I held back for now.

In the not-too-distant future, this city would be burning anyway.

I deliberately erased my smile as I entered the city.

As soon as I set foot in the city, abundant mana flowed into my body.

It truly deserved to be called the city of magicians.

"Let's see. The research institute I was assigned to should be around here?"

I could have flown around to find it, but for some reason, I wanted to walk around on foot.

As I walked, I could feel the gazes of people flying overhead.

But I completely ignored all the stares and continued straight toward the research institute.

"I've arrived."

[Institute for Applied Magic]

A building that looked dilapidated from the outside.

As expected, they wouldn't assign a proper place to someone who came with Charlotte's recommendation.

But it doesn't matter. My grand plan is about to begin here.
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The research lab I was assigned to was in the most remote area of Feil.

It was close to the smelly sewers, so the exterior was covered with mold, moss, and vines.

Inside, there was a musty smell along with masses of rats hiding everywhere, and the facilities were so deteriorated that not a single instrument remained unrusted.

It might as well have been an abandoned building.

"This is terrible."

"Indeed, they're genuinely discriminating against and mistreating people."

If Princess Charlotte had sent one of her closest aides here, she might have been furious and thrown a fit.

After all, they had assigned someone who should have been treated as an honored guest—a royal family's confidant—to such a dilapidated place.

"I suppose this is only possible because it's the Magic Tower."

The Magic Tower acted as if the Holden royal family's power meant nothing to them.

Their arrogance was astounding; among the Magic Tower Master's ambitions was the creation of ultimate magic that no one could rival.

Yet they had so many weaknesses that they collapsed instantly when faced with the Demon King.

Even considering that the Demon King was the final boss of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," it was shocking how the self-proclaimed strongest Magic Tower couldn't even last three days before being destroyed.

"The Demon King's speech at that time was masterful..."

"Watch your words. If someone heard you, they might think you're a follower of the Demon King."

The Magic Tower Master pathetically begging for his life while the Demon King looked down on him with contempt.

When the Demon King said the Magic Tower Master wasn't even worth using as a Demi-lich, I felt so satisfied.

Though it was a shame that it was the Demon King, not Bern, who brought down the Magic Tower.

"A follower of the Demon King... That's not entirely wrong."

"Hmm? Didn't you angrily tell me you didn't want to become a Demon King?"

"That's because I didn't want to become everyone's enemy. I have no ill feelings toward the current Demon King."

I actually rather liked her.

Her appearance, which I'd seen in illustrations, was so beautiful it was a shame she was a villain, and her personality was quite dignified too.

She had the intelligence befitting the ruler of demon-kind, carefully planning her actions and easily thwarting human strategies.

She also possessed the strength to drive the protagonist, Kang Jun-hyeok, into deadly situations.

Though she was ultimately defeated and killed due to the protagonist's plot armor, she was undeniably a charming character.

If I were Kang Jun-hyeok, I might have tried hard to court her and make her mine.

*But that would require enough power to overwhelm even the Demon King.*

Difficult, but not impossible with Kang Jun-hyeok's body, which had no growth limit.

Of course, even I, who had now surpassed the original Bern, could do it if I became a bit stronger.

But that was still a distant story, so I decided to move on.

"Anyway, what do you plan to do with this research lab? You're not seriously planning to work in this garbage dump, are you?"

"Of course I'm going to tear it all down and rebuild. It'll take some time, but I'll improve it step by step."

The Magic Tower was a meritocracy, except for the Magic Tower Master whom they worshipped like a god.

They would bow to talented individuals who showed clear results.

It's distasteful to do good work for the Magic Tower, but I plan to build trust through achievements and then betray them spectacularly.

The first step is remodeling the research lab.

"Let's just finish cleaning up quickly and head back today."

The lab's condition was so terrible that I didn't know where to start.

There wasn't a single useful part to be found.

Therefore, I planned to throw away all the miscellaneous items inside.

The furniture and magical tools were all rusted or decayed beyond use.

Nothing would be more foolish than trying to repair and reuse them.

"Won't that be wasteful?"

"Not at all! What's needed for magical application is imagination, not auxiliary magical tools."

I used telekinesis to gather everything from inside the lab.

For items too large to move, I shot sword ki from my bare hands to cut them into small pieces.

Then I formed all the gathered equipment into a sphere and burned it with high-temperature flames without hesitation.

For items that wouldn't burn, I froze them afterward and shattered them into powder.

In just a few seconds, I cleared away all the useless junk that had been taking up space.

"I've always missed having computers, but this has its advantages."

It was a moment that made me freshly appreciate that science and magic each have their own strengths and weaknesses.

Thanks to magic, I'd already completed a third of the remodeling work without much effort.

The remaining tasks were removing the mold and grime from the lab's exterior and interior walls, and creating a suitable internal environment.

"This should be easy too."

I cut away all the vines using wind magic, and made the walls pristine white by spraying high-pressure water.

I sealed off the pungent odor rising from the sewers with a counter-wind magic circle.

The rats that had been illegally residing in the lab were forcibly evicted by Chaos.

As the lab director, I planned to allow only myself and the undead mages I created to use this place from now on, with no other living beings permitted.

"Wang!"

"Looks like you're already done. Good job."

"Waung!"

Chaos, with his excellent senses, had found and chased away all the hiding rats.

I patted Chaos's head as he watched the rats fleeing into the sewers.

It wasn't a big task, so I didn't stroke him, but Chaos seemed pleased with this reward and was grinning broadly.

"Now it's starting to feel like a place where people can actually live. What do you plan to fill the empty space with?"

"I'll stop by a furniture store on the way back to the dormitory and place a bulk order."

"Using the Magic Tower's funds?"

"No, since I disposed of the furniture at my discretion, I'll cover the necessary items with my own money."

"That's unlike you as a contractor. You usually never allow yourself to take a loss."

"The Magic Tower recently suffered massive financial losses. They're hardly going to provide funding to someone they see as a thorn in their side."

Until I gain recognition for my achievements and become a famous figure in Feil, I can't make any demands of the Magic Tower.

Having infiltrated enemy territory with a false identity, I must overcome numerous obstacles on my own.

That way, I can demand greater compensation from the Magic Tower later.

"That's it for today. I'll start the full operation of the research lab tomorrow."

I finished the remodeling work in less than two hours.
It might be a bit early to return to the dormitory, but since it was our memorable first day, I decided to leave early with Prah.

"By the way, contractor."

"Yes?"

"Seeing your magical application skills, I believe application methods are very important, so why is the Magic Tower's research lab in such a state?"

"Ah, that's because of the Magic Tower Master."

"Does the Magic Tower Master despise different ways of applying magic?"

"Not exactly. The mages of Feil tend to use magic in the same way as the Magic Tower Master. Application methods other than those adopted by the Magic Tower Master are naturally dismissed."

A magician should have strong personal convictions. They should create their own magic and pursue their dreams.

However, the Magic Tower's mages continued their diligent efforts within the framework set by the Magic Tower Master.

Not realizing that they needed to break that framework to truly become stronger.

*In the original story, the mages only started to grow stronger after the Magic Tower was destroyed by the Demon King.*

I gave a bittersweet smile, finding it both sad and deserved.

I wondered what the future would hold for these mages because of my influence.

"Hmm, I'm curious about how the Magic Tower Master uses magic."

"I'm curious about that too."

The Magic Tower Master's magic appears occasionally in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," but there are no scenes where he directly uses magic himself.

Even in his final appearance, we only see him begging for his life after being defeated by the Demon King, with no description of the fight.

That made me even more curious.

"Come to think of it, they said the Magic Tower Master was at least 8th rank, so it's surprising that the Demon King said he wasn't even worth turning into a lich."

"There might be another reason."

"You think so?"

Suddenly, I recalled the Magic Tower Master's personal information that I had seen recently.

At age five, he awakened his lightning magic by placing a Thunder Bird's feather against his genitals.

Surely he doesn't cast spells with his crotch instead of a staff?

"Puhaha!"

I burst into laughter involuntarily at the absurd image.

No way would someone called the pinnacle of magicians do something so vulgar, right?

***

In the Magic Tower Master's private room filled with heat.

Inside, a mature woman was enthusiastically acting cute in front of a glowing crystal ball.

Her devoted performance was admirable, but only briefly.

As soon as the crystal ball's light faded, the woman waving her hand transformed into an elderly man.

"Whew...!"

"Good work with the broadcast, Magic Tower Master!"

"...How much income did we make today?"

"Even though it's only the second day, donations have exceeded a thousand gold! At this rate, we should be able to recover from our financial difficulties soon!"

"Tsk! Not bad, but we need much more funding. I can't be satisfied with just that."

"I'll tell the broadcast planning department to prepare more innovative content."

"Good, and during today's broadcast, the illusion magic almost broke. So prepare a large amount of Viagra for tomorrow."

"B-but that would affect your health, Magic Tower Master..."

"The future of the Magic Tower is more important than my health! Are you thinking of disobeying my orders right now?"

"N-no! I'll prepare it right away!"

"Tch! Be careful not to talk back to me in the future."

"I'll keep that in mind!"

Despite being severely scolded by the Magic Tower Master, the female secretary's eyes were shining.

To her, the Magic Tower Master's efforts for the future of the Magic Tower appeared brilliant.

And so, the secretary once again firmly resolved to follow the Magic Tower Master sincerely.

She could only be described as a fanatic for making such a decision while knowing the true source of the Magic Tower Master's magic.
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In the Feil Magic Tower, there were a total of six organizations, each led by distinguished mages serving as Archmages in their respective fields.

<Magic Tool Creation>, <New Magic Development>, <Feil Legal Institution>, <Feil and Magic Tower Maintenance>, <Diplomacy and Dispatch>, and <Magic Application Research>.

These six institutions were established by the founding Tower Master who considered them essential.

The first Tower Master assigned each of his six disciples to oversee one organization, and all but one have continued to this day.

To ensure the founding Tower Master's will would be carried on through the ages, the heads of each department gathered weekly for meetings.

The day after Bern arrived in Feil, five Archmages were gathered in the conference room inside the Magic Tower.

"Yesterday, it seems a new Archmage arrived in Feil."

"Huh? What nonsense is that? Weren't we five supposed to be all the Archmages?"

"Ugh! You idiot. Did you forget that the Magic Tower originally had six organizations?"

"Who are you calling an idiot, shorty!"

"What did you just say?!"

"Now, now, both of you calm down!"

"Yaaawn~! Making such a fuss over nothing."

The woman who had been regally seated while delivering the news had a face as cold as ice.

Her name was Aisha Brunhild, head of the Magic Development Department.

Despite the argument breaking out beside her, she remained indifferent, sipping her iced coffee with an expression so frigid it seemed her emotions were frozen as well.

Next was a young man with a wide-open chest, narrow eyes, and a sharp nose.

Despite his casual appearance, he was Jack Colden, responsible for the Magic Tower's diplomacy and personnel dispatch.

Ironically, the girl arguing heatedly with Jack was actually a lady who had passed thirty this year.

Though youthful in appearance, she was known far and wide as a capable administrator who had consistently managed the city and Magic Tower's internal affairs.

Despite her stubborn personality, she possessed the pretty name of Arin.

The large man trying to break up the fight between the two Archmages was in charge of Feil's Legal Institution.

He also commanded the security forces that maintained peace within the city, just as he was mediating this argument now.

With a height exceeding 2.5 meters, unusual for a mage, he was famous for stopping fights before they even began, earning him the nickname "Frieden the Iron Fortress."

Finally, the man who appeared completely unmotivated and was lazily yawning was Slurph Kawin.

Though rarely serious about anything, he was known for showing craftsman-like concentration when it came to magic tools.

In particular, he had made significant contributions to the Tower Master's demonic sword creation, making him one of the Tower Master's favorites.

Aisha, Jack, Arin, Frieden, and Kawin.

These five Archmages wielded strong influence in Feil.

Though they occasionally bickered like now, the Magic Tower functioned properly largely thanks to them.

It was before these famous individuals that the newly appointed Bern made his appearance.

"Wow! This place is as splendid as one would expect for the regular meeting place of Archmages."

Bern casually opened the door and entered, looking around and admiring the interior decorations with complete nonchalance despite being late. He was as slick as an eel.

"""""......"""""

The previously noisy atmosphere quieted down as all the Archmages turned to look at Bern.

Had he been someone insignificant, Jack or Arin would have immediately scolded him and told him to leave.

Yet they remained silent because of the amount of mana Bern was deliberately releasing.

'Quite an accomplished individual. Mana with a chilling sensation that makes my skin crawl... interesting that he's a mage of the same element as me.'

'Tch! So he's not someone who received the royal family's recommendation for nothing.'

'Argh! With this atmosphere, I can't even scold him for being late...!'

'He has a surprisingly sturdy build. It would have been nice to recruit him for the security forces.'

'Another troublesome person has joined us. I wonder if he knows anything about magic tools?'

The Archmages each had different reactions to Bern.

Aisha was interested, Jack was jealous, Arin was displeased.

Frieden clicked his tongue in regret, while Kawin was characteristically indifferent.

Despite their varied reactions, not a single one of them dismissed him.

In the meritocratic world of the Magic Tower, Bern had decided there was no need to hide his abilities.

His strategy of not concealing his power had worked in his favor.

"Pleased to meet you all! My name is Kim Jun-hyeok. The reason for my unusual name is that I come from a distant eastern continent! I look forward to working with you all."

Bern brazenly used a name similar to Kang Jun-hyeok's as his alias, even copying the backstory for the name.

He hadn't changed his appearance much, only slightly altering the outer features.

This caught the attention of the sharp-eyed Archmages.

"There are traces of facial alteration. Is there a reason you're hiding your appearance?"

"That's right! How dare you conceal yourself with magic in the meeting place of Archmages!"

"Ah, I apologize. I'm actually quite shy by nature. If I removed my disguise, I'd be too nervous to speak."

"Despite coming in late so shamelessly, you're actually a timid man?"

"Ahaha, I'm sorry."

Bern scratched the back of his head with an awkward smile.

However, inwardly he was rejoicing.

The Archmages had only noticed that he had altered his face, but not to what extent.

His current appearance was barely different from his usual one, yet the Archmages had concluded it wasn't his true face.

The situation was unfolding according to his plan, and he couldn't help but be pleased.

"The reason I was late is because this is my first time at the Magic Tower and I got quite lost. I also lost track of time when I happened to see the enthusiasm of apprentice mages and the excellence of their handmade magic tools on my way here."

"If that's the reason, it can't be helped. I'll let it slide just this once, but please make sure to arrive before the start next time."

"I'll keep that in mind!"

They couldn't really scold someone who had been admiring the Magic Tower's mages and their work.

Arin, who had been trying to steer the conversation toward a scolding, pouted in disappointment.

'Ninety percent of the magic tools on display this month were made by me, weren't they? Though he seems troublesome, he has a good eye.'

Meanwhile, Kawin, who hadn't missed the praise for the magic tools, revised his impression of Bern.

"It's a bit late to ask, but you're the one who's taking over the Magic Application Research Department, correct?"

"That's right!"

"Heh! Too bad for you, brother. You seem quite skilled, but you won't even come close to the application methods created by our Tower Master."

"I'm well aware. No matter how hard I rack my brain, I won't be able to surpass or even match the great Tower Master's application methods. Still, I intend to work hard and achieve results that will earn the Tower Master's recognition."

Bern expressed his ambition confidently while maintaining a bright smile.

Frieden looked favorably upon him for showing his aspirations while maintaining a humble attitude.

'He's unlikely to cause trouble first. He didn't even rise to Jack's provocation.'

Frieden nodded and continued his questioning.

"Do you know what we do in these Archmage meetings?"

"Of course! I understand that Archmages discuss achievements and problems in each field, seeking solutions through debate or preparing reports for the Tower Master."

"You seem well-informed. Yet someone like you got lost trying to find the meeting room?"

"Ahaha, I'm embarrassed. If a sharp lady like yourself had been nearby, I would have asked for directions."

"L-lady?!"

Arin's face flushed at the unfamiliar title.

As mentioned during her argument with Jack, she was usually treated as a kid or a little girl by those around her.

During a recent festival, she had been mistaken for a lost child by a security guard while walking alone.

So while Bern's words were unfamiliar, they weren't unpleasant. From Arin's perspective, she wanted more of such treatment.

"I apologize if I've made a mistake."

"N-no! You didn't say anything wrong! My nickname is actually 'Graceful Lady'! Yes! That's right!"

"Bwahaha! A brat who gets treated like a kid every day is a 'Graceful Lady'?"

"Shut up, you!"

From his first appearance, Bern had begun to make a good impression on the Archmages in the meeting room.

However, there was one person who viewed Bern coldly and objectively.

Aisha, known as the Ice Witch who acknowledged no one except the Tower Master.

She dropped a bombshell statement into the increasingly heated meeting room.

"Mr. Kim Jun-hyeok?"

"Yes?"

"After the meeting, please come with me to the magic dueling arena."

At this sudden challenge to a duel, Bern felt a strong sense of déjà vu.

A certain Dragonian from another city came to mind.
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"First, I want to clarify something to avoid any misunderstanding. I didn't bring you to the training ground to fight with you, Mr. Kang Jun-hyeok."

"Is that so? I thought you were bringing me here to test my abilities."

"If I were to carelessly evaluate someone recommended by the royal family, it could strain relations between the Magic Tower and the kingdom."

Officially, the Holden Kingdom and the Magic Tower had a mutually beneficial relationship.

If the current crown prince were to succeed the throne, the relationship with the Magic Tower would become even closer, but right now it felt neither here nor there.

In other words, some incident could easily turn them into enemies.

It seemed to be the Magic Tower's policy to prevent or conceal anything that might give the kingdom leverage against them.

"Then what was your purpose in bringing me to the training ground?"

"Before that, since you're knowledgeable about magical applications, I assume you've humbly accepted the position of curator?"

"Yes, though I may be woefully inadequate compared to the Tower Master, I pride myself on my breadth of knowledge."

"That's perfect then. Our development department has recently designed a new magic, and I'd like you to experience it firsthand and give your opinion on how it might best be applied."

"If that's the case, I welcome it!"

What a shame.

I thought she might have a combative personality like Sestia and was eager to fight me.

But she had simply called me to the training ground to seek advice from a fellow mage.

I had expected the Magic Tower, which prided itself on meritocracy, would want to compete with magic and acknowledge my superiority, but apparently not.

"By the way, where is your staff or wand, Mr. Kang Jun-hyeok?"

"Ah, it's right here!"

I lifted my robe and pulled out a wand made of old wood from my waist.

To be precise, it was Prah polymorphed into a wand.

[To think that I, a Demonic Sword, have to transform into a mere wooden stick...!]

'Swords are rejected tools in the Magic Tower, so we have no choice.'

[But didn't the Tower Master create a Demonic Sword?]

'That's allowed because he's the Tower Master, and besides, the reason he made a Demonic Sword was to mock the idea that mages could create something that's essentially an extension of a swordsman.'

[For such a petty reason? What a low-quality individual.]

'He has high pride in magic but shows no interest or respect for other fields. That's why he had no qualms about stealing Hades' broadcasting technology.'

In the world I used to live in, doing something like that would lead to exposure and public condemnation.

One should at least have basic business ethics, but expecting the Tower Master to have ethics is like asking Chaos to have table manners.

That's why I wanted to crush him even more.

How fun it would be to bring down that arrogant bastard and watch him fall into the abyss.

For that purpose, I was continuing my act as an innocent young man to gain favor with the Archmages.

'Every moment makes my whole body cringe...'

[Pfft! Those were certainly some unforgettable scenes.]

'This fucking Magic Tower. I'll leave as soon as my business is done!'

While maintaining a bright smile, I was internally hurling curses at the Tower Master.

I would inflict the most terrible pain on the Tower Master who had subjected me to such humiliation.

"If you're ready, shall we begin now?"

"By all means!"

"Then I'll proceed. The first magic's attribute is electricity, so be careful to block it."

"What?"

Block what?

As I was wondering, I noticed a magic circle forming above my head.

"Experience it firsthand" literally meant to feel it personally.

I considered dodging before the lightning struck but quickly abandoned that idea.

A mage prioritizes magic above all else.

They might overlook a failure in casting magic, but they won't tolerate using physical abilities to dodge.

'Tsk! The Tower Master and his disciples are exactly the same.'

Their intention was obvious—despite saying they wouldn't evaluate me, they were clearly testing me under the pretext of seeking my opinion on magic.

Though reluctant, I had no choice but to play along with their intentions.

"That's slow."

Crack! Boom!

As I clapped my hands, a massive lightning bolt struck down.

I wrapped a simple protective spell around my body while using formation magic to create numerous lightning rods around me.

The electrical attack, which had surged in all at once, was dispersed among the lightning rods, greatly reducing its power.

Some electricity flowed into me, but it had weakened so much that it couldn't penetrate the hastily created protective spell.

"Lightning magic is all about speed. If your magic circle formation is this slow, you're giving your opponent time to respond. I'd recommend completely redesigning it from scratch!"

"Very well, next is fire."

No sooner had she finished speaking than countless magic circles appeared in all directions.

There were even magic circles beneath my feet, making it difficult to dodge.

However, I easily blocked it by adding thermal insulation to my protective magic circle.

"The approach was good, but the power is ridiculously weak due to the dispersed mana investment. It's about the right temperature for roasting marshmallows. Let's try a different type of magic while maintaining the firepower, shall we?"

"Then how about water?"

With the activation of the magic circle, highly compressed water burst forth and struck me.

This time, I didn't bother using a protective spell.

For me, still under the Blue Dragon's blessing, it felt like nothing more than a refreshing splash of cold water.

"Did you perhaps want to have a water fight with me? The level of this magic is worse than a water balloon. Reconsider the properties of water."

"...Light."

A beam of light condensed in the magic circle shot out and enveloped my body.

The light beam, initially thin, gradually thickened and began burning everything around it.

That is, until I created a mirror with 100% reflectivity by coating it with magic.

"You do know that light has the property of reflection, right? That's why light magic is typically formed into weapons. Using a beam is rather... old-fashioned. I'd recommend changing the form."

I gave honest feedback about the Magic Tower's developed magic, deliberately irritating my opponent.

Aisha's face, which had initially remained impassive, showed slight changes.

Fine wrinkles appeared on her beautiful brow.

I've heard wrinkles are a woman's nemesis—I wonder if she'll be okay.

"...Next."

Her pride seemed properly wounded, as she no longer told me which element she was using.

But that didn't make any of the magic particularly dangerous.

All the Magic Tower's spells I'd seen so far were merely slight variations of existing ones.

If they had broken the basic framework or mixed various elements, it might have been quite troublesome.

But without such innovation, the Magic Tower was pathetically inadequate.

Their one-dimensional approach of relying solely on raw power.

I was beginning to think that Kang Jun-hyeok might actually be stronger.

"Overall, the flaws are glaringly obvious, which is disappointing. Still, I believe you'll develop magic that will astonish the world next time!"

In the end, the Magic Tower's new magic proved ineffective against me, and they received nothing but harsh criticism.

Initially, I had considered softening my evaluation.

However, since they chose to test their magic directly on me, I responded with an aggressive tone.

"Mr. Kang Jun-hyeok, please wait a moment."

"Do you have more magic to show me?"

"No, I'd like you to apologize for the criticism you've given so far before you leave. While they may not have worked against you, these are spells that our Magic Tower's mages created after careful consideration. Don't you feel sorry for those who might lose their confidence and sense of effort after hearing your evaluation?"

Not at all!

I wanted to say that, but doing so would destroy my image.

Even in a meritocracy, ruining one's reputation wasn't advisable.

I didn't want to make enemies until I was ready to openly show hostility toward the Tower Master.

I obediently bowed my head.

"If it came across that way, I sincerely apologize. I had no intention of belittling the mages' hard work. I simply believed that since the Magic Tower takes magic seriously, my evaluation should be equally serious. I gave my criticism prepared to face disapproval."

"Even so, you went too far."

"Yes, I'll be careful to soften my words next time."

I spoke these insincere words without batting an eye.

They say praise can make even a whale dance, but excessive praise only hinders development.

One must set aside pride and accept one's flaws to become a better mage.

In that sense, my criticism, though harsh, could become their blood and bone.

I had inadvertently contributed to the development of the Magic Tower, which I had no desire to help.

I even added advice, yet she demanded an apology—it was absurd.

"Fine. You may go now."

"Ah! Just a moment, please."

I turned and approached Aisha.

Maintaining an innocent expression throughout to avoid raising suspicion, I placed my hand on her lower abdomen.

Startled by this bold physical contact, she jerked back.

"W-what are you doing?!"

"Nothing much, just a small compensation for my harsh words."

"You consider touching an unmarried woman's body compensation?!"

"What could be a more precious gift to a mage than teaching them a new spell?"

"What do you mean—haah?!"

"I stored the water magic from the earlier experiment and then cast a spell to release it inside your uterus! I hope experiencing it firsthand helps with your development, just as it did for me."

"Nngh!"

Water streamed down Aisha's legs.

She collapsed on the spot, clutching her abdomen.

A puddle quickly formed on the training ground floor, and I turned away with a satisfied smile.

An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.

Ch.206 - 198. The Other World Is Spicy - 1
I broke the power of one of the Archmages.

If you asked whether it was thrilling, not particularly.

Rather, I was deeply reflecting. Acting emotionally had put me at odds with the magic development team.

I needed to abandon my plan of making a good impression on the Archmages to create an opportunity to meet the Magic Tower Lord.

"Now I really have no choice but to steadily build up achievements."

I needed to produce results impressive enough to catch the Magic Tower Lord's eye and create an opportunity to meet him.

There was no other way.

With this new approach in mind, I returned to the research institute.

I leaned back in the chair that had arrived in my office today and opened my spatial storage.

I had read the parchment Sestia gave me until I was sick of it.

Now it was time to hear from someone with ten years of experience working in the Magic Tower.

A Magic Tower messenger who had set off toward the western desert but became a wraith due to Hades.

I summoned him from elsewhere to obtain information.

"It is an honor to be called by you, most exalted one."

"Sorry for calling you while you're working, but may I ask you a few questions?"

"Of course. Ask me anything you wish."

"Could you tell me what the Magic Tower Lord's daily routine is like?"

"Regrettably, I cannot tell you that."

"Why not?"

"Because of the magical inscription carved into my head. It's the Magic Tower Lord's precaution against information leaks."

The wraith flipped back his bangs, revealing a mark shaped like a sword and shield combined.

He physically proved he wasn't lying.

"Don't those inscriptions usually disappear when you become undead?"

"If the inscription disappears, it alerts the Magic Tower Lord of my death. My master wanted me to remain as a spy, so he demonstrated his prowess by leaving the inscription intact while making me undying."

To remove the inscription and get information, I'd have to lose a useful informant.

Moreover, if the messenger's death became known, the Magic Tower Lord would assign a new messenger and strengthen their protection.

No matter how I thought about it, maintaining the inscription was far more beneficial.

"I understand. Then can you tell me things that aren't related to the Magic Tower Lord?"

"Questions about the demonic swords created by the Magic Tower Lord or the locations of confidential documents would also be difficult to answer. I should be able to answer other questions."

"Good. I'll have to hear all the other information you can share."

I already knew the general information from Sestia's parchment.

However, the vivid information from someone who worked in the field contained small but surprisingly important details.

The reliability was beyond question.

"Thank you. I've gained a lot of useful information thanks to you."

"I am astounded that someone as humble as myself could be of assistance."

I obtained detailed information about the Archmages and the institutions they oversee.

I got a sense of how to approach them now that we were on bad terms.

The remaining issue was what kind of achievement I could use to compete with them.

I needed to come up with a research topic that would catch the Magic Tower Lord's eye, but nothing suitable came to mind.

"I have something important to report. There is something I haven't yet mentioned."

"What is it?"

"On the outskirts of the central market in Peil, there's an alley, and if you enter it, you'll find a black market."

"And?"

"There's a rumor that the Magic Tower Lord was spotted wandering around the black market around 6 PM."

"Hmm? I thought you couldn't disclose information about the Magic Tower Lord because of the inscription?"

"Since I haven't seen and confirmed it myself, this much isn't a problem. The inscription's secrecy restrictions don't apply to rumors that aren't verified information."

"That's a surprisingly loose constraint."

"As I understand it, no magic is perfect."

"That's true."

Just as elements have affinities with each other, every magic has countermeasures.

The magical inscription had the loophole that unclear information could be disclosed without consequences.

Thanks to this, I might not only meet the Magic Tower Lord through an unofficial route but also find a clue for deciding on a research topic.

'A black market...'

The name alone gave me a feeling that there might be mysterious items I didn't know about.

With not much time left until 6 PM, I needed to prepare and head out soon.

"Thanks for the good information! And sorry, but please hang in there a little longer!"

"Your words honor me. It was my privilege to meet you. Please call me whenever you need me."

"I will."

After sending the wraith back, I jumped to my feet.

I might not be able to meet the Magic Tower Lord today.

But if I keep going to the black market consistently, even if it takes days, I might encounter him.

I'll pursue this to the end.

***

Peil's black market.

It was a secret marketplace where items not permitted by the Magic Tower or activities that violated its rules were secretly exchanged.

By rights, it should have been uprooted by Peil's legal institutions and security forces.

The reason it operated smoothly was because of the tacit permission of Magic Tower Lord Hally Wordry.

Sometimes Wordry's grand plans required illegal items, and on those occasions, he visited the black market to secretly purchase prohibited goods.

"Hmm...!"

And now, Wordry had entered the black market to find materials for replicating a crystal ball.

Naturally, to prevent others from recognizing his face, Hally wore a hood pulled low and concealed his true appearance with a disguise spell.

He even altered his apparent age so thoroughly that even acquaintances couldn't identify him.

"I've bought all the parts I need, but..."

Having already purchased the replica materials, Wordry clicked his tongue in disappointment.

The black market, once full of rare goods, had lost its vitality.

This was due to the recent fire at the Magic Tower and the cold war with the Red Dragon, which had reduced the number of black market merchants.

Wordry maintained an expressionless face but was greatly angered inside.

'Should I wage war? Or investigate the incident? I have sufficient funds, so it seems time to decide.'

The longer the standoff continued, the more the black market's vitality would die, and merchants would stop coming.

If that happened, the damage would become unmanageable, so a decision had to be made.

Wordry knew this but couldn't easily make up his mind.

'I'm extremely uneasy. If I decide carelessly, it might be irreversible...'

With his good intuition, Wordry continued to wander around, pondering.

Even after circling the black market interior for a long time, he couldn't find any decent items.

Just as he was about to turn and leave the black market.

"Customer, the supply of spirits has been cut off for a long time. You should give up."

"Damn! So even Peil's black market doesn't have living spirits coming in..."

An interesting conversation reached Wordry's ears.

He quickly turned his head toward the source of the sound.

Wordry's gaze fell on a middle-aged man with a protruding belly and shabby clothes.

In appearance, he was just an unpleasant-looking man.

But appearances didn't matter to Wordry.

Even though he was in disguise, he himself looked old enough to be called a grandfather.

What mattered to him was the possibility that someone with similar tastes had appeared.

"What a wasted trip! I guess I'll have to go down to the port city in the south."

*Splat*

Spitting on the ground, the man strode toward the black market entrance.

As he was about to pass Wordry and leave the black market,

A hand grabbed the spirit-seeking man's shoulder.

"Huh? Who are you!"

"Would you mind telling me why you're looking for spirits?"

"What's it to you? Let go of me and get lost!"

"I'm asking because I might be able to provide you with spirits."

"Hah! On what grounds should I believe such an obvious lie!"

"I have evidence."

Wordry revealed the spatial storage hidden under his robe.

Reaching into the spatial storage, he pulled out a transparent capsule.

Inside were wings said to belong to wind spirits.

"...Who are you?"

"I can't tell you in detail, but I'm definitely not a suspicious person. I just approached you because I became interested in your story. So please put aside your anger and tell me why you're looking for spirits."

"Ha! Do I need a reason to look for spirits? Isn't it obviously for this?"

The middle-aged man clenched his right hand and brought it to his groin.

He even went so far as to vulgarly sway his hips.

While the merchants and passersby around frowned at his behavior, there was one person who wasn't disgusted.

Hally Wordry secretly rejoiced at finding someone of his kind after a long time.

For a moment, as if unable to hide his true feelings, his groin began to swell.

"I apologize for my rudeness. I failed to recognize a true gentleman."

As Wordry's groin rose upward, the space around him and the middle-aged man distorted.

The place they arrived at was a room with an antique feel—the Magic Tower Lord's private chamber.

"Pleased to meet you. My name is Hally Wordry, also known as the lord of the Magic Tower."

"M-Magic Tower Lord?!"

"That's right."

The pot-bellied middle-aged man was so startled that he fell backward.

The reason for his shock wasn't simply encountering the Magic Tower Lord.

The middle-aged man was actually Bern in disguise, and the young man had approached knowing from the start that he was the Magic Tower Lord.

Nevertheless, Bern was astonished because he had witnessed the source of the Magic Tower Lord's magical power.

The center of that source was his erect groin.

*Is it really true that he uses magic with his dick?!*
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The encounter with the Magic Tower Master was successful.

Luckily, the Magic Tower Master was at the night market, and catching his attention went perfectly.

I used the fact that the Magic Tower was the organization that had previously turned spirits into sex toys.

So I managed to infiltrate without any issues, but...

"This is my secret collection!"

"A-Amazing. Each one looks to be in excellent condition."

"Indeed, you have a discerning eye. Thanks to you, my daily maintenance efforts feel worthwhile!"

The Magic Tower Master's collection was a bundle of perversion... no, the ultimate form of it.

Starting with spirits, then beast-people, elves, mermaids, orcs, slimes, and even unicorns.

Like a child who eats everything without being picky, he had thoroughly explored using various parts of different species as tools for sexual gratification.

I was especially speechless when he explained how he hollowed out the inside of a unicorn's horn to create an empty space for satisfying his desires.

Using the horn of an animal that symbolizes purity in such a way—if other unicorns had witnessed this, they would probably have shed tears of blood.

"Come to think of it, I haven't asked your name. If it's not too presumptuous, could you tell me what it is?"

"My name is Shane. I'm a commoner, so I don't have a family name."

"That's fine. In our Magic Tower, we don't care whether you're noble or common. If you have skill, even a commoner can make a noble kneel."

"B-But I can't use magic."

"That's fine. Shane, you're a comrade who understands my hobbies. I'll use my privileges to treat you as an honored guest."

"To receive such treatment as an outsider—I'm overwhelmed by your generosity, Magic Tower Master."

"Ho ho ho! Please don't worry about it. For now, I just want to forget my position and have a deep conversation with you."

"I too am very interested in your perverted sexual desires, sir."

With that one sentence, my rapport with the Magic Tower Master reached its maximum.

Did he know himself that his sexual desires and hobbies were bizarre?

I understood what it meant to age gracefully.

He was a typical old man with bushy white beard and wrinkled skin, but his lower parts were still fully functional.

Whenever he talked about his unusual sexual preferences, it would stand at attention, which I found truly disgusting.

"When I was young, I couldn't forget the thunderbird feather I happened to obtain, and now I've become someone who can't live without paralysis slimes."

"...I see."

"How do you prefer to satisfy your sexual desires, Shane?"

"Uh..."

The sudden question came while I was just giving automatic responses.

I frantically tried to think of an answer.

What was the most extreme sexual perversion I'd ever engaged in?

Nothing came to mind, and my pupils started trembling.

"What's wrong? Are you perhaps embarrassed to answer?"

The Magic Tower Master had revealed all his intimate preferences.

If I tried to dodge the question now, his trust in me might hit rock bottom.

No, he might try to eliminate me for knowing his secret preferences while judging me to be normal.

That was entirely possible with this cunning old man.

"I-I like to... thrust against swords!"

"Swords? Are you perhaps a swordsman?"

The wrinkles on his already furrowed brow deepened further.

As the head of the Magic Tower that was at odds with swordsmen, he was famous for not associating with them.

Therefore, no matter how much I respected his preferences, the moment he discovered I was a swordsman, I'd be doomed all the same.

"I'm not a swordsman. I just like rubbing against the smooth, cool surface of a sword."

[Did you enjoy rubbing against my skin that much?]

"The thrill that comes from the danger of almost being cut by the blade while rubbing—it's indescribable!"

[So you preferred a tighter, sharper, and firmer grip. I shall reflect your preferences next time!]

Prah was making a noisy fuss in my head as I forced myself to come up with perverted fantasies.

I was genuinely starting to feel dizzy.

No matter how I thought about it, I preferred doing it with people.

I only accepted Prah because she had polymorphing abilities; otherwise, I would never have mixed bodies with her.

"I see. After hearing your story, I'm interested too!"

"What? Don't you really hate swords, Magic Tower Master?"

"Ho ho ho! To be precise, I hate the existence of swordsmen. In that sense, using swords for sexual gratification means defiling the souls of swordsmen with a magician's seed! When I think of it that way, it's extremely exciting!"

"Haha..."

I was genuinely starting to fear the Magic Tower Master.

If I continued listening to his preferences here, I felt like my own sexuality might become distorted.

I needed to finish my work quickly and prepare to leave.

"I apologize for interrupting our pleasant conversation, but may I use the restroom for a moment?"

"Of course. Ah! If you're going to relieve yourself in that way, I can lend you one of my unopened collections..."

"I appreciate the offer, but I'm fine. I just need to urinate."

"Yes, the bathroom is through the door straight ahead. Feel free to use it and give me your evaluation. The shower experience will be amazing."

"Shower...?"

I thought I had clearly stated that I was going to urinate, so why mention a shower?

Unable to understand the Magic Tower Master's way of thinking, I opened the bathroom door and went in.

And I was immediately startled.

As soon as I opened the door, I saw a gargoyle statue right in front of me.

I was terrified, thinking he was raising demons too, but this was a gargoyle that had already had its core removed and ceased functioning.

"It's good that the dangerous elements were removed, but this..."

The gargoyle's appearance was almost identical to a human woman, except for its gray skin, horns on both sides, and bat wings.

Golden shackles were attached to its wrists, and the gargoyle's palms were spread wide, supporting its chin.

Its eyes were closed, and its mouth was wide open as if ready to receive something.

Finally, there was something written in ink near its mouth.

Glancing at it, I could read "Human-Only Stone Urinal."

[Contractor, I hate to say this, but I now want to side with the demons.]

'Me too.'

The meaning of the shower that the Magic Tower Master had mentioned before I entered the bathroom.

It meant to give the gargoyle a golden shower.

[So this is why the Demon King killed the Magic Tower Master without question.]

'Well, there might be even worse things left.'

[Terrible, truly terrible.]

Disgusted by the Magic Tower Master's perversions, I massaged my shoulders and left the bathroom.

I wondered if what I needed to destroy wasn't the Magic Tower and the Red Scale Tribe, but this world itself.

It was a day that suddenly made me think that.

***

"Hmm..."

The Magic Tower Master's private room had grown quiet.

With the disguised Bern's departure, Wordry's chatty conversation had also come to an end.

Though his mouth still itched to talk, speaking alone without a partner felt like being a senile old man, so he refrained.

Leaning back in his chair and sinking into deep thought, he brought up the part that had been bothering him about today's events.

"He said he couldn't use magic?"

Then what was that disguise magic?

Just as Bern knew about Wordry's disguise, Wordry was also aware that Bern had concealed his face and physique with magic.

Both being high-level magicians, they could perceive this.

"Heh, at first I thought he was someone approaching me to ask for something."

Wordry's authority within Pale was immense.

Many people had approached him for various reasons, including financial support and special favors.

Knowing this, Wordry still invited Bern into his private room.

His purpose was to find a gullible companion to have a satisfying chat with after a long time.

"And yet, he didn't ask for anything until the end..."

He had been curious about what Bern would request before leaving, but Bern departed without making any demands.

He had acted as if his purpose from the beginning was simply to have a conversation.

Had there ever been such a magician before?

Wordry raised his eyebrows as he stared at the seat where Bern had been sitting until just now.

The reason for his frown was that Bern was someone who didn't act according to his expectations.

Wordry had once harbored ambitions to make the world flow according to his thoughts.

But already, the fact that a mere magician was acting contrary to his will didn't sit well with him.

One might say his personality was twisted, but Wordry didn't care at all.

He knew himself that his sexual desires and personality were damaged.

That's why he had become the Magic Tower Master who would use any means to achieve his goals.

"My mood is getting fouler. Before it gets worse, I should relieve myself and take a break."

*Slide*

Wordry opened the drawer under his desk.

Inside the drawer, his regularly used collection was neatly arranged.

The paralysis slime he had explained to Bern was also there.

Just as he was about to take out the yellow slime as usual.

Suddenly, Wordry's gaze turned elsewhere.

"Hmm? Was there such a slime?"

Inside the drawer, a purple slime was glowing brilliantly.
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"Did you hear that rumor?"

"What rumor?"

"The one about the blood-curdling scream that came from the Magic Tower Master's room two days ago."

"That was already declared to be just a rumor."

"But there's testimony from a servant who was cleaning the hallway and heard the scream directly. Is it really just a rumor?"

"Seriously? Then, did an assassin break through the Magic Tower's barrier and infiltrate?"

"I'm not sure about that. They said there was no trace of any intruder anywhere. The only unusual thing was that the Magic Tower Master had personally invited a guest that day."

"Then isn't that guest the culprit?"

"We can't jump to conclusions because that guest reportedly left long before the scream occurred. Besides, since the Magic Tower Master hasn't said anything, the case remains a mystery."

"I'm really curious about what happened to the Magic Tower Master."

Screech-!

I had been naturally eavesdropping on the conversation at the next table when I stood up, pulling back my chair.

"Check, please."

After finishing my simple meal, I walked out of the restaurant with a satisfied smile.

I had planned to go check how things had turned out, but there was no need anymore.

Rumors about the Magic Tower Master had spread subtly throughout Peil, which meant my acidic slime operation using Shoggoth cells must have worked.

Shoggoth possessed an acid powerful enough to dissolve all the monsters in the deep sea dungeon.

It was highly likely that it had dissolved the Magic Tower Master's vital parts as well.

Considering that his groin was the medium for his magic manifestation, an injury there would be fatal.

Perhaps he might never be able to use magic again...

Even if he could, his power had undoubtedly been weakened.

[Do you intend to have the elves attack the Magic Tower now?]

'It's not time yet. The Magic Tower Master's injury is a loss of power, but the Magic Tower's prestige is still intact. If we pick a fight now, our side would suffer considerable damage too.'

The Magic Tower was especially specialized in defense rather than offense.

Starting with the dome-shaped protective barrier covering the entire town, not even an ant could get in unless something was done about it, let alone elves.

Even with the Magic Tower Master absent, the statues projecting the barrier were still fully operational.

'While the Magic Tower Master is recovering, I need to thoroughly destroy it from within.'

Most eyes in the Magic Tower are focused on the Master's well-being.

I need to make the most of this opportunity while the magicians' attention is elsewhere.

[So what do you plan to do next? Will you deactivate the barrier right away?]

'No, the area around the barrier statues is heavily guarded and difficult to infiltrate. Especially now that the Magic Tower Master is injured, they'll strengthen security even more. The magicians know the barrier is the most important thing.'

People were considering the possibility of an internal intruder, given the rumors that the Magic Tower Master had been injured by someone.

If they assumed there was an enemy within, the barrier would be the first thing they'd protect.

Therefore, destroying the barrier statues with my own hands should be considered a last resort.

[Then do you have another good method?]

'Have you ever heard of EMP?'

[EMP? That's a term I've never heard before.]

'Of course. It didn't exist in this world, only in the world I used to live in.'

In a world with magic instead of science, there would be no electromagnetic pulse.

If someone knew about electromagnetic pulses in a place without proper electronic devices, the historical accuracy of this other world would be compromised.

[Are you saying you can remotely deactivate the barrier with this EMP thing?]

'No, that's not it. Even if I used EMP, the damage to the Magic Tower would be negligible.'

[Then why mention something so useless?]

'It's not EMP, but there's something similar that spreads in all directions and nullifies the effects of all magic.'

[Hmm? I've never heard of such a thing.]

'Because no one has ever experienced it, and it's never been revealed.'

DMP (Dispel Magic Pulse), the otherworld version of EMP (ElectroMagnetic Pulse).

A year and a half later, when Kang Jun-hyeok's party was struggling to conquer the Demon King's castle, they found the answer in the treasure vault of the fallen Magic Tower.

Among the first Magic Tower Master's legacy was an artifact that emitted DMP.

However, because its use wasn't passed down to later generations, it was just gathering dust in the treasure vault.

'Except for me, no one would think that an artifact that could bring about the Magic Tower's destruction would be in their own storage.'

[I'm curious why the first Magic Tower Master possessed such an item.]

'I don't know that part either. The prevailing theory is that he kept it to become the strongest magician. He might have used it before fighting other competing magicians, or he might have kept it to prevent someone else from using DMP against him.'

[Couldn't he just destroy it?]

'It couldn't be destroyed back then. It was an ancient artifact. You know that nothing except orichalcum can destroy ancient artifacts, right?'

Moreover, there was no method to refine orichalcum in that era.

Keeping it secretly was the only viable option.

Now there might be ways to deal with it, but the first Magic Tower Master left behind only the risk factor before departing from this world.

"Therefore, I have only one task for today."

Returning to my private room in the laboratory, I immediately opened the wardrobe.

I picked up a black mask that had been placed in a corner and put it over my head.

I looked ahead through the holes and exhaled.

[So you're going to commit robbery again...]

"My previous actions at the Academy were half in jest, but this time it's different."

I tied a leather pouch to my belt and placed a rope with a hook at the end inside the pouch.

I plucked a few Calkes leaves from the windowsill and ground them finely until they became powder.

After mixing the powder with water, I sprinkled it all over my body.

Calkes is a plant that grows only in the elven forest, and its leaves have excellent deodorizing effects.

I had seen many elves chewing on them, especially to remove bad breath.

It's useful for erasing traces, so I plan to deodorize frequently during the operation.

"With this, preparations are complete."

Tonight, I'll show what infiltration action really means.

***

Crackle-! Crackle-!

The sound of torches burning in the dead of night.

Three guards stood in a row in the long corridor leading to the treasure vault.

Under the supervision of Frieden, who valued strict rules, the three men spent their time blankly without any conversation.

Previous guards who had tried to alleviate boredom through conversation were caught by Frieden, fired, and even had to pay enormous fines.

Since that incident, the guards protecting the treasure vault had learned not to utter a single word.

*I'm going crazy with boredom!*

*If only I could use this time to practice magic...*

*How much longer until the next shift? I want to go back quickly, chug some beer, and rest.*

Unable to speak, they were freely expressing their complaints and wishes internally.

Hoping that this tedious guard duty would end as soon as possible.

As time passed and the guards' concentration began to hit rock bottom:

"Huh?"

Ting-!

There was a bouncing sound, and a coin rolled beside them, spinning around.

The guards' half-drifting minds snapped back to attention, and they immediately took up defensive positions.

An unidentified intruder could strike at any moment.

"A gold coin?"

"A gold coin? It's not like someone's giving us charity."

"It might be some new kind of weapon. I'll go check it out, you two stay back."

"You're talking nonsense. I can clearly see your eyes spinning with greed for that gold coin."

"Hey! That's not it!"

The atmosphere at the scene became noisy due to the sudden appearance of the gold coin.

After a moment, they began to cautiously deal with the coin as they always had in such situations.

The guard who had volunteered to check approached the gold coin carefully.

Thinking something might spring out when he touched the coin, he surrounded himself with a protective barrier.

With all precautions in place, he squeezed his eyes shut and quickly picked up the coin.

However, nothing happened, proving that the idea of the coin being a new weapon was just a groundless fear.

"Hahaha! What? It was just an ordinary gold coin! Look at this—huh!"

As soon as he turned around with the coin in hand, the guard was terrified by the scene before him.

He was so shocked that his throat tightened, and he could barely breathe.

In that brief moment, less than ten seconds, his comrades had collapsed.

And in a grotesque manner at that.

"I must report this immediately...!"

"Quiet."

"Guhk?!"

Someone's hand covered the last guard's mouth from behind.

Right after, something cold penetrated the guard's body, and an eerie voice echoed in his ear.

"Don't worry, you won't remember anything when you wake up..."

Drowsiness washed over him.

His eyelids felt heavy and began to close.

He realized that a sleeping poison had been injected into his body, but it was already too late.

In the end, he lost something precious, just like his comrades.

And so, the last remaining guard lost consciousness and lay down.

"...First checkpoint, cleared."

[Contractor.]

"What?"

[This body wonders, 'Did you really have to go this far?']

"What's the problem?"

[I'm talking about the tool you just used.]

"You're the one who wouldn't let me use a dagger, so this is what happens."

[Well, even so, applying sleeping poison to a dildo and stabbing their buttocks seems like harsh treatment.]

"Harsh treatment? Think of it as helping them transition from ordinary magicians to dark magicians. Besides, the buttocks absorb drug effects quickly. There's even something called suppositories in the world, you know?"

It was a statement that would earn him curses from every dark magician in the world.

Bern had somehow become perfectly adapted to this crazy otherworld.
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I successfully poisoned all the guards, putting them to sleep.

I immediately positioned their bodies upright and fixed them in place with magic.

Since the atmosphere had been quiet with no conversation until the coin toss, no one would find the silence strange.

I was even more relieved that none of the guards were talking in their sleep or snoring.

[So you didn't kill them to use them as scarecrows.]

'That's one reason, and also if I happen to get caught, I want to appear as just a common thief rather than a ruthless assassin.'

[To beg for mercy later?]

'No, whether you're a thief or a murderer, the Magic Tower executes you on the spot with magic if you're caught. Especially since I'm not breaking into someone's house but the Tower's treasury, the punishment would be even more severe.'

Since this place is full of heirlooms left by previous Tower Masters, I'm more of a grave robber than a thief.

And I know that the punishment for grave robbing is severe no matter where you are.

Begging for mercy would be pointless.

Besides, I'd rather die at the hands of the Tower's minions than pathetically beg for mercy.

[Then would you tell me your true intentions?]

'I'll tell you when the time comes. For now, I'm planning to snatch the artifact without getting caught by anyone.'

Click-!

Just then, I finished deciphering the magical formula guarding the treasury and unlocked it.

I easily neutralized the alarm magic that appeared upon entry, having already analyzed it earlier.

And since I've manipulated the area around me with illusion magic, even if there is surveillance magic, it won't be able to detect me.

"As I suspected, it has a multi-layered structure."

I successfully picked the lock and entered, but the treasury was just an empty space.

And beyond my line of sight was another door.

The reason the treasury remained intact even when the Magic Tower was destroyed by the Demon King is simple.

It had even tighter security than the Tower Master's private chamber.

Just by slightly drawing on my magical power, I could sense traps everywhere.

The traps had diverse properties, perfectly prepared against intruders with resistance to specific elements.

[It would take considerable time to disable each one.]

"Then I have no choice."

I closed the door I had entered through and cast a protective barrier to absorb shock.

I couldn't allow any sound from inside the treasury to leak outside.

I turned and took a step forward.

I recalled a line from a martial arts novel I had read by chance in my younger days.

'Whether you use a sword or your fist, put the weight of a mountain in a single step.'

It was advice from the Fist King who trained the protagonist as he grew stronger against the Heavenly Demon.

It might seem funny to recall a martial arts novel in a fantasy world, but I see no reason to dismiss it.

There are definitely things to learn even from random knowledge.

"I may not have learned footwork like that protagonist, but I can create a similar effect."

The Dragon Heart sleeping near my heart began to beat.

I channeled all the mana that was rapidly building up into my legs.

Without imbuing it with any elemental properties, just pure mana, I took a decisive step.

"Hup!"

Boom-!

Just one step.

With that single step forward, the entire space shook.

The surging mana spread in all directions, lifting all the floor panels into the air.

Countless magic circles inscribed beneath the panels.

The trap triggers floating in the air lost their light as they were eroded by my magical power.

As the vibrations subsided, the overturned floor panels revealed nothing but dirt underneath.

[To neutralize all traps in such a manner...]

'It was possible because of my overwhelming mana. It's not me who's amazing, but the Mad Dragon mother and daughter who gave me the Dragon Heart.'

[Even so, the contractor's mana control is exceptional. Besides the First Demon King, you're the only one who can handle mana with such precision.]

'Really?'

[If other mages had tried to copy you, they would have caused the magic circles to go haywire, unleashing numerous spells everywhere. Yet you neutralized them cleanly without causing a single malfunction. I declare that to others, this would appear almost miraculous.]

I felt shy at the rare compliment.

I had simply identified the exact positions of the magic circles and pierced them with my magical power at their centers.

I never thought it would be considered such a remarkable feat.

"Ahem! Thanks for the praise, but we don't have time, so let's move on."

[Oh? Are you perhaps embarrassed?]

"No, I'm not."

[For someone denying it, your ears have turned quite red.]

"What?"

I hurriedly touched my ears.

Feeling no difference in temperature from usual, I heard Prah's laughter.

[Ahahah! You fell for my bluff! You can dismantle the Magic Tower's traps but fall for mine? You must have been quite embarrassed!]

"..."

[To think that you, who always has the upper hand, could be caught like this—you have quite a cute side! I should do this more often—hyaaah?!]

I returned Prah to her sword form and ran my finger between her hilt and cross guard.

It would be equivalent to the armpit area on a human body.

In other words, I was tickling Prah's armpit.

"Finally, some peace and quiet."

[How unfair to attack my sensitive spot like that...!]

"The unfair thing is that your entire body is an erogenous zone."

Creeeeak-!

Silencing Prah, I opened the next gateway.

Thanks to my decisive step that had disabled the magic in the surrounding area, I didn't need to worry about the alarm magic attached to the door.

"Fortunately, that seems to be all the security."

I was worried there might be more traps waiting, but that concern proved unfounded as we were greeted by a dazzling array of treasures.

However, just as at the Academy, I don't covet anything I don't need.

Nothing matters except the First Tower Master's artifact.

It wouldn't be bad to steal all the treasures to give the Magic Tower a big middle finger.

But I didn't want to be hunted to the ends of hell for meddling unnecessarily, so I decided to take only the artifact I came for.

"So it wasn't messed up because the Tower collapsed—it was chaotic from the beginning."

The Magic Tower had piled up its treasures like mountains rather than organizing them separately.

With no other choice, I had to dig through the pile of treasures to find the artifact.

After searching for a while, I found a sphere that looked similar to the artifact described in the novel.

A softly glowing green sphere about the size of a soccer ball.

After removing the treasures stuck to it, I became even more certain.

"This is it!"

'The Eye of Devouring.'

I had obtained the First Tower Master's artifact needed to bring down the Magic Tower.

A smile naturally formed as the right corner of my mouth lifted.

The day the Magic Tower would fall was not far off now.

I opened a spatial pocket and tossed it in, dusting off my hands.

It would be disastrous if it broke during transport, so storing it in a spatial pocket was reassuring.

Just as I finished the theft and was about to leave with relief...

I sensed a powerful presence beyond the door.

"Seems like I've been caught."

Crash-! Creeeeak...!

The protective barrier I had set up against impacts shattered as the door slowly opened.

Through the widening gap walked a single person with confidence.

The unforgettable large frame, sturdy build, and piercing eyes.

It was Frieden, who was in charge of both the legal institution and the security forces.

"...Kang Jun-hyeok, why are you here?"

"What are you talking about?"

"Don't play dumb. There's no one in Feil with your unique physique except Kang Jun-hyeok."

"Judging people by their physique... I thought you were big for a mage, but you're just a muscle freak."

"Can I take that as confirmation that it's you?"

"Tsk! Since I've been found out so easily, there's no need to hide anymore."

I threw off the mask covering my head.

I revealed my true face to Frieden with a vulgar smile, but his expression remained impassive, as if he had known my true identity from the beginning.

"So your appearance at the meeting was also false."

"Are you so quick to judge? This appearance could also be a disguise."

"No, back then I sensed something oddly twisted about your physique. But now it feels unnaturally natural."

"You really are something else."

I shook my head as if disgusted.

He wasn't even a strength mage, yet he could see through another person's muscles and skeletal structure.

I was worried he might start throwing punches while claiming it was magic.

"I don't know why you broke into the Magic Tower's treasury, but I'm arresting you here and now."

"Before that, let me ask you one thing. How did you know I had broken into the treasury?"

"...I heard your breathing."

"Breathing?"

"The guards protecting the treasury normally breathe irregularly. But at some point, they all started breathing at the same regular pace. As if they had all fallen asleep at once."

"When did you hear this?"

"While walking down the corridor on the opposite side of the treasury."

He was even crazier than I imagined.

The corridor opposite the treasury entrance was a five-minute walk away.

He was saying he detected the guards' breathing from that distance.

He had extraordinary physical abilities for a mage.

"Thanks for telling me so readily."

"I don't need thanks from a criminal. Unless you surrender quietly."

"I'm sorry, but I don't plan to be captured easily. And..."

I dashed past Frieden in one breath.

Only when he couldn't react to my speed did his pupils dilate.

"Kuhak!"

"It's already too late. Maybe in the past you could have been a match for me, but not anymore."

Frieden couldn't perceive not only my movement but even the speed at which I drew Prah.

The price was his heart being carved out.

I had intended to let him live, but since he discovered my identity, I had no choice but to silence him.

Now there will be an uproar when news spreads of the death of one of the Arch Mages.

But it's fine.

"From now on, I'll turn you into an undead."

After all, the dead can't speak without my permission.
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I'll go!!"

Frieden's thunderous shout echoed through the halls.

His voice reached such a peak volume that even the guards who had fallen victim to the sleeping poison regained consciousness.

They all jerked their heads up and, through foggy minds, shouted "Nothing unusual during guard duty!"

Midway through, they realized something abnormal had happened and hurriedly tried to correct themselves, but not before they had to face Frieden's rebuke.

"I witnessed you all sleeping with my own eyes! How dare you claim you were on guard duty!"

"We-we're sorry! But we absolutely did not fall asleep due to fatigue!"

"That's right! This wasn't negligence of duty but poisoning by an unknown intruder!"

"We've been wronged!"

The three guards protested strongly, claiming they would feel unjustly accused even if the sky fell down.

But their objections only fueled Frieden's anger further.

"Are you saying there was an intruder in the treasure vault?"

"Yes!"

"We'll gladly accept punishment later! But first we must check the treasure vault!"

"Captain, please believe us just this once!"

The guards failed to notice the veins bulging prominently on Frieden's forehead.

Finally, Frieden kicked open the door to the treasure vault to show them the interior.

The inside was spotless without a trace of disturbance.

The chaotic scene Bern had created was nowhere to be seen, indicating that everything had already been cleaned up.

"This place may look clean, but the treasures in the innermost section..."

"Do you think I didn't check while you were sleeping?"

"What?"

"I examined the treasures inside and counted every single item. However, I found no problems whatsoever."

"That can't be...!"

"If there had been an intruder as you claimed, who harmed you, their target would have been the treasure vault. But what's the result? The vault is pristine, and even the trap zone, our last line of defense, is untouched. If there had been even a corpse, I would have held you minimally responsible."

"Are you saying we all had the same dream?"

"Or perhaps you conspired together to create this story as an excuse for neglecting your duties."

"Captain, we—!"

Unable to contain his anger any longer, Frieden bellowed.

"Silence! All three of you displayed the disgraceful behavior of falling asleep while guarding the sacred treasure vault, and you even tried to deceive me with your tongues. From this moment, I'm confiscating your badges and sending you to the punishment chamber."

"P-please have mercy...!"

"Take them away."

"Yes, sir!"

Members of the guard rushed over in a cold sweat at Frieden's shout.

They hastily restrained the three soldiers who had fallen asleep and dragged them away.

The corridor, which had been noisy moments before, suddenly fell silent, with only Frieden standing alone in front of the treasure vault entrance.

"...You can come out now."

"Good work."

"Whew! Scolding my subordinates is something I'll never get used to, even in death."

"For someone saying that, you did a fine job scolding those innocent guys."

"They're not entirely innocent. Even though the opponent was you, master, failing to protect this place is still a crime."

"You're so rigid."

"I heard that often when I was alive."

Frieden slightly lifted the right side of his uniform.

His chest had been hollowed out, and the heart that should have been beating inside was gone.

Realizing he was dead and had been revived as an undead, Frieden gave a bitter smile.

"You lost the battle. Turning you into an undead is my right as the victor, so accept it."

"I understand. I've just heard that undead don't feel any sensations. Yet all my senses are as clear as a living person's, so I wonder if I'm truly dead."

"If I had made you a low-level undead like a zombie, that might be the case. But considering you were an Archmage in life, I revived you as a high-level undead, so be grateful."

"...I see. Thank you."

"If you're grateful, faithfully carry out the mission I assign you."

"Yes. I welcome any mission."

Frieden beat his chest, indicating he was ready for anything.

Bern chuckled, thinking he'd acquired a decent asset, then poked Frieden's forehead with his finger.

Through his finger, he transmitted information about the mission Frieden would carry out directly into his brain.

Experiencing the strange sensation of images flowing into his brain, Frieden's eyes widened before he calmly processed the content.

"I will follow your orders."

"Good, I trust you'll handle it well. I'll be going now."

"Ah! Before that, may I request one reward?"

"Hey, you haven't even started your mission yet, and you're already talking about rewards?"

"There was a dream I desperately wanted to fulfill when I was alive. Even though I'm dead now, I still want to achieve it somehow!"

"Well, let me hear it first. What's your dream?"

"I want to be with an elf woman!"

"...Why?"

"I'm captivated by their bodies, which are like crystallizations of consistent training and sweat. Elves with their excellent muscles in every part make me think they must be the most beautiful race!"

Beautiful race—in another fantasy world, Bern might have understood this completely.

Generally, elves were portrayed as having terrible personalities but beautiful appearances.

However, Bern's eyes trembled, remembering his stay in the gender-reversed elf village.

"Don't tell me you're into strong women?"

"Yes, specifically I like women's muscles. Especially women's abs—they excite me every time I see them. They're the best! And if we're talking about the aesthetics of attraction, biceps can't be overlooked either...!"

Bern had thought he'd made a normal person into an undead, but this guy turned out to be peculiar too.

Realizing this, Bern let out a deep sigh.

***

A month had already passed since stealing the Eye of Gluttony from the treasure vault.

Though I'd considered activating the artifact immediately, I cleanly abandoned that idea to stick with the original plan.

Artificial Demonic Sword, Hades' crystal ball, war supplies, and more.

There was much to extract from the Magic Tower, and declaring war now would mean losing too much.

My adversaries aren't limited to the Magic Tower. Next, I must also fight the Red Dragon.

With consecutive battles anticipated, I needed to thoroughly prepare each step.

"Besides, right now is a time of unparalleled peace."

[No one but you would call that scene peaceful.]

I sipped my black tea while looking outside.

The villagers moved busily in a way that made the word "peace" seem ironic.

Most people were hurriedly carrying all sorts of food and magic stones.

The Magic Tower had finally declared war against the Red Scale tribe.

They never reached the conclusion that I was the behind-the-scenes force involved in the incident.

"Isn't it funny that they don't realize their true enemy is within?"

[That's because you eliminated all traces and records.]

"I'm not perfect, so I probably left one or two things unattended. Yet they couldn't find anything, which shows how low-level the Magic Tower really is."

The Tower Master had gone into seclusion due to injury, and meanwhile, four elders had taken over governance of the Magic Tower.

Unlike the cautious Tower Master, the elders were more emotional, making them very easy to manipulate.

"That's why they're being swayed by me now, aren't they?"

Investigations into unsavory incidents at the Magic Tower were generally handled by the guard and legal institutions.

In other words, by using Frieden, I could very conveniently manipulate incidents.

Through this, I subtly linked each incident with the Red Scale tribe as the culprits.

Reports of these incidents reached the elders' ears, and they became furious, resolving to go to war.

[But now that the Magic Tower has declared war, won't you be drafted to the battlefield too?]

"I'm personnel dispatched from the kingdom, so I won't be called upon much. And even if I participate, it's not a problem. After all, the Magic Tower's opponent is also a target I need to bring down."

I'll build merit in the war against the Red Scale tribe and gain the Magic Tower's trust.

It's a win-win situation, so becoming a hero of the Magic Tower wouldn't be bad either.

The day I'm hailed as a hero by numerous mages.

I plan to mercilessly betray the Magic Tower and destroy Feil, reducing it to ruins.

"The betrayal and despair they'll feel later will be doubled, won't it? Wow! I'm thrilled already!"

[From what I see, you seem more vicious than any previous Demon King...]

"What are you saying, Prah?"

All of this is because the Magic Tower and Ignite picked a fight with me first.

If they hadn't touched me and my precious people, I wouldn't have led them to destruction like this.

In other words, this is self-inflicted and the karma they must bear.

I am not bad at all.

[Anyway, your next goal is to accumulate achievements in the war and become a hero, right?]

"Yes, though there are other things I need to do as well."

[What other tricks are you planning?]

"I've completely crushed Aisha's momentum and made Frieden my subordinate. Excluding those two, there are still three normal Archmages left. So I need to personally take care of them too."

In exchange for helping with the war, I'll cut off the Magic Tower's limbs.

I was planning to start a one-sided deal without any regard for the other party's wishes.

"Hehehe...!"

"My lord! I've made brunch for you!"

"Ah..."

Hades, who had completed in just one month a mission I'd given her six months for, came to me with a changed face and identity.

My laughter abruptly stopped when I saw her wearing nothing but an apron.

And so, an unintended cohabitation with Hades also began.
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A war between two factions erupted because of me.

As we entered an era of conflict, my workload increased.

"This month's regular meeting will proceed with just the four of us, due to Jack and Frieden's absence."

"It's nice that the noisy one is gone, but can we have a proper meeting with a third of us missing?"

"Therefore, I'll temporarily assign Frieden's duties to Mr. Kim Jun-hyeok. Arin, you'll take over Jack's responsibilities."

"Kek! Why do I have to handle that guy's work?"

"Because we're in a state of war. Mr. Kim Jun-hyeok doesn't have any ongoing projects at the moment, and Arin, your work is closely related to Jack's duties, so there should be some complementary aspects, don't you think?"

"Well, that's true, but..."

"Then I'll take that as no objections. It won't be easy for either of you, but please do your best."

"Shit!"

Despite her crude curse, Arin didn't offer any counterarguments.

The dark circles under Aisha's eyes and Kawin's deep sleep—complete with snoring—likely played a part in her compliance.

In a war against major powers, the demand for magic and magical tools was desperate.

That's why the magic development and magical tool production teams were working around the clock.

Neither of them could bring themselves to ask those two to take on more work.

"Well, fine. But is it really okay to make that guy, who was just dispatched here recently, stand in for Frieden?"

"Frieden personally entrusted him with the role. He said he gave Mr. Kim Jun-hyeok a brief and concise handover, so there shouldn't be any major issues."

"As the one managing the Magic Tower and Fail, I'm concerned about public safety. In a wartime situation like this, ruffians will be running even more rampant—can that guy handle it?"

"Arin, you don't need to worry about Kim Jun-hyeok's abilities... ugh!"

Aisha, who had been speaking calmly, suddenly clutched her lower abdomen.

Her face turned red, and a faint moan escaped her lips.

She must have remembered the time when she tested magic on me and ended up being affected herself, making her embarrassed.

Anyone watching would think she had a vibrator inside her.

"What's wrong? Why are you acting like that?"

"N-nothing at all! Anyway, I've personally verified Mr. Kim Jun-hyeok's abilities, so there's no need for doubt."

"Well, if you say so, then I guess it's fine."

The discussion was wrapping up nicely.

Having to take over Frieden's duties is somewhat annoying for me.

But since his successor will handle the legal matters, I just need to manage public safety.

In other words, I can manipulate cases to my liking after arresting criminals, just like Frieden did.

Spending days studying Shoggoth cells in the lab isn't bad, but I've been wanting to be more active.

"Lastly, Arin and Mr. Kim Jun-hyeok will need to go to the front lines in a week."

"You want us to fight too?"

"No, just for supply support and transport duties. You might need to join the battle in an emergency, but looking at the current war situation, there's no immediate need for your involvement."

Aisha quickly read through a large stack of reports that had just arrived, picking out only the important parts to explain.

While her magic skills might be questionable, her work efficiency was enviable.

Maybe I should have killed her and turned her into an undead back then, instead of that fountain show?

"I've covered all the agenda items and announcements. You're free to go now. And I'm sorry to ask, but could you please take that passed-out person to the magical tool production team?"

"Damn it, why are there so many troublesome men around here!"

Despite her angry complaints, Arin lifted Kawin's body with levitation magic.

She reminded me of a foul-mouthed grandmother, doing everything that needed to be done while cursing.

The only disconnect was that she looked the youngest among the Arch Mages.

A cursing tsundere kid—that's quite rare.

"Ah, Mr. Kim Jun-hyeok, could you stay behind for a moment?"

"Yes?"

"I have something important to discuss with you privately. It won't take long."

"What is it?"

As soon as Arin and Kawin left the conference room, Aisha put on a serious expression.

She looked around cautiously, making me feel uneasy.

Could she have figured out that I'm behind everything?

But if she knew I was the mastermind, she would have reported it to the Tower Master or the elders instead of calling me aside.

Someone as thoughtful as her wouldn't have summoned me just to confirm her suspicions.

"It seems we're alone now, so I can speak freely."

"What's so important that you're being this serious?"

"It's something that shouldn't be known to others."

Aisha stood up abruptly, pushing her chair back with force.

Only then did I begin to understand what was on her mind.

The blue dress she wore was similar to the one from our first meeting.

It covered her entire body except for her arms and shoulders.

However, now her navel and lower abdomen were strangely exposed.

"Um...! If it's not too much trouble, could you recreate the magic you showed me last time?"

"I'm afraid I'm a mage just like you. The magic I manifested then is strictly my own proprietary spell, not something I can share with others."

"...If that's the case, I have no choice."

Aisha nodded with a bitter smile.

She gave up more quickly than I expected.

Mages are said to live and die by their curiosity, filled with a thirst for knowledge.

I thought she would be more persistent, but it was surprising.

Was she not that interested in learning, despite wearing a dress that exposed her midriff?

"T-then! May I ask for one favor, even if it's presumptuous?"

"If it's about another spell, I definitely can't teach you..."

"I'm not asking you to teach me magic."

"Then what is it?"

Aisha didn't answer my question immediately.

Instead, she shivered slightly, her lips quivering as she showed a mischievous smile.

"Would you punch me hard in the stomach with your fist?"

The secret of Aisha's navel-exposing dress was that it served as a target.

Lord, today I've ruined another person's life.

***

"My lord! Good work at the monthly meeting!"

"Oh, yeah..."

"You look very tired. Did something unpleasant happen?"

"Nothing special. I just have a lot to think about."

"Then how about getting some rest today?"

"Unfortunately, I have a pile of documents that need to be submitted to the higher-ups, so I can't rest."

I carelessly threw off the uniform coat I had worn for the meeting.

Hades caught my coat effortlessly and folded it neatly at precise angles.

Between his cooking skills and housekeeping abilities, he seemed too domestically capable for a lich.

"Are you referring to the stack of documents on your desk?"

"That's right. Since the day before yesterday, they've been piling up faster than I can process them, forming a mountain range of paperwork."

"I've already processed all of those and delivered them to the relevant departments!"

"Huh? You processed them?"

"Yes! After examining everything, I found that 80 percent were just mediocre spell interpretations and trivial matters. It seems they were trying to give you a hard time."

"No wonder I was getting so much paperwork..."

I thought they were treating me well as an Arch Mage, but they were discriminating against me because of Princess Charlotte's backing.

The Magic Tower, as corrupt as ever.

They're not a proxy service—how dare they assign me unnecessary work.

Thanks to this, the 0.01 percent of loyalty I had left for the organization has completely vanished.

If a disaster wiped out all the mages in the village, I'd laugh with satisfaction.

"Anticipating this, I've disposed of all those who sent useless busywork to my lord!"

"How?"

"Don't you have subordinates who can move freely through shadows?"

"Wait a minute—don't you remember that Chaos is currently wanted by the Magic Tower? If we get caught acting recklessly, the situation could become troublesome!"

"No need to worry. I used my magic to transform him. I sent him as a black wolf!"

"Don't tell me that the unidentified man-eating wolf they brought to this morning's meeting as an urgent matter was..."

"Most likely Chaos."

"Woof woof!"

Speak of the devil—Chaos suddenly popped out from the shadows.

He must have just finished his task, as he began shaking his fluffy black fur vigorously.

However, he couldn't remove the red blood around his mouth, making it look like he was wearing lipstick.

"Heh heh!"

Thinking there was no problem, Chaos rushed toward me.

He leaped gracefully, flying straight at me, but Hades intercepted him midway.

Then Hades took out a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped Chaos's wet muzzle.

Despite being interrupted, Chaos obediently complied with Hades's actions.

Seeing how naturally he accepted this, I suspected this must have happened often during the missions I assigned to eliminate the messengers from the Magic Tower and the Red Scale tribe.

I'm glad they get along so well.

"Wooong!"

Finally clean, Chaos jumped down from Hades's arms and leaped into mine.

Chaos's tail motor never stopped, and my clothes were instantly covered in fur.

"Go take a bath with Chaos. I'll remove the fur from your clothes and wash them."

"Aren't your housekeeping skills a bit too high?"

"I learned from books that housekeeping skills are a basic quality for becoming a beloved wife!"

Hades was again accumulating strange knowledge from books.

At this rate, he might master everything eventually.

"Master."

"Oh, Liri is back too... ack?!"

Liri appeared with a transparent purple body containing a person inside.

After completely emerging from the shadows, she spat out the person and presented herself before me.

The person Liri spat out appeared to be quite elderly.

"W-what are you doing? How could you bring someone I don't even know here!"

"I thought he might be helpful to you, so I brainwashed and kidnapped him."

"What? What am I supposed to do with an old man you've brainwashed and kidnapped..."

"He is the Second Elder of the Magic Tower."

How did you manage that?
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After a period of quiet, Liri suddenly kidnapped the Second Elder, one of the Magic Tower's Four Elders.

Given that she's a Shoggoth even I find difficult to handle, it's not impossible, but she brought him in as if it were the most natural thing.

Though he looks every bit an old man, his contents are that of a magician who has reached at least the 7th rank.

In other words, he's a master whose level the original Bern couldn't even sit at the same table with.

Seeing Liri bring such an elder as easily as a child leaves me speechless.

"I thought you might find it useful to have a brainwashed executive from an enemy force, Master. If it's not to your liking, I can send him back."

"No need for that. Thank you, I'll make good use of him."

An unexpected big catch has fallen into my hands.

He's drooling with dilated pupils.

When I instruct him to raise his right arm, the Second Elder's skinny arm appears.

Though he seems completely unconscious, he follows orders faithfully, suggesting the brainwashing has been thoroughly effective.

"Now, how to make use of this old geezer..."

"My lord! I have an excellent plan. If you entrust him to me, I will certainly meet your expectations!"

"Well, alright. I can't think of a use for him, so you can take him."

"Thank you!"

I couldn't readily think of a use for the Second Elder.

If I were to use him, perhaps it would be to show there's some connection between us to avoid discrimination.

But I didn't particularly care about being discriminated against by the Magic Tower people. The more they mess with me, the more determined I become to destroy the Magic Tower.

In that sense, it seemed much better to hand over the Second Elder's identity to Hades.

She possesses remarkable intelligence, having organized all the paperwork that gave me headaches in one go.

She would make more delicious use of the Second Elder than I would.

"Then I'll go attend to my next duties! The bath water was heated a while ago, so I believe it's at the perfect temperature now!"

"Alright, go ahead."

"Yes!"

Hades approached the mentally unsound Second Elder and stood behind him.

Then she grabbed him by the scruff of his neck and carried him like a convenience store plastic bag.

I thought a lich who mainly uses magic would lack physical strength, but I was mistaken.

"King!"

"I know. I'll be there soon, wait for me."

Anyway, my work ended today with the monthly meeting.

I'll wash away my accumulated fatigue by soaking in the hot bath with Chaos.

*Strange how smoothly everything is going according to plan. Usually there's at least one urgent situation...*

It's good news, but I felt strange, as if there was some unknown reason behind it.

***

Click! Clack!

A black-haired woman walked into the conference room with a round table in the center and took her seat.

Others were already seated at the table, each possessing features that couldn't be considered human.

"Welcome. We were just about to start the round table meeting."

"Sorry, I had trouble sneaking away from my contractor without waking him."

"Me too! Me too! I want to see Master sleeping!"

"How strange of you to say that. You watch the Master every night from the shadows."

"That's not voyeurism! I'm watching over Master for his safety!"

Grr! The jet-black dog let out a quiet but threatening growl toward the purple slime.

She couldn't tolerate the slime's degradation of her noble actions.

"Stop it! Have you forgotten the rule that absolutely no fighting is allowed in the meeting room?"

"Keeeuung...!"

"Likewise, please refrain from words likely to provoke fights."

"Understood."

Fortunately, the pure white skeleton quickly intervened to mediate, preventing conflict.

Though they gathered as equals, the skeleton was clearly the chairperson of the meeting.

Being the most rational and blindly loyal, the others had decided to generally obey her words during meetings.

"Ahem! Now that everyone is here, let's begin the meeting. Please report your activities in order, starting from the right."

"The contractor moved according to his convictions today and modified plans according to the Magic Tower situation. I've written down all the modifications here for your review."

The crimson Demonic Sword took out a parchment and passed it to the pure white skeleton.

After checking the contents, the skeleton smiled and folded the parchment back up.

"I don't need to give separate advice—you've correctly set up the framework of the plan. As expected of my lord!"

"I'm not sure what's so great about me."

"Since we handle different areas, that's understandable. From my perspective, your plan needs no additional comments!"

The pure white skeleton added that her evaluation contained absolutely no personal bias.

Indeed, she had a personality that firmly cut off any flawed aspects in handling matters.

Bern's plan wasn't entirely without defects, but they were within areas that he and the followers gathered here could cover.

Therefore, there was no need to point them out.

"It's my turn next, right?"

"Yes, please report."

"I ate Master's enemies!"

"And?"

"And, um..."

The identity of the mysterious man-eating wolf that appeared in the Magic Tower.

It was the jet-black dog, who moved through shadows and devoured people in an instant.

With abilities optimized for assassination, most of her assigned tasks were assassinations.

Perhaps because of this, the jet-black dog tilted her head, pondering if there was anything else worth reporting.

"I chewed them up very painfully, bit by bit!"

Unable to think of anything else, the jet-black dog innocently stuck out her tongue and smiled brightly.

However, the others saw not a cute puppy but her true nature.

The monstrous appearance of one of the Four Perils, smiling wickedly and cruelly.

"Good work. But as I always say, don't act carelessly. If you get caught, our lord's plans will be ruined."

"I know!"

The jet-black dog proudly raised her head and snorted.

Her posture and expression seemed to say "just trust me."

"What I have to report is that I assisted the Master with research, kidnapped the Second Elder, and planted seeds."

"So you've finally started that plan."

"Yes. I selected a host who has frequent contact with other humans, so in two weeks, we can infect all the humans inside the Magic Tower."

"Excellent! In two weeks, the Magic Tower will finally begin to collapse! Though the issue of the Magic Tower Master remains, our lord will take care of that!"

Clap clap clap clap!

The pure white skeleton applauded with a satisfied smile.

The situation was progressing smoothly as she had hoped.

She could reclaim her precious crystal ball and further fulfill her lord's wishes.

How sweet would the reward be afterward?

The skeleton was so excited by the mere thought that dopamine was secreted in her brain—it wouldn't be strange if brain fluid leaked out.

However, since they were still in a meeting, she took a deep breath to maintain her composure.

"I'm asking because I can't imagine it, but what will happen in two weeks that will cause the Magic Tower to collapse?"

"Good question. To explain in detail, first, most people will be annihilated by the seeds dwelling in their bodies."

"Tell me more about these seeds."

"The seeds I just mentioned have the characteristic of burrowing into human bodies and dividing. When the process is complete, the original seed remains, and only the divided seeds travel through the air to infiltrate other people's bodies in the same way."

"What happens when the seeds infiltrate the body?"

"There won't be any obvious changes. They just attach to the host's vital organs and then after two weeks—BOOM!"

When the pure white skeleton, who had been speaking calmly, suddenly raised her voice, the jet-black dog was startled.

The shock caused her to fall off her chair, but the skeleton continued speaking without concern.

"They explode, crushing the bodies of all infected people."

"Any side effects?"

"None. These seeds were made by us, after all."

Unlike the boastful skeleton, the expressionless purple slime made a V-sign with both hands.

It was unclear whether she was proud of herself or not.

"Next, for those who aren't infected by the seeds... they'll be feasted upon."

The pure white skeleton glanced sideways at the jet-black dog climbing back onto her chair.

Understanding the meaning of that look, the dog licked her lips.

"The remaining key figures will be taken care of by our lord!"

The crimson Demonic Sword quietly nodded, realizing that would be her turn when the time came.

She now clearly understood what plan the pure white skeleton was devising.

"You haven't forgotten that to avoid interfering with our lord's great work, we'll only deal with the Magic Tower Master's close associates and their subordinates, right?"

"Of course."

"Good, then let's end today's meeting with our chant. I'll start."

The pure white skeleton cleared her throat.

Unlike her usual self, she began in a bold voice.

"For our one and only lord, I offer my bones!"

"My fur!"

"My slime."

"M-my blade...!"

"We pledge ourselves!"

The secret round table meeting.

Only those with absolute loyalty and wickedness toward Bern, and only non-humans, could participate in this meeting.

They intended to continue until Bern discovered the formation of this round table meeting in the distant future and disbanded it.
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"Hurry up! We have a long way to go!"

"Coming, I'm coming."

On the road to the frontlines.

I was driving a wagon with Arin and the Magic Tower personnel, transporting supplies.

It was a mission Aisha had assigned during the monthly meeting a few days ago, forcing me to leave the comfort of my laboratory and embark on this grueling journey.

"This is terrible. I'm already starting to miss Rene's back."

Rene, who could fly freely and get me to any destination within a day without fail.

I might sound like garbage for saying this, but she was truly a convenient lover.

Feeling her value all the more keenly, I gripped the reins.

"Woof!"

"Woof?"

"Neigh, neeeigh!"

The warhorse I was riding suddenly made a dog's bark.

When everyone's attention turned toward me, my mount quickly corrected itself with a normal horse sound.

"What was that? Did I hear wrong? I could've sworn that horse just barked like a dog."

"Huh? You heard it too?"

"Come on! How could a horse possibly bark like a dog? Must be some wild dog living in that forest!"

"I guess that makes more sense."

"We should all clean our ears."

"Gonna find a ton of earwax!"

"Shut up, you fools! Do you want to become arrow fodder that badly?"

Hahaha!

The porters dismissed what they'd heard as a mistake and changed the subject, breaking into raucous laughter.

Though Arin's sharp command quickly silenced them, as she was responsible for safely transporting the supplies.

The porters weren't wrong about what they heard.

The true identity of the "warhorse" I was riding was actually Chaos in disguise.

So making dog sounds rather than horse sounds was actually normal for him.

But it was a sound he absolutely shouldn't make while traveling with me, which is why I gave him a cold stare, making him cower.

"I indulged your childish wish to come along, but it hurts when you act like this..."

Flinch!

Though I whispered it softly, Chaos definitely heard me. I could feel his trembling through my legs.

Judging by how damp the saddle was getting, he must be feeling quite guilty.

"...I'll let it slide this time since I was also wrong to talk about Rene while riding you."

"...Neeeigh!!"

Chaos made a sound as if moved by my mercy.

"But I won't be so forgiving if you make the same mistake again."

"Neeeigh!!"

He responded with a voice full of discipline.

Though I know Chaos's true form, after spending so much time together, I've come to find him adorable.

This magical beast that could cause chaos in the world, as his name suggests, shows a clumsy side in front of me.

There's something cute about this side of him that doesn't match his original image.

I smiled slightly and stroked Chaos's back with my hand.

I wanted to pat his head too, but that was impossible while riding. Still, he seemed to enjoy it as his tail began wagging like a motor.

*That's not very horse-like behavior.*

Fortunately, the others just looked at his tail with interest without finding it strange, so I let it go.

They probably just thought some horses were like that.

"Everyone halt! You all know we're not far from the frontlines, right? We'll take our final rest here and then go straight through. Stay alert, everyone."

"So we're almost at the battlefield..."

"I wasn't too worried before, but now that we're getting close, I'm scared."

Arin ordered everyone to stop and rest at just the right moment.

Location-wise, the battlefield was beyond the distant mountain visible to us, and then past another one.

We still had a long way to go, but being at war meant we couldn't maintain a chatty, lighthearted atmosphere.

Countless lives were likely being extinguished on the battlefield even now.

"Before we rest, let's do a final check on the supplies! Jun-hyeok, you're in charge of supervising."

"Understood."

"The escort troops will come with me for reconnaissance. We'll check for enemy forces within a 30-kilometer radius, so spread out and use detection magic."

Arin showed excellent leadership skills, proving she wasn't just a key figure managing the village and Magic Tower for nothing.

She carefully distinguished what needed to be done and assigned personnel to the right positions.

The people around trusted her leadership and followed her orders thoroughly.

I was the only exception.

"One of the supplies to be delivered is missing. Where is it?"

"Don't know, sir. Maybe it fell off somewhere along the way?"

"That's impossible. I secured everything firmly with ropes and cloth before we departed."

"Well, supplies can go missing. Is it really such a big deal?"

"That's what I'm saying."

The porters started snickering.

That's right. They followed Arin, not me.

Even though my rank was equal to Arin's and much higher than theirs.

"This isn't something to take lightly. One of the supplies that should be delivered intact might have been embezzled."

"Heh, I wonder if you're the one who stole the supplies and now you're trying to shift the blame."

"Are you accusing me of being the culprit?"

"It's a reasonable suspicion. We have high loyalty to the Magic Tower, while you're an outsider who arrived just a few months ago."

They're really something else.

I knew one of the porters had sneakily taken a supply item during transport, and it seemed the others knew about it too.

Yet they were trying to frame me through their instigation, which suggested this was a planned crime from the beginning.

Their plan was probably to collectively blame me for embezzlement when the missing supplies were discovered later.

It made me sick. Their behavior reminded me so much of the Magic Tower Master that I wanted to slaughter them all right there.

But would I be satisfied with simply killing them?

No. That would only look like I couldn't control my anger.

It might feel good in the moment, but I'd feel defeated once my anger subsided.

Simply killing them wouldn't be enough. I needed a method that would bring them true despair.

"Oh? Leaving without explaining yourself?"

"Isn't it too late to make excuses?"

"It's because he embezzled it himself. He has nothing to say."

As I turned my back, mockery and ridicule came from behind me.

I ignored it all and entered the forest.

I reached into my spatial storage and pulled out an artifact I had stolen from the treasure vault earlier.

*I needed to check if this actually works properly anyway, so this is perfect.*

The ancient artifact, Eye of Predation.

It worked without any issues in the original story, but it might malfunction in the world I was inhabiting.

In that sense, being far from the Magic Tower made this the perfect time to test it.

*And conveniently, there are Red Scale tribe ambushers watching us from a distance.*

In warfare, magic was as good as omnipotent.

Combat, reconnaissance, and even stealth could all be handled with magic.

That's why mages tended to be heavily dependent on magic.

Not knowing what would happen if the magic they relied on disappeared.

"Activate."

Whirrrr-!

As I spoke the activation word, the sphere began spinning rapidly, emitting green wavelengths.

The moment the wavelengths touched my body, the flow of mana that had been circulating like blood came to a complete stop.

With the source of magical power completely cut off, I couldn't sense any mana at all.

I could still use magic to a small degree thanks to my Dragon Heart, another source of power.

But what about the others?

"W-what's happening?!"

"I can't feel any mana!"

"In this state...!"

Voices of shock began to be heard from all directions.

Not just the guards who had been using detection magic, but even the porters with their mediocre magical abilities couldn't hide their bewilderment.

But was this really okay?

If everyone was showing signs of panic...

"E-enemy attack!"

"Now's our chance! Cut off the Magic Tower fools' supplies!"

"Quickly, protect the supplies—gack!"

Sure enough, the enemy forces sensed something was wrong and seized the opportunity to launch a surprise attack.

And not long after it began, the first casualty occurred.

"How strange~"

Before we started the transport, I had instructed everyone on the protocol to follow in case of an ambush.

But no one acted according to my instructions.

Not just the porters, but even the escort troops hadn't listened to a word I said.

They probably thought that with magic, they could somehow manage even if they were ambushed.

They were incredibly arrogant. Could they say the same thing in a situation where they couldn't use magic?

They couldn't, which is why they were being one-sidedly slaughtered by the enemy.

"The breeze feels nice."

"Woof~!"

Blood, screams, and chunks of flesh were scattered everywhere.

Chaos and I watched the situation from our prime seats in a tree, suppressing our presence.

It was quite enjoyable to watch hunters who had lost their guns being chased by beasts.
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"What on earth is going on...?"

Arin, who had been scouting ahead more diligently than anyone else, suddenly felt something snap inside her body.

Her mana had been completely sealed off. Because of this, the detection magic she had been using lost its power and disappeared.

Not long after, a death cry-like scream was heard from behind.

"What's happen—urgh!"

Quickly returning the way she came, Arin discovered a corpse with an arrow lodged in its neck.

It was one of the few adjutants she had acknowledged.

Though she normally acted confidently like a strong-willed woman, Arin had actually been raised like a precious treasure within the Magic Tower.

War was an unfamiliar concept to her, and she had rarely seen human corpses before.

Seeing the bright red blood—as vivid as her own hair color—flowing from the pierced throat, she retched.

"Ugh...! N-now's not the time! I need to stop the bleeding...urgh!"

Unlike others who were panicking about what to do, Arin made rational judgments and took action.

Her only flaw was having a weak stomach.

Barely holding back the rising bile, Arin approached her adjutant and checked for a pulse.

Unfortunately, her adjutant had just died from shock due to excessive blood loss.

"May your next life be filled with happiness..."

After briefly praying for her adjutant's soul, Arin hurried toward the supply wagon.

Though she couldn't use magic, she had backup magical tools prepared for emergencies.

While emergency magical tools wouldn't be enough to repel the enemy, she refused to give up.

*Even though it's surprising that an artifact capable of wide-range magic suppression actually exists, it's fine. The duration probably won't be too long.*

Arin's goal was to buy time.

Once the mages' magical power returned, they could counterattack.

Believing this, she pulled out a magical tool from her chest.

But in the end, she was just another mage who hadn't properly listened to Bern's prior instructions.

***

*In war, supplies are extremely important. That's why it's common to claim the enemy's supplies as your own.*

There's always the option of burning everything and leaving, but human greed knows no bounds.

Cutting off the enemy's supply line is already a great achievement.

If you also bring back the enemy's supplies? Immeasurable honor, praise, and rewards would be waiting.

As it happened, the vanguard commander of the Red Scale Tribe who had raided the Magic Tower was full of greed.

"I don't know why these mage nobodies suddenly can't use magic, but it's heaven-sent! Let's wipe them all out and take their supplies!"

"UOOOH!!"

He was stupidly announcing his ambitions before even capturing the supplies, licking his lips in anticipation.

He had openly revealed high-level information to his enemies.

The remaining personnel should have quickly abandoned the supplies and fled into the forest.

Hide until their magic power returns, then tenaciously track down the enemies to reclaim the supplies.

*I clearly told them this was the most ideal plan...*

But while they possessed magical knowledge, they lacked common sense. The surviving mages chose the worst option: fighting to the death.

It was an even more foolish decision than what the Red Scale Tribe had shown.

They were determined to drive themselves to death and fail their mission.

"Even if we die, we'll stay until the end and fight the enemy!"

"Right! Even if we can't use magic, I'll bite their necks with my teeth!"

"The Tower Master will recognize our sacrifice later, right?"

"Haha! Of course!"

The most irritating part was that they believed their sacrifice would be nobly remembered.

They should be thinking about surviving tenaciously to complete their mission, but instead they were stupidly preparing for death.

Yet the legs of those who claimed they wouldn't fear death were trembling like aspen leaves.

Seeing this comedic scene, I chuckled and leisurely watched.

"These damn flies keep coming no matter how many we kill! Beat them all!"

"Protect the supplies until the end, even if it costs your lives!"

A clash between two groups I despise.

Though I was disappointed by the small scale, I decided to watch it as a preview.

But the content was so empty that I regretted it.

Mages who had never undergone any physical training had no chance of winning in close combat against the Red Scale Tribe.

Their intestines were carved out by swords, their bodies pierced by spears, and crushed by hammers.

"Idiots."

As their comrades died one by one, hesitation crept into the eyes of those who had claimed they were prepared to die.

With each different death that unfolded, survival instinct began to take root in their hesitation, eventually blooming into fear.

"I-I want to live after all!"

Finally, the first deserter appeared, but it was already too late.

"AAAAGH!"

A spear flew toward the man screaming and running away, shattering his head.

Seeing this, the other mages could no longer overcome the fear in their hearts.

Their resolve to fight together had long disappeared, and they all fled to survive.

"If they had run away earlier, they might have survived."

But the mages, who had already become targets of the Red Scale Tribe, couldn't escape.

The tribal warriors, who had spread out according to the situation, began chasing them with enthusiasm.

Death cries erupted from all over the forest, and the surroundings were filled with the smell of blood.

"Almost all dead now. Only you remain."

"P-please spare me!"

"What benefit would I get from sparing you?"

"I'll do anything if you spare me! Money, information, whatever you want!"

"Oh? Then let's hear about the Magic Tower."

"Th-thank you!"

The Red Scale Tribe's vanguard commander deliberately kept only one person alive, intending to extract information.

Meanwhile, the last porter was mistakenly assuming he would be spared, even though the commander hadn't said a word about letting him live.

The sight was so disgusting that I couldn't bear to watch anymore.

I didn't care if he revealed the Magic Tower's secrets, but his behavior was repulsive.

"Hup!"

I descended from the tree and landed lightly on the ground.

Completely muffling my footsteps, I approached where the supplies were gathered.

Gently pushing aside the vines blocking my way, I walked out from the bushes.

Thanks to suppressing my presence and footsteps, the Red Scale tribesmen didn't notice me at all.

Moreover, their attention was entirely focused on the last porter.

"Ah...!"

Conversely, due to his position, the porter couldn't help but recognize me.

He probably thought I was dead since I hadn't returned after entering the forest.

But seeing me alive and well, he seemed quite surprised.

*Not a bad expression.*

If he had any common sense left, he would keep quiet about my approach.

But having witnessed his lack of common sense too many times, I wouldn't trust him.

"Save me!"

"Huh?"

Seeing the survivor shouting while looking past their shoulders, the Red Scale tribesmen all turned around.

It was a very shitty situation for someone trying to launch a surprise attack by approaching quietly.

However, in my case, I hadn't expected anything, so I wasn't perplexed.

I simply swung my arm gently toward those in front of me.

"You are—!"

As soon as the Red Scale tribesmen noticed my presence, all their heads separated from their bodies.

The vanguard commander was unfortunately trying to say something while looking at me, but it was already too late.

The boundary line drawn on the neck cannot be reattached.

"I-I'm alive!"

The man who had been ready to offer even his gallbladder to the enemy for survival finally breathed a sigh of relief.

Nothing is more reassuring than the disappearance of enemies threatening your life.

But quite ironically, I was also his enemy. He just didn't know it.

"...I won't thank you. Because of your late arrival, my comrades died despite your strength."

"Ha!"

Thankfully, he was building up his unlikability stack on his own.

Thanks to that, my mind became extremely peaceful.

"Have you heard that one action is more important than a hundred words?"

"Huh? What does that mean all of a sudden?"

"I'll show you."

I wiggled my fingers.

Then, supplies that had been lost flowed out from inside his clothes.

Seeing this, he was startled and began making excuses.

"H-how did this get inside my clothes...? Ah! You just put it there, right?"

"This is ridiculous. Is that the best excuse you could come up with? Blaming others for your own fault?"

"I-I didn't steal it!"

"Fuck off. No matter how much you plead, there's no one left to defend you. So..."

Riiip-!

Chaos opened its mouth wide behind him.

"You're sentenced to immediate execution."

Crunch-!

As Chaos closed its mouth again, the young man's body was cut in half.

His corpse, with only the waist remaining, was far more gruesome than the others.

If he had at least shown some remorse for his crimes at the end, I would have given him a clean death. He was a young man with regrettable judgment.

"Eek!"

Just as I was sighing, a terrified scream from a woman came from behind. It was Arin.

"You saw, didn't you?"

With Chaos beside me, I grinned widely and greeted her warmly as she returned to the base.

Arin collapsed to the ground, and yellow liquid began seeping into her exposed pink striped panties.
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This supply transport mission was a failure.

Though we somehow managed to defend the supplies from the enemy, we had already lost too much blood.

Everyone except me and Arin had been wiped out.

Even if we completed the transport and returned to the Magic Tower, we couldn't escape the blame.

"That's exactly what I don't like!"

If they had followed my instructions from the beginning, this tragedy wouldn't have happened.

But the mages from the Magic Tower rejected me because I was an outsider and didn't follow the chain of command.

The fault lay entirely with them, and death was their price.

It was a just outcome, but the Magic Tower would still shift the blame to me.

"For that reason, you'll have to take all the responsibility in my place. You didn't listen to me either, not even a tiny bit. Right?"

"Y-yes!"

Arin was still gripped by fear.

Her face was pale, her eyes unfocused, and sweat continuously poured down her forehead.

How did I appear in her eyes to make her so terrified?

I couldn't imagine, but I decided to gratefully use her fear to my advantage.

"Good. When we get back to the Magic Tower later, make sure your report doesn't bring any blame my way. If even a spark of trouble comes my way... I won't bother explaining what will happen."

"I-I understand!"

When Chaos merely bared his sharp teeth, Arin gasped and stepped backward.

Her soaked crotch had just begun to dry, but seeing her wet herself again made me feel slightly sorry for her.

Still, it wasn't all bad.

I needed to instill fear firmly so she wouldn't go around revealing my identity later.

I realized I could control people using fear without having to kill them.

*Despite her usually confident appearance, she's actually a tender-hearted woman inside.*

[A typical tough exterior, soft interior type. Someone who suffers a lot mentally.]

*That may be true, but I have no intention of pitying her.*

If I let my guard down out of sympathy, I wouldn't be surprised to get stabbed in the back.

To prevent such an incident, I placed my finger on Arin's forehead.

With her mind in shambles, even a mage would be susceptible to suggestion magic.

I cleared my throat and spoke in a deep voice.

"Hear my gospel."

"Hic!"

"You will not be able to speak of anything you've seen here to anyone. The moment you carelessly try to mention it, horrific images of others' deaths will appear in your mind, and you'll see the scene of a black dog's teeth digging into your body. Fear and revere the presence of death beside you forever. You are doomed to live eternally in the fear of death."

"Ah...! Aah...!"

Trembling continuously with fear, she finally foamed at the mouth and collapsed to the ground.

She couldn't withstand the killing intent contained in my words and gaze.

Still, I had successfully planted the suggestion, so that was one worry off my mind.

[You are always merciless.]

"This is actually being kind. Isn't it better than killing her outright?"

[Better to die than live carrying trauma until death.]

"It's fine. Once the Magic Tower falls apart, she'll naturally leave for some remote place and live happily."

Though she'll suffer quite a bit until my chaos ends.

But that's also her karma.

If she had followed my instructions and returned late, she wouldn't have suffered so badly.

"Hmm?"

While looking pitifully at the unconscious Arin, my eyes suddenly caught something in her hand.

Even as she fainted, she was tightly gripping a wooden rod.

Certain it was something valuable, I snatched it and examined it.

[It's a magical tool.]

"Looks like she was planning to fight back with this magical tool. But wasn't it impossible to use magical tools because of the Eye of Devouring?"

[Not necessarily. When you used the Eye of Devouring, some magic stones inside this body resisted the wavelength and remained usable.]

"Wait! So that means some magical tools can still be used normally?"

[That seems to be the case.]

"This is maddening."

As this unknown fact came to light, a new challenge was added.

The Magic Tower is the faction with the most magical tools in the world.

This means the Eye of Devouring alone cannot completely neutralize the Magic Tower.

If I don't do something about these magical tools, my invasion plan will be compromised.

It seems I'll need to set Kawin as my next target and make new plans.

"Sigh...! It's really one mountain after another."

[I understand your feelings, but why are you naturally lifting up the woman's skirt?]

"We still have a long way to go, and it's uncomfortable if her underwear stays wet. I'm just drying it for her until she regains consciousness."

I created a small flame with the magical tool and held it near Arin's panties.

The magical tool she had been holding was similar to an auxiliary output device.

It could extract mana and manifest magic even when the source of magical power was blocked.

I could use magic through the Dragon Heart, but since it produces strong firepower, I decided to borrow Arin's magical tool.

"Oh! I thought they were just ordinary striped panties, but they have bear pictures on them."

[You crazy bastard.]

***

A land where black smoke endlessly rises.

Just a few days ago, it was filled with clear streams and lush green grass, but now it had turned into a wasteland.

Corpses, difficult to identify, were scattered everywhere, and blood was splattered all around.

A scene clearly depicting the devastation of war.

Yet even in such circumstances, the fighting hadn't stopped.

"Hahaha! This is going damn smoothly! Don't you think?"

"Yes, the enemy's morale has weakened, so we should be able to occupy their stronghold soon."

"As I always say, magic is superior to weapons! Even renowned warriors can't avoid being like moths flying into a fire pit when faced with a barrage of magic!"

"There are... almost none who can withstand such overwhelming firepower."

Frieden, who had been expressing his thoughts honestly, carefully modified his words.

He thought that "he" would be able to break through effortlessly.

It was a statement that a member of the magic-worshipping Magic Tower couldn't easily overlook, but Jack didn't make a big deal out of it.

He believed that a Red Dragon could withstand it sufficiently.

"You fool! The guy you're thinking of will never show up here, so don't worry about it!"

"Hmm...?"

A sense of disconnect arose as they each thought of different people.

Frieden, who had heard that someone was personally coming to deliver supplies, found it particularly strange.

"Anyway, let's quickly finish off the remaining stragglers and get a good rest today."

"Let's do that."

Jack manifested lightning magic in his hand and fired it.

The blue lightning penetrated one soldier and then pierced through those behind him in succession.

Not to be outdone, Frieden created dozens of rocks and shot them at the enemies.

Soldiers directly hit by the rocks were shattered, and those caught in the aftermath were crushed to death.

"As expected of Lord Jack and Lord Frieden! Amazing!"

"Woah! I'll follow you for life!"

Inspired by the momentum of the two Archmages, the rest of the mages also vigorously used magic to defeat the enemy and advance.

The members of the Magic Tower were advancing without hindrance toward the enemy stronghold.

Just when they thought they had taken their first step toward victory after a long battle, an unexpected wind suddenly blew.

"What? Who's that woman?"

The woman Jack faced was unusual.

She had none of the red scale patterns that symbolized the Red Scale tribe.

Her hair was black, her eyes gently closed, and her attire was Oriental, not what one would expect from a desert tribe.

Standing alone in the middle of enemy territory, she exuded a mysterious aura that even evoked an inexplicable sense of awe.

"Tsk! Does she think war is child's play?"

But Jack was infuriated at the sight of the woman.

What she held in her hand was a great sword as tall as herself.

Already despising swords as a mage, the sight of her using a weapon that didn't match her stature displeased him.

Jack, raising lightning in both hands, charged at her, vowing to burn her to death.

Not realizing it would be his last act.

"Such careless movement."

"Huh?"

"You've already been cut by me."

The woman hadn't even drawn her sword; it was still in her hand.

Yet she claimed she had cut him.

He tried to say what nonsense she was talking about, but somehow his voice wouldn't come out.

"Ah..."

Jack's world turned upside down.

His vision began to spin in the air, and at the end, he saw his own body with its head missing.

Blood gushed from the cleanly cut surface.

Only then did Jack understand what the woman meant.

That he had been cut down pathetically.

"In your next life, I recommend moving more cautiously."

Thud!

Jack's head was thrown to the ground, splattering blood everywhere.

The headless body slumped to the ground, collapsing lifelessly.

The faces of the mages watching the scene turned pale all at once, while the Red Scale warriors let out cheers of jubilation.

They had brought down the enemy general who had been brutally massacring their comrades.

"...Interesting. I didn't expect there to be someone maintaining their composure in this situation."

"If I waver too, this battle will be our defeat."

"Admirable resolve."

Frieden took a stance, confronting the woman.

Though he said that, he too was considerably shocked.

Jack, as one of the Archmages, had died without being able to do anything despite having the skill to take the initiative at the frontlines.

Nevertheless, Frieden maintained his composure.

He was an undead who had already died once and come back to life. Even if his head were to fly off, he would revive again.

With the fear and oppression of death gone, he stood dignified against the woman with the great sword.

However, the true shock came from the woman's subsequent attitude.

"...I smell the scent of the dead from you."

"W-what are you saying?"

"And this subtle fragrance... heh, so you were revived by my Gracious Teacher."

"Gracious Teacher...?"

"I apologize. I have no intention of fighting any further today, so collect this person's body and withdraw."

The mysterious woman suddenly smiled and even turned her back to the enemy.

However, Frieden couldn't bring himself to launch a surprise attack on her.

His instinct told him that where he stood was within her attack range, and his body refused to move.

She possessed skills that would chill even the heart of the dead.

Watching the woman's retreating back, Frieden revised his thoughts again.

There was another person here who had the skill to survive amidst countless magical bombardments.
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I returned to the Magic Tower after completing my transport mission, smiling more cheerfully than usual.

It would have been depressing if I'd only discovered that the Ancient Eye doesn't work on certain magical tools. However, good news awaited me at the frontlines.

"Jack is dead."

Frieden's brief yet significant report.

I was delighted to hear that one of those troublesome Arch Mages had been taken down by the enemy. I was slightly disappointed that someone among the Red Scale tribe had such capability—until I learned the identity of this skilled individual.

"The one who killed Jack seemed to recognize you, master."

Following Frieden's report, I asked about certain characteristics and quickly realized the skilled person was Rin.

She was diligently carrying out the mission I'd given her before departing for the Magic Tower: become a mercenary, and when war breaks out, side with the Red Scales to break the Magic Tower's momentum.

I had asked this of her knowing it would be an arduous process.

As a result, Rin not only broke the Magic Tower's momentum but also dealt with Jack, whom I hadn't been able to control.

She achieved the best possible outcome, accomplishing even more than I had instructed.

She was now known by the alias "Magic Slayer," becoming the mages' restraint.

I couldn't help but feel immensely proud.

"There was absolutely nothing to worry about."

How could I not be happy knowing my pride and love was working hard for me?

I found myself longing for the days when everything would be over, and I could live happily with my lovers.

"King!"

"Already here. Good work."

"Waoong! Huff huff!"

With the bothersome people gone and Arin sent back first, the journey home was pleasant.

Chaos also seemed satisfied after freely roaming the forest for the first time in a while.

We all returned to Peil contentedly.

I passed through the still-bustling streets of the war-affected town and entered the laboratory.

Chaos, having returned to his original form, shook off the leaves clinging to his body and slipped into my shadow.

I called out for the lich who should have been guarding the laboratory in my absence.

"Hades!"

But for some reason, the laboratory was unusually quiet.

Was Hades out briefly?

Normally, she would have come out to greet me before I even called her name.

"That's strange."

Just as I was about to assume no one was there, I heard peculiar noises coming from the storage room inside the laboratory.

Clatter, clatter.

It sounded like bones colliding with each other. My footsteps inevitably headed toward the storage room.

The sounds became clearer as I approached.

Curiosity made my legs move faster and prompted me to grab the handle and fling the door open.

Click!

The door's lock disengaged, revealing what was inside.

The storage room had been empty the last time I saw it.

But now it was filled with iron bars and chains, resembling a prison.

Looking toward the source of the sound, I witnessed a bizarre scene.

Four elderly men, wearing something resembling helmets made of skulls, tied to chairs.

In front of them stood a pillar of bone, with purple liquid dripping from the top.

The old men twisted their bodies and flicked their tongues as if entranced by this violet liquid.

It was like watching severe drug addicts.

"Wait, is that...?"

Belatedly, I recognized a familiar face.

If my memory served me right, he was definitely the 2nd Elder of the Magic Tower.

Why was he in such a state after being taken by Hades?

I would soon learn the answer.

"My lord, you've returned?"

Hades's cheerful voice came from behind me.

She seemed completely unfazed despite having remodeled the laboratory's storage room and kidnapped and imprisoned old men.

It really hit home that she was once a heartless Demon King's general.

"Let's skip the greetings. Can you explain what's going on here?"

"I'm conducting brainwashing."

"Brainwashing? With Shoggoth cells?"

"Yes, since you completed the research, I put it to appropriate use."

All Shoggoth cells contain acid, but if that part is extracted, they become excellent painkillers.

The Shoggoth cells enter the body and control the nervous system to eliminate pain.

But like conventional medicines, consuming large amounts turns it into poison.

As the Shoggoth cells in the body swell and become incapable of delicate operations, they stimulate entire nerve cells.

The consumer experiences extreme pleasure and becomes unable to escape.

The result of this dependency was the sight of the bound old men before me.

"I first got the 2nd Elder addicted to the drug, then used him as bait to lure in the other elders. All those tied up here are elders of the Magic Tower!"

"I somehow thought that might be the case, but to think it was actually true..."

"If you catch a fish with a worm, shouldn't you use that fish as bait to catch a bigger one? I easily reeled them in by exploiting the friendship between the elders."

"That makes sense."

"Anyway, while you were away, I turned the elders into addicts who would give up their liver and gallbladder just for the drug. You should be able to control the Magic Tower as you wish."

My plan had been to make the Arch Mages rebel against the Magic Tower elders.

But Hades had gone one step ahead and put the elders under my control.

With all but one Arch Mage already under my control,

I had essentially become the real power in the Magic Tower, lacking only the Tower Master.

"...So I can do whatever I want with the Magic Tower?"

"Of course!"

"Boys! Grab your tools!"

The time had finally come to eradicate the Magic Tower from this world.

***

"Yes! Success!"

A man clenched his fist in joy.

Kawin, who usually acted as if everything was a bother, showed more passion than anyone when it came to creating magical tools.

Even now, he felt ecstatic looking at the new magical tool born from his hands.

He looked like a father welcoming a newborn child.

"With this magical tool, the tide of war will change! It's time to show the world the greatness of my magical tool...!"

Kawin hugged the magical tool and rushed out of the room.

He wanted to show it off to his colleagues who had helped with its creation as soon as possible.

He had already announced that he would hold an evaluation meeting on the day of completion, so he ran straight to the auditorium.

The place where magical tools were evaluated. He would show the new magical tool and receive praise from his colleagues.

Anticipating that moment, he opened the door connecting to the auditorium stage.

"Kill the mages, violate the magical tools!"

"What is this...?"

What greeted the smiling Kawin and his magical tool was a burning auditorium.

His colleagues who had been waiting for him were now cold corpses. The chairs, tables, and tents were actively burning, and precious magical tools were being licked or inserted into body orifices, being defiled.

Kawin's pupils dilated at the unbelievable sight, and he eventually screamed until his vocal cords tore.

"Nooooo!!"

In the end, he reached the point of stabbing his own eyes, destroying both his sight and voice.

This incident would later be called the Magical Tool Violation Incident and would be widely spread to future generations.

"Found it! Here it is."

While the auditorium was burning spectacularly, Bern and Hades were rummaging through Kawin's personal room.

He was cheerfully searching, unaware of what was happening in the auditorium.

Bern, who had recently developed a taste for theft, felt no remorse as he put Kawin's magical tool into his spatial storage.

In the midst of this, he took out Hades's crystal ball, proudly declaring that he had finally reclaimed it.

"Hades, catch this!"

"Thank you, my lord. But unfortunately, this is a replica."

"Ah, is that so...?"

He had thought he'd recovered it, but when told it was a fake and handed back, he felt awkward.

Just as he was thinking he'd gotten excited for nothing, he noticed a figure reflected in the crystal ball.

It was none other than Arasia, a character created by the Magic Tower Master to generate funds.

Unlike the original, he realized the replica projected Arasia as a fixed image to the other party.

While its performance was far inferior to the artifacts created by Hades, it perfectly replicated the function of broadcasting to the world.

"With this crystal ball, anyone could become Arasia..."

Bern smiled bitterly, thinking of it as a fantasy world VTuber.

Then a brilliant idea crossed his mind.

"Hades."

"What is it, my lord?"

"Is it possible to add a new character to the crystal ball?"

"Even though it's a replica, I can certainly modify it with a little work. Are you perhaps interested in broadcasting...!"

"It's not that. I just want to give the Magic Tower Master a special kind of payback!"

"In what way?"

"Title: Everyone's Mama Arasia Getting Violated by the Rich Old Magic Tower Master."

"Don't tell me you're planning to use the character created in the Magic Tower Master's image...?"

"Shall we shoot a spicy live adult video using someone else's character?"

"Excellent idea!"

These two were the very embodiment of evil.
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"The time has come."

In the temple beneath the sacred tree.

The usually quiet temple interior was now packed with elves, forming a dense crowd.

While the space was crammed without room to step, the area near where the World Tree's roots and trunk connected remained relatively empty.

However, it was a sacred zone where no one was allowed to stand—a space permitted only to Marianne, the representative of the Great Earth Mother and Saintess of the World Tree.

Standing proudly upon it, she began her address to the gathered elves.

"Over the past several incursions by human mages, we elves have united and worked hard to repel them. But they have grown increasingly stubborn, attempting to violate the precious power and bodies bestowed upon us by our Mother."

The previously bustling atmosphere fell silent as death.

The elves listened attentively to Marianne's words, their breathing barely audible.

"The past when our warriors' precious lives withered away, when our irreplaceable World Tree nearly perished, and when my sister and I suffered terrible ordeals—I believe none of you are unaware of these events."

Countless elven female warriors had given their lives trying to protect the Saintess.

Despite such sacrifices, Rosemary, the elder of the Saintess sisters, was kidnapped, and Marianne herself nearly suffered the same humiliation.

The human invasions were that persistent, and even after formal protests to the outside world, the Holden Kingdom refused to listen to the elves' pleas.

"It was truly a bitter past. All we wanted was to live peacefully under our Mother's protection, yet humans repeatedly came and threatened our peace."

At Marianne's sorrowful expression, the elves one by one clenched their fists.

They despised the humans who seemed desperate to devour them.

Had humans been before them now, they would have gladly ground them to dust.

"But not all humans are evil."

A glimmer appeared in Marianne's previously lifeless eyes.

Like someone who had found a spark of hope in a desperate past, Marianne opened her chest wide.

Recalling the unforgettable memory of that day, she passionately spoke of the one hero who had fought for the elves, even risking his life.

"There is a human who fought alongside us—for me, for the elves, for our Mother. And even now, he continues to fight against other humans who threaten us!"

Despair turned to hope, and hope gave birth to fighting spirit.

The usually gentle Saintess revealed a warrior's resolve, stirring the hearts of all elves.

"We have always drawn our bows only to protect our precious homeland. But now I realize how shortsighted that thinking was. If we truly wish to protect our families and homeland, we must venture beyond the forest and fight! We must show the world that elven warriors are braver than anyone!"

"The Saintess speaks the truth!"

"Let's teach those evil humans a lesson!"

"That's right!"

Most of the elves rose to their feet in support of Marianne's words.

They couldn't remain idle after suffering such humiliation at human hands.

While everyone was burning with fighting spirit, there were some who disapproved.

"Saintess, I understand your anger toward humans. But if we end up fighting them, won't we have to spill the blood of many of our kin?"

"Though humans have done terrible things, our forest remains intact. Is there really a need for us to fight in the outside world we barely know?"

"Besides, didn't you say there's a hero fighting on our behalf? Since he knows the human world better than we do, shouldn't we leave it to him and focus on protecting our forest?"

Those who couldn't understand why they should fight, those afraid to venture outside the forest, and those who didn't feel particularly indebted to Bern—they voiced their opinions despite the heated atmosphere created by Marianne's speech.

Other elves were outraged at these dissenters who were like muddy water polluting clear waters.

"Such complacent thinking will only put us in greater danger!"

"The forest cannot always protect us! What if humans set fire to our forest? Our home would be gone!"

"We owe him a debt we can never repay, and we're still receiving his help. Yet you suggest that we, proud warriors, should just stand by and watch? I'd rather die a hundred times over!"

"Everyone, please calm down."

As opposition against those unwilling to fight grew and voices raised, Marianne quickly intervened before the situation could escalate into an uncontrollable conflict.

After soothing the angry elves and giving them time to cool their heads, she turned to those unwilling to fight.

"Even if you're the Saintess, we have no intention of participating."

"Trying to persuade us will be futile."

"Yes, I suppose so. Whether I ask, command, or even provoke you, I don't think you'll follow."

"Are you giving up then?"

"No. I'll try to persuade you in a different way."

Marianne smiled faintly as she pulled out a piece of paper from between her cleavage.

It was a note Bern had sent to Marianne via telegram during his infiltration of the Magic Tower.

He had instructed her to read it aloud if the elves became divided in their opinions.

"Ahem! The World Tree's trunk has many knotholes filled with moisture. After conquering the forest, be sure to prepare tofu and konjac near the World Tree!"

"What?"

"The elven forest is home to many friendly animals. Herbivores like rabbits, deer, and squirrels, as well as wolves, foxes, and even bears follow the elves. We should use the elves to attract these animals and enjoy their taste. Especially since elves each keep a companion animal, it would be quite enjoyable to take the companion's innocence before their eyes."

"......"

"Female elves have sturdy physiques, while male elves tend to be slender. Though their aesthetic values differ from humans, we can extract protein elements from the females and dress the males in women's clothing—killing two birds with one stone. They are a species optimized for use as playthings."

These were research materials taken directly from the Magic Tower, each filled with vile desires.

Starting with using the World Tree for sexual gratification, to absolutely unacceptable bestiality, and plans to modify elves.

The details were so specific that it was difficult to believe they were fabricated.

And so, the elves' declaration of war was unanimously announced to the world.

***

On the path from the Capital to the Magic Tower.

Hundreds of horses kicked up dust, followed by an army so vast it seemed to shake the earth.

The flags raised among the densely packed soldiers bore the royal family's emblem, with a lion at its center.

It was the flag representing the Crown Prince's forces.

"Ride faster!"

Amidst the unceasing sound of hoofbeats, Crown Prince William's command echoed.

The elves' declaration of war during the conflict between the Magic Tower and the Red Scale tribe had worsened the Magic Tower's situation.

For Holden's Crown Prince, who was allied with the Magic Tower, its downfall would significantly impact his support base.

He was urgently mobilizing his army to aid the Magic Tower.

"We cannot be delayed for even a moment! Abandon any stragglers without mercy! There's no place for the weak in my army!"

William himself would have been left behind without his warhorse.

Yet, simply because the blood in his veins was considered noble, he was valued highly and easily forgiven for whatever he did.

His life as Crown Prince had warped his values and made him arrogant.

He considered everything in the world beneath him—his arrogance was enough to make even dragons shake their heads.

"All forces halt!"

"What are you doing? Didn't I say this is urgent?"

"I apologize, Your Highness William. However, if you proceed just a little further, you'll understand why I've stopped the army."

"What?"

At the Great General's words, William looked ahead.

Furrowing his brow and squinting, he finally noticed a woman standing there.

Long hair the color of the sea, impressive horns rising proudly from her head, and dragon wings on her back.

She stood confidently despite facing William's army, appearing haughty but unlike the Crown Prince's baseless confidence.

"How dare you stand with your head held high when you should be on your knees before me!"

"Your Highness, that person is Setis, daughter of the Blue Dragon from the southern region and ruler of Yuran."

"Even if she's a dragon's daughter, on this land she should bow her head before me! Go and bring me her head immediately!"

"B-but if we do that, the people's backlash would..."

"The kingdom's master is the king! And I will soon sit on the throne! No one can defy me!"

Even so, he was still only the Crown Prince, and the current king remained above him.

Killing Setis, who was recognized by the current Holden King, would complicate matters in many ways.

Though the Great General tried to explain this reasonably, William insisted on her death with twisted logic.

Meanwhile, Setis, observing this scene, muttered quietly.

"Sigh! Where did they gather such a monstrous army..."

William's ears caught Setis's words, and he became smug.

He thought that even someone with the blood of a great dragon was impressed by his military force.

"So you know which way the wind blows. Though it's impudent of you to block my path, I'll forgive you if you serve me in my chambers tonight."

"Ha! What nonsense."

"What!"

"That comment I just made wasn't directed at you."

"Stupid woman! Besides my forces, what else here could possibly be called an army?"

"Where else? Right beneath your feet."

At that moment.

Sharp, hard blades suddenly rose from the ground, cutting soldiers' bodies in half.

"W-what's happening!"

"Aaaaargh!"

"Everyone flee!!"

The formation collapsed as all soldiers screamed at the unexpected ambush.

After more than half the forces were lost, the blades simultaneously stopped moving and then emerged from the ground.

The blades were actually the jaws of ants.

"Welcome. First time seeing Orichalcum Ants?"

Ch.218 - 210. My Subordinates Are Too Competent - 8
Bern spoke to Sestia before leaving the port city.

He summoned her and handed over a map with circles drawn on it.

As he did so, Bern made a request of her.

"I have friends in the marked areas who can help me. When war breaks out between the Magic Tower and the Red Scale tribe, bring them to the path between the Magic Tower and the Capital and wait there."

"...Reinforcements to destroy the Magic Tower? Weren't the elves enough?"

"Your target isn't the Magic Tower. It's the forces of Crown Prince Holden who has allied with the Magic Tower."

"Tsk! I heard rumors about a secret alliance, but it seems they were true."

Sestia clicked her tongue, noting that things were getting complicated.

Bern, on the other hand, nodded with a very calm expression.

"Yes, when the Magic Tower faces a crisis, they'll definitely march out to provide support."

"So you want me to stop those forces?"

"You don't necessarily need to fight. No need to mobilize Yuran's personnel either."

"Don't tell me you want me to just stall that brute of a crown prince?"

"Of course not."

It was well known that Crown Prince William had a quick temper and crude manners.

He was a tyrant who would use force and violence to take what he wanted rather than negotiate.

A silver tongue was useless before William. The only way to stop him was to match his strength.

"If you bring the friends I just mentioned, you'll be able to stop them easily."

"What kind of amazing friends could possibly stand against the kingdom's forces?"

"Go see for yourself. It wouldn't be fun if I told you now. By the way, if they're not easy to convince, just say you're the second closest human to Fabre."

With those words and a meaningful smile, Bern departed for the Magic Tower.

Time passed, and Sestia received news that war had broken out between the Magic Tower and the Red Scale tribe.

Recalling the past, she searched around the mountain Bern had marked.

"Damn, this is ridiculously hard to find!"

There were no satellites in this world.

Naturally, maps were created by travelers who roamed around, so geographical features like mountains and forests couldn't be expected to match the maps exactly.

Even for Sestia, who could fly through the sky, finding the exact location was difficult.

*I'll get him for this when I see him! I'll definitely pin him down and crush him in bed!*

Sestia vowed to make him spend a humiliating night in the future.

However, for Bern, that would be more of a reward than punishment, and she herself blushed at the mental image.

Having embarrassed herself, Sestia fanned her face to cool down and partially folded her wings.

She had arrived at the location Bern had specified while indulging in her indecent fantasies.

"Phew! I guess his friends are under this old statue?"

Landing gracefully on fallen leaves, Sestia approached the ancient statue.

Noticing slight indentations in the ground, she became convinced there was something underground.

*Could it be dwarf friends...*

But dwarves were known for not getting involved in other races' affairs.

Moreover, even if they helped, she doubted they would be strong enough to face the kingdom's forces.

While dwarves had superior strength compared to humans, their skills generally lay in crafting rather than combat.

Though there were occasionally dwarves who enjoyed fighting, they would leave their villages to wander the world or become mercenaries.

They never lived in colonies.

*I'll have to go in and check for myself.*

Sestia channeled strength into her legs and stomped hard on the ground.

The previously indented ground easily collapsed, and her body was sucked down below the surface.

She managed to spread her wings mid-fall to avoid serious injury, but Sestia was still quite shocked.

First by the mineral she discovered on the way down, second by the civilization she encountered upon landing, and third by the appearance of a skilled individual who had somehow gotten behind her.

Having been surprised three times in quick succession, she couldn't say a word.

Not until the being gripping her nape spoke.

"Intruder, identify yourself."

"Ugh! Can't... breathe...!"

"I'll loosen my grip a bit. If you try anything foolish, I'll crush your neck right here, so mind your words."

The chokehold that had made it difficult to speak loosened slightly.

To seize this opportunity, Sestia mentioned the name Bern had told her.

"Fa-Fabre...!"

"Are you a friend of Fabre?"

"I came at the request of the person who's his next closest friend...!"

"...It seems you speak the truth."

The grip on Sestia's nape disappeared.

Free from the grasp, she first took a deep breath.

At the same time, she turned to look at the being who had been restraining her.

It had an elongated sharp jaw, antennae curved to both sides, and a body made of the mineral that had startled Sestia so much.

It was an Orichalcum Ant, a Mineral Ant that had evolved to its highest potential.

"An-an ant made of Orichalcum?!"

"Hmm? You weren't told about us?"

"Told? I wasn't given even the slightest hint!"

Sestia exclaimed in astonishment.

The mere fact that the legendary mineral Orichalcum was buried in this underground location would be news enough to shake the world.

But Mineral Ants had occupied and consumed the Orichalcum, evolving to walk on two legs and gain overwhelming strength.

It was a terrifying story that would make not only humans but even dragons tremble and pray these creatures would never surface.

Even the soldier ant guarding the entrance to the ant colony had been strong enough to restrain her.

She couldn't even imagine how powerful the Queen Ant must be after consuming large amounts of Orichalcum.

"...Do you truly come at the request of our benefactor?"

"Black hair, pitch-black sword, dark eyes, and a fairly sturdy build."

"That matches our memory, but humans with similar appearances can be found anywhere."

"He traveled with a white dragon."

"...Confirmed, without a doubt."

The soldier ant, nodding its head, had never met Bern directly.

However, through the Queen's instructions and prior education, all ants were thoroughly familiar with information about him.

The Queen's pledge to never forget his kindness had been instilled in all the ants.

"I will guide you to the Queen. Follow me."

The soldier ant gestured for Sestia to follow and walked inside.

As if predetermined, another soldier ant arrived to guard the entrance to the colony.

This demonstrated how, true to ant nature, their collective behavior operated according to strict principles.

*Not only are they individually powerful, but they're also a legion with unwavering order...*

And that wasn't all.

The structures built in the ant colony and their handmade weapons were comparable to those of humans and dwarves.

Some aspects were so impressive that she felt she could learn a thing or two from them.

Growing increasingly fearful, she also became curious about how Bern had formed a connection with these Orichalcum Ants.

She had thought him extraordinary from their first meeting, but the more she learned, the more hidden secrets she discovered.

*Sigh! Falling for such a man means I'm in for a lot of trouble.*

While it's generally better not to have secrets between lovers, sometimes there were secrets like this that she'd rather not know.

If she was going to continue being with Bern, she would need to develop unshakable mental fortitude.

"This is the Queen's palace."

"It's magnificent."

A palace made entirely of gold.

She had thought the Queen's palace might be made of Orichalcum, but it wasn't.

Ironically, as she stepped into the palace thinking the Queen must be somewhat modest, Sestia realized it was all her misconception.

"Holy shit!"

She wasn't shocked by the interior being made entirely of gold.

A beautiful woman so stunning that the gold paled in comparison was looking down at her from the throne.

At that sight, Sestia immediately realized she was the Queen Ant.

However, she resembled a human so closely that one might doubt she was an ant at all, and her beauty surpassed even the most renowned beauties of the kingdom.

The only features that marked her as an ant were the thin wings on her back, her four hands, and insect-like antennae.

"Welcome. I hear you've come with a request from him?"

"Ah! Y-yes..."

Maryan's aura naturally drew formal speech from Sestia, who rarely used honorifics.

She smiled gently and clapped her hands lightly.

An ant who appeared to be a servant presented Maryan with a picture.

In the picture, Maryan was licking Bern's feet with an expression of wonder.

"I don't doubt you, but I'd like to confirm one last time. Is this the person you're referring to?"

"Ah..."

Yes, it was. But she was afraid to say it.

There were ants that could be considered among the world's strongest, a Queen Ant who commanded them like limbs of her own body, and above her was Bern.

Only now did she realize that the world order could be overturned by a single human man.

From this moment, Sestia began to mentally offer condolences to the kingdom's army.
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"Looks like it's almost over!"

"Yes..."

From the soldiers to the knights, generals, staff officers, and even the Great General.

The humans who had filled the plains were all dead, their bodies dismembered.

Meanwhile, the Orichalcum Ants were all perfectly fine, except for the twenty that the Great General had managed to cut down.

In other words, no one except the kingdom's strongest could even scratch these ants.

And in the end, even that strongest warrior met his death surrounded by ants.

Sestia and Maryan were watching this spectacle from a distance.

Sestia was breaking out in a cold sweat as she witnessed the one-sided massacre.

Having personally experienced the ants' capabilities, she had expected this outcome.

But actually seeing and feeling it in person made her skin crawl.

These were no longer just ants. They were more like ultimate weapons or living calamities.

"What do you think?" Maryan asked.

"Pardon?"

"I'm asking if you think this has been helpful to him?"

"...I certainly think it has been helpful."

Why even ask?

This was the best possible outcome. She should be on her knees thanking Maryan profusely.

Yet ironically, if Bern were to arrive, the Queen would probably be licking his feet with joy, saying she was glad to be of help.

Just like in the painting she had seen in the Queen's chambers.

As Sestia's awe of the ants grew, so did her questions about Bern.

"I'm glad it was helpful," Maryan said with a satisfied smile.

Despite brutally slaughtering hundreds of thousands of humans, she maintained the innocent expression of a carefree child.

*If the regular worker ants are this powerful, how strong must the Queen be?*

Generally, queen ants weren't exceptionally strong. Ants had their roles, and the queen's was to lay eggs and create the ant colony.

But Sestia couldn't begin to gauge Maryan's strength as she glanced at her from the corner of her eye.

A powerful being hiding her true strength. After Rin and Bern, Maryan was the third such person she'd encountered.

*A queen who's powerful and beautiful too... The world really is unfair.*

Despite being a pure-blooded ant, Maryan had undergone numerous evolutions out of her desire to become like her benefactor.

Soft, supple skin, distinct facial features, and dreamy, colorful long hair.

Unlike ants that stopped evolving at bipedal locomotion, she had evolved to be more human-like.

In the past, Bern might have felt murderous impulses when receiving Maryan's marriage proposal, but with her current appearance, he might actually consider accepting.

"Your Majesty, we've captured the enemy commander."

"Let me go! Let me go, you monster bastards!"

"Bow your head, barbaric human."

"AAAAARGH!!"

Crown Prince William was the only human they had kept alive amid the total annihilation.

Captured by an ant over eight feet tall, he was dragged forward with his hands bound in an awkward position.

The soldier ant released William but simultaneously severed his calves, forcing him to kneel.

This wouldn't have happened if he hadn't cursed in front of Maryan.

"Ugh...! You, you'll all regret this! Do you think you can harm the precious body of me, the future king of the Holden Kingdom, and live to tell the tale?"

"...Wow."

Despite his entire army being wiped out, William refused to bow his pride.

Sestia couldn't help but marvel at how he kept his head high when he should be begging for his life.

William's baseless confidence seemed foolish, especially after even the Great General, their strongest force, had been killed.

*If someone like him had inherited the throne, what would have become of the kingdom...*

Sestia felt dizzy, though for different reasons than when she first met Maryan.

Seeing the stark difference between the two royals, with humans appearing worse than ants, gave her mixed and unpleasant feelings.

After all, human blood flowed through half of Sestia's body.

Had she been free to move, she would likely have kicked William already.

"I acknowledge your fighting spirit. But your threat to not leave us be seems like mere pride."

"Ha! You think I can't do it?"

"Specifically, what do you plan to do?"

"My father will soon learn of my peril and come to rescue me! Then all those monsters will be beheaded, and you two will be ravaged by men like cheap whores before being executed!"

Sestia's mouth itched to speak.

She wanted to tell him that even if the first Holden King and hero were resurrected, they couldn't win.

She desperately wanted to shout at him to abandon his pathetic pride.

Nevertheless, Sestia kept her mouth shut, waiting for Maryan's next words.

She hadn't expected Maryan to address her next.

"Are all human kings this arrogant?"

"What? Oh, no. Not all of them are like this."

"Is that so? That's a relief."

Sestia sensed something chilling in Maryan's words.

What if she had answered affirmatively?

Maryan might have immediately gone to the capital with her ants to exterminate the entire Holden royal family.

Realizing this, Sestia let out a deep sigh.

"Then is what he said true, that he's the next king?"

"That... is true."

"Thank you. Thanks to your honesty, I've made a decision."

"Pardon? What decision have you made?"

Maryan answered Sestia's question with a meaningful smile.

Her expression was so pure, like a mischievous little girl.

"I'll eliminate the human royalty so he can reign as the new king!"

"Guh! AAAAARGH!!"

BOOM!

In the blink of Sestia's eye, Crown Prince William's body suddenly expanded and then burst.

She thought a soldier ant might have done it, but they had all backed away. Only Maryan could have killed him.

*Pure my ass!*

Sestia saw that Maryan's temperament was extremely tyrannical. The decision of a tyrant with no equal could not be stopped by anyone.

And this was leading to a future where Bern would weep bitterly.

***

"The Magic Tower forces are retreating!"

"Don't let a single one escape! Crush them all!"

"Pay them back for all the humiliation we've suffered!"

Meanwhile, at the battlefield between the Magic Tower and the Red Scale Tribe, a new development had occurred.

The intervention of the elves had turned the tide of war.

The Magic Tower forces, though still dominant even after being weakened by Rin, had to return to defend against the elven invasion.

However, the Red Scale Tribe seized this opportunity, trapping the frontline forces.

Furthermore, in their desperation, the Magic Tower forces fell into obvious traps and were easily routed.

"Don't let them return to their homeland! Honor our fallen comrades by spilling the blood of these mages on this land!"

While the tribe members were enthusiastically mopping up the remaining forces, Rin, who had been quietly killing mages, looked up at the sky.

The Magic Tower was on the verge of collapse.

.

What followed was predictable.

"Good! Let's push all the way to the Magic Tower's headquarters and take it for ourselves!"

"UOOOH!!"

The first thing victorious forces coveted was land.

Expansion of power, and beyond that, resources they had to buy at high prices until now.

It also provided a foothold to advance into new territories.

For this reason, the Red Scale Tribe showed their determination to occupy the Magic Tower.

*It's about the time my Gracious Teacher specified, but when is he coming?*

Unlike the tribe members who were moving forward, Rin kept looking up at the sky.

She had been waiting for someone, but unable to wait any longer, she gripped her scabbard.

That's when it happened.

"Huh? Did the sky suddenly get dark?"

"Yeah, it did."

"Wait! What is that!"

The clear sky suddenly darkened, casting shadows across the ground.

It wasn't an unusual weather phenomenon.

Two dragons, a mother and daughter with striking pure white scales, had arrived on the battlefield, blocking out the sky.

Both were gathering high-energy light in their mouths.

The Red Scale Tribe members who witnessed this instinctively sensed danger.

"E-Everyone run!"

The tribal leader shouted loudly, but it was already too late.

Having completed their preparations, the dragon mother and daughter swept the entire area with their breath.

Like a bolt from the blue, this disaster caused countless lives to wither away.

The scene descended into chaos, and Rin, who had been watching the process, smiled with satisfaction.

The ones she had been waiting for had finally arrived.

"Don't be afraid! Those aren't real dragons! They must be some new magical device created by the Magic Tower! And we have the best mercenary on our side."

A tribe member who barely survived the breath attack pointed at Rin, pinning his hopes on her.

He believed that with her skills, she could cut down these fake dragons.

The tribe members' trust in Rin was absolute, but their mistake was not anticipating betrayal from the one they trusted most.

"Gack!"

SLASH!

Rin easily switched her targets from mages to tribe members, as easily as flipping her palm.

Her sword was now pointed at the Red Scales.

"Thank you for everything. Your payment will be your deaths."

Rin demonstrated her talent for causing chaos that rivaled even Bern's.

Ch.220 - Side Story. Fantasy Live Sex Broadcast
I stole or damaged all the magical tools in the Magic Tower to prevent them from being used.

In Kawin's private room, I discovered a replica of the broadcasting crystal ball.

The person shown in the crystal ball was Arasia, a character created by the Tower Master.

Anyone standing in front of the crystal ball could become Arasia.

"How's the adjustment coming along?"

"Almost finished!"

After seizing the fake crystal ball, we quickly returned to the laboratory.

We immediately put our plan into action once we figured out how to bring down the Tower Master.

"How does it look?"

"Oh! Very good! It's working perfectly."

After Hades' modifications, when there were two or more people, a figure that wasn't originally there would be added—a white-haired old man with wrinkled skin, identical to the Tower Master I had seen just days ago.

When I casually raised my hand, the Tower Master in the crystal ball raised his hand too.

It felt like I was greeting him somehow, which made me feel dirty.

"The performance is definitely there. Let's go right away!"

"I've already made all the preparations!"

"Excellent!"

While I was looking into the crystal ball, Hades moved a bed into the room and even lit aromatic candles.

Somehow knowing my taste in clothing, she wore nothing but a dress shirt.

She wore nothing underneath, but the shirt tantalizingly covered just enough to excite me.

*That body with just a half-open shirt is cheating...*

Hades' new appearance, freshly created at the doll workshop, was incredibly refreshing.

Her hair changed from short to long just as I preferred, her breasts were too large to hold in one hand, and her abdomen protruded slightly as if she had created a womb that hadn't existed before.

An undead with a body capable of creating life—how delightfully blasphemous is that?

But since this is a fantasy world, I decided to throw reality to Chaos.

"You were planning to do this with me, right...?"

"Hm? Ah, don't worry, I have no intention of replacing you with someone else."

I must have been staring too intently, causing my face to scrunch up without realizing it.

That must have made Hades suddenly anxious.

I relaxed my expression and curved my lips into a smile.

Then I grabbed Hades' shoulders and gently embraced her.

"See? You can tell for sure, right?"

"...Yes! My lord's thing is standing healthily!"

"Huh?"

I had hoped she would listen to my heartbeat, but she was responding to something else entirely.

My Holy Sword, which had reacted to Hades' half-naked shirt, was pressing against her abdomen.

It was good that she seemed reassured in a different way, but my feelings were a bit complicated.

"Before we begin in earnest, there's one thing I'd like you to keep in mind."

"What is it?"

"As you know, this act is to deceive the Tower Master. Therefore, you need to fully embody the setting of being forced to sell your body while simultaneously falling for an old man's cock and becoming corrupted."

"I understand."

"At first, you'll need to create a sense of disgust toward me, even if forced, and in the latter half, you'll need to act like a depraved bitch. Is that okay?"

"Yes. If I just grit my teeth and endure the beginning, the rest should be easy."

"Good. Then let's begin."

"Yes!"

Like Hades, I also needed to act like the Tower Master.

I didn't want to imitate someone I despised so much, but it was necessary to drag him down.

Based on my past experiences, I projected the Tower Master's image onto myself.

I immediately stripped off my clothes and activated the crystal ball.

"Ho ho! I wonder if it's working well?"

"Ugh...!"

"Is everyone watching this broadcast doing well? I am Hali Wordly, the owner of the Magic Tower and a great magician."

As soon as the transmission began, the magical quill placed on the parchment started moving rapidly.

Arasia's fans were leaving comments while watching the broadcast.

I glanced sideways to check the reactions.

[W-what the hell is this?]

[I came to watch Mama's broadcast, but why are some old geezer and Mama naked?]

[Is this some kind of old pervert special today?]

[Meanwhile, Mama's milk jugs are insane!]

[Oh my goodness, how disgusting!]

Most reactions were normal, with occasional responses from mentally disturbed individuals.

Normally it would be better to reject them, but today those mentally disturbed ones were our main target audience.

Those with normal minds would feel betrayed and leave midway.

So we needed people who would watch the broadcast until the end.

"Ho ho! The reactions are fierce! But don't be too harsh. This time, the fault lies entirely with Miss Arasia. Isn't that right, Miss Arasia?"

"Kuh! Y-yes..."

"See! She's admitting her fault with her own mouth!"

Since turning on the broadcast, Hades had been shooting me looks of disgust.

She truly was a professional broadcaster. Though it hurt my feelings a bit, I was very satisfied that she was following my requirements.

Thanks to her excellent acting skills, most people in the chat were believing in Arasia, saying she was being blackmailed by the Tower Master.

"Still fierce, I see. But proper atonement must be made. Introduce yourself to everyone."

"M-my name is Arasia. I'm twenty-three. My hobby is... m-masturbation!"

"Ho ho! You're more vulgar than you look. So how often do you do it?"

"Three times a week..."

"That's strange. This is completely different from what you told me before the broadcast?"

"Ugh...! I-I do it every day."

"That's right, you should confess the truth in front of the viewers. Lying won't do you any good!"

With my hand on her shoulder, I laughed heartily.

Meanwhile, Hades blushed as if embarrassed and averted her gaze from the crystal ball.

As if she couldn't face the people beyond the crystal.

"Now tell everyone about the crime you committed."

"I-I committed the sin of refusing the great Tower Master's order to service him in bed and speaking disrespectfully to his face. On top of that, I didn't repent for my sin and tried to run away."

As she listed her crimes, a stream of rebellious comments followed.

[Bed service? Are you crazy?]

[You gave such an order to our Mama, and when she refused, you're making her apologize like this?]

[Damn! Look at this, the privileged ones are acting even worse!]

[The world is going to hell! Going to hell!]

The fans' anger was incredibly intense.

The Tower Master giving unreasonable orders and then punishing her for refusing.

I could feel his image being tarnished in real-time.

Even ending with just an apology would be devastating damage to the Tower Master.

But I didn't intend to stop there. Arasia, who was like a child born of the Tower Master, had stolen some of Hades' popularity.

Therefore, Arasia's image also needed to be thoroughly destroyed.

If we ended the broadcast here, she might soar to greater heights by receiving sympathy votes.

"So what did our Arisia decide to do to atone for her sins?"

"...I will now service the great Tower Master."

"Ho ho ho! I have high expectations for you. Let's begin, shall we?"

"Yes."

As I sat on the bed, Hades came between my legs and knelt down demurely.

The look in her eyes as she gazed at my cock was tantalizing.

She already seemed completely fallen, but fortunately, only her back was visible in the crystal ball, so it wasn't detected.

I looked down at Hades and quietly cautioned her.

She still needed to show a reaction of disgust.

"Well then, suck it deliciously."

"O-okay. Mmm...!"

Hades' lips touched the head of my penis.

Just that action sent a tingling sensation through my waist, but I endured it.

I needed to show people that the Tower Master was accustomed to such things.

"Mmm... *slurp* *suck*..."

"Not bad."

Unlike usual, Hades was sucking my cock with a seemingly inexperienced touch.

There was no technique to be found in her tongue movements.

In reality, the Hades I was looking at was desperate to suck greedily.

Her pussy was gradually ripening and becoming wet.

At this rate, viewers might discover that she was in heat.

It seemed necessary to take a more aggressive approach to overcome this situation.

"But it's too bland. If you're going to suck, do it like this!"

"Mmph?!"

I grabbed the back of her head and thrust my cock deep inside.

Not expecting this development, Hades' body tensed up and trembled.

I felt sorry for her, but we were still far from done.

I continued to hold her hair and thrust forcefully.

"Miss Arasia! If you're going to service, you need to do at least this much to call it service!"

"Kaghh! Mmphh! Ookh...!"

"You need to swallow it to the root to show sincerity in your service!"

My cock went in and out of her warm throat, becoming soaked with saliva.

Covered in tears and mucus, Hades looked pained as she struggled to breathe properly, yet somehow also appeared happy.

She seemed to find joy in her body being used like an object by my will.

Since she was an undead who couldn't die, I acted even more intensely.

"Kagh! *cough* *cough*!"

Hades, forced to experience irrumatio, coughed repeatedly as if choking.

By spilling saliva and tears on the floor, she thoroughly concealed that her pussy was flooding with wetness.

[That crazy bastard! He's shoving it all the way into her throat without warning.]

[I'm disappointed. Even if she was blackmailed, to broadcast herself servicing an old man who looks over 60...]

[I can't watch anymore either. From today, I'm switching to Hades' broadcasts.]

[Show us Mama having sex instead of sucking an old man's cock!]

As expected, normal viewers began to leave one by one.

Those remaining were only those whose brains were dominated by lust.

It seemed fine to move on to the main part.

I lay down on the bed and pointed at my cock with my finger.

"Your mouth was terrible. Now get on top of me and service me properly."

"...Yes."

This time, I adjusted the angle so her face would be visible.

I intended to show people the process of her gradually becoming corrupted while tasting my cock.

That Arasia's true nature was actually an insatiable pervert.

"Ugh...! Mmm!"

Hades hesitantly climbed on top of me.

Her pussy, which was pressed against my cock, was soaking wet.

It looked like she was drooling, wanting to devour my cock right away.

Hades raised her hips and swallowed the tip.

Then she lowered her hips all the way down in one go, breaking the hymen of her new body.

"Hnngh?!"

"Very good! The way you put it in all at once is passionate!"

"Mmm...! Haa...! Haa...! Kuhng!"

Since the new body wasn't accustomed to my cock, she was trembling all over.

She tilted her head back and stuck out her tongue.

It looked like she was climaxing vulgarly just from insertion.

I didn't give her time to recover and started moving my hips slightly.

"Ohgk...! Haah! Ungh! Mmm!"

"What's wrong? Aren't you servicing me? If not, your sins will never be cleared."

"I-I will...! But first, stop moving your hips...! Hmmmm!"

"Still not there yet."

*Squelch-! Squelch-!*

I thrust my cock up rhythmically.

As soon as her back touched the bed cover, I bounced my hips and stirred her pussy.

"Kuhh! Ahng! Ahng...! Mmm...! Haaang!"

"Ho ho! To think you'd climax with every thrust. What an incredibly sensitive body!"

"T-that's not... kuhnng!!"

"Even just grabbing your ass like this makes you twitch, so don't try to deny it!"

When I firmly grabbed her buttocks and breasts with both hands, her vaginal walls immediately tightened.

The new body was truly optimized for pleasure as she had said.

I could feel that the sensitivity had increased tremendously compared to her previous slim body.

"Do you think I really assigned you to service me without knowing anything? If so, you're mistaken! I seduced you because I knew your body was lustful! Although your technique is lacking right now, I declare that you'll become the best prostitute in a few months!"

"T-that's...! Hnngh! Mmm! Ohhh!!"

*Squelch squelch squelch-!*

Every time she tried to answer, I lifted my cock to pound her cervix.

Each time, her love juices spurted from her hole and flowed into her navel.

The sticky yet fragrant lemon scent—I regretted not being able to taste her pussy.

"There's no need to hide anymore. Reveal your true nature and embrace the pleasure."

"Mmm! Ahng! Haang...! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Kuhnng!!"

"Stop holding back now and show it. How vulgar you are! Let everyone here know!"

"Hnngh! I... I don't have to hold back? Then..."

That's when it happened.

Hearts appeared in Hades' eyes, which she had been hiding all along, and a sensual smile formed on her lips.

It was a signal that we had entered the latter half, meaning she could now focus on sex with genuine passion rather than acting.

"Cock...♡ I love cock♡"

"Huwik!"

*Squelch squelch squelch squelch-!*

Suddenly, Hades' hip movements changed.

Until now I had been leading, but this time she took control and slammed her hips down.

Hades had unleashed her true nature that she had been suppressing and began moving freely.

"Good! Ahng♡ This cock is delicious...!!"

"H-Hade... Miss Arasia?"

"You said I don't have to hold back anymore...? Then I won't hold back anymore♡"

Uh, what?

[Damn, her eyes have gone crazy.]

[What? Mama, weren't you hating it?]

[Female corruption ON]

Afterward, Hades grabbed my abdomen tightly in a frog position and slammed down.

Her pussy juices, which were constantly gushing out, splashed everywhere each time she lifted her hips, even reaching my face.

It could have been unpleasant, but surprisingly, the taste was juicy and fine.

"Haang...! Good! Ahng! Ahng! Kuhnng...!!"

"W-what the hell!"

Gradually picking up speed and bouncing her pelvis, she eventually grabbed my legs and spread them wide.

Then she twisted her body to the side and took in my cock in an incredibly lewd position.

She inserted it all the way and ground against it or rubbed it sideways, stimulating my cock in various positions.

The vaginal walls that squeezed so intensely and vigorously made me feel like I was about to ejaculate, as if she had added technique to her new body.

"Haang! Ahng! Ahng! It feels so good...! More... ahahang♡"

"Kugh...!"

I was starting to reach my limit.

My testicles tightened with pleasure that penetrated from my cock to my waist, from my waist to my spine, and from my spine to my brain.

"I-I can't..."

"Haaang♡ Give it to me! Fill me up completely...♡"

"Damn it!"

*Spurt!!*

Unable to hold back any longer, I poured white semen inside her.

I could feel the fluid flowing through her pulsating cervix.

Just as I thought I would be immersed in the afterglow...

"Huwik?!"

"We're far from done...♡"

*Squelch squelch squelch-!*

Hades resumed her hip movements.

With an expression that had completely lost control, drooling and with dilated pupils, no one could stop her anymore.

[Oh yeah...!]
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My legs were trembling from nervousness, but the broadcast using the imitation crystal ball was successful.

Many viewers left during Arasia's broadcast.

Of course, some fans supported her even more passionately, but I was certain the outcome wouldn't be good.

The concept Arasia had been aiming for was a pure, healing mother figure who provided comfort to people.

But after this incident, she'd cemented an image as a pervert who vulgarly shook her hips.

Even if she abandoned her pure concept and tried to move forward with a new image, it would be meaningless.

Because someday, Hades would reveal that Arasia's true identity was the Magic Tower Master.

The fans who remained after this adult broadcast would mostly be people honest about their desires.

Among them would be those who unconsciously waved their hands along with her.

But what if the woman they used as "material" was actually a grandfather over sixty?

They'd feel not just betrayed but murderous.

Some fans might continue supporting a female streamer even after discovering she was actually male.

However, considering the preferences of Arasia's remaining fans, this would be absolutely unacceptable.

In other words, Arasia and the Magic Tower Master's broadcasting plans would soon be completely annihilated.

*This will be the worst-case scenario, disappearing into history!*

I offer my condolences to those who momentarily felt sexual attraction toward a grandfather.

It's like using a tactical nuke, something forbidden in society, just to bury the Magic Tower Master.

"My lord."

"Hmm?"

"I apologize for today. I got caught up in the atmosphere and became excited without realizing it..."

"Ah, you're apologizing for earlier?"

"Yes..."

Hades pulled the blanket up to cover her reddened face, appearing embarrassed.

It seems her sense of shame returned along with her sanity.

Honestly, things got a bit excessive at the end, but I didn't dislike it.

I was satisfied in my own way, and it relieved the sexual frustration that had built up while working at the Magic Tower.

It felt like I'd finally achieved liberation after discarding unnecessary thoughts.

The feeling of relief after so long was nice. Nice enough that I instinctively massaged Hades's chest.

"M-my lord?!"

"Want to go another round if you're feeling anxious?"

"Ah..."

Hades's eyes wandered, unable to find their bearings.

Her lips kept moving as if unsure how to respond, and her face grew even redder.

Then she covered her mouth with her fist and shyly nodded.

Just watching this sequence of actions naturally made my body tense with excitement.

"Come here."

"Yes...♡"

I carefully embraced her body.

Things would soon become busy without even a moment to rest.

So before the night ended, I wanted to feel someone else's warmth while resting.

Hades's new body was soft, fragrant, and warm—not at all what you'd expect from an undead.

And...

"Haha."

Beyond Hades's head in my arms, I could see the burning village in the distance.

I deliberately turned my gaze away.

***

In the desert covered with sand and dust.

Ignite, perched in his nest atop an active volcano, was receiving a critical report from the Red Scale tribe chief.

"Is that information certain?"

"Yes. They were definitely the Mad Dragon mother and daughter!"

"A mere human dares to bare its fangs at me..."

"Lord Ignite?"

"This isn't the Magic Tower's doing. It's someone else's."

"Who might that be?"

"Who else? The one I ordered you to capture half a year ago, yet you've brought me nothing but silence."

Ignite's eyes sharpened dangerously.

The tribe chief's body instantly froze, unable to move even slightly.

Dragon Fear.

It was dragons' unique ability to instill terror in the consciousness and body of a clearly inferior opponent, paralyzing them.

The power gap between Ignite and the chief was unbridgeable, so he couldn't resist at all.

He could only tremble, terrified that he might die at any moment.

"Out of distaste for staining my hands with inferior human blood, I entrusted his elimination to you. And you've allowed a mere human to create such a disaster?"

"I-I'm sorry! It was entirely our oversight!"

"Don't you think apologies are too late now?"

"I will pay for my failure with my life! Please let my life appease your anger...!!"

Hearing his words, Ignite withdrew his killing intent.

Not because he found the chief's resolve admirable.

To Ignite, human lives were like mosquitoes.

But he knew well that even mosquitoes had the talent for disturbing one's mood.

"If you want to sacrifice your life, go die fighting. As I've said repeatedly, I find it extremely unpleasant when the blood of inferior beings touches my scales."

"Understood! I will annihilate the enemy even if it costs me my life!"

"Now get out."

Ignite found it distasteful to see someone of no value burning with enthusiasm.

He waved his hand, signaling the chief to disappear quickly.

Left alone in his nest, Ignite pondered the current situation.

*Damn, this has become troublesome.*

The Mad Dragon he had actively tried to court had firmly decided to stand against him.

From the moment he massacred her human followers, there was no way to restore their relationship, nor could he appeal to other dragons.

Dragon rules only restricted fights between purebloods; conflicts with other species were dragons' personal business.

In other words, even if the Mad Dragon annihilated the Red Scale tribe, he couldn't raise any objections.

Moreover, Ignite had exploited these rules to harm the Mad Dragon's only daughter before slipping away.

Even if he brought this incident to the dragon world, he predicted he would only face criticism.

Many dragons valued their bloodline, especially for species with small populations.

*I'll have to use him.*

Rising from his seat, Ignite spread his red wings wide.

His destination was the east. He intended to borrow the hand of a dragon living there.

Since his opponent was using every means to seek his downfall, this was no time to hold back.

Ignite soared high, traversing the vast sky.

***

During the height of the war.

I received an urgent report from the Magic Tower Master's personal physician, whom I had turned into an undead.

"The Magic Tower Master disappeared?"

"Yes."

"When?"

"Until two days ago, panting breaths could be heard from inside. But at some point, the interior went silent, and meals were left completely untouched. Finding this suspicious, a maid broke down the door, but the window was wide open and the Magic Tower Master was nowhere to be found."

"So he cleverly sensed something was wrong and fled through the window."

"I apologize."

"It's fine, why apologize for something that's not your fault? Were there any other unusual signs?"

At my question, the physician stroked his chin, trying to recall any peculiarities.

Then, as if something came to mind, he snapped his fingers.

"There was a large amount of dried blood on the bed sheets. He likely fled before fully recovering."

"That's good news."

I had used Shoggoth's one-time acidic cells to damage the Magic Tower Master's magic wand.

Having lost his magical source, he became unable to use magic, which ultimately led to his disappearance.

Since he probably wouldn't show himself until fully recovered, I methodically conquered the Magic Tower from within.

I killed or subjugated all the Archmages, and made the Four Elders submit by turning them into drug addicts.

I'd also completely destroyed the Magic Tower Master's reputation. Just when I thought it was time to kill him, he escaped.

With a body that wasn't even fully healed.

"My lord, I'll immediately send out undead to capture the Magic Tower Master."

"You don't need to get involved."

"Are you perhaps thinking of letting him go?"

"Hades, do I seem that careless to you?"

Though my words had a sharp edge, my heart was actually quite elated.

The Magic Tower Master had considered himself an omnipotent magician.

Living in the Magic Tower, he acted like a god and tormented countless people.

And now, such a person had voluntarily left his only sanctuary.

"I apologize for my thoughtless words."

"It's alright. I couldn't control my emotions either."

I smiled more cheerfully than usual.

Seeing my smile, Hades flinched and began to tremble.

"His image is at rock bottom, and his injuries prevent him from using proper magic. Moreover, we're at war now. What do you think will happen to him if he goes outside?"

"Ah, ahhh...!"

Now Hades seemed to understand why I was letting him go.

A foolish ruler ignorant of the world.

He might have been a god in the land he built, but outside was different.

By now, he must be feeling that reality to his bones.

"And as for tracking the Magic Tower Master..."

"Woof!"

A black Pomeranian jumped out from the shadows before I could even call its name.

It was panting excitedly with sparkling eyes, as if anticipating being summoned.

*You'll let me handle it, right? Right?*

Chaos stared at me intently with moist eyes.

I had originally planned to assign this to Shoggoth. But imagining Chaos's devastated expression, I couldn't bring myself to say it.

"Yes, go fetch him."

"Woof!"

"Alive, of course."

"Wooooof!!"

So delighted was Chaos at being entrusted with this task that he circled around me dizzily before leaping into the shadows.

*Is that really one of the Four Perils?*

I began to wonder about Qiongqi, the other surviving member of the Four Perils, and what he might be like.
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The Magic Tower Lord had noticed the situation and fled.

This meant I no longer needed to keep my existence hidden.

I gathered all the undead who had been bound by secrecy restrictions by the Magic Tower Lord while he was alive and released them from their constraints.

With their newfound freedom to speak, they revealed information about the Magic Tower Lord, and I learned just how much of a scumbag he truly was.

Setting aside his unusual sexual perversions, which I was already well aware of, the evil deeds he committed went beyond all bounds.

He monopolized materials for magical tools to benefit only the mages affiliated with the Magic Tower, and he manipulated market prices through hoarding more than dozens of times.

As a result, hundreds of people had attempted suicide.

Yet the Magic Tower Lord felt not a shred of guilt and committed even worse atrocities.

He secretly kidnapped promising swordsmen and knights to use them as test subjects for his magic development.

He deceived the families of these missing test subjects and exploited them as labor for the Magic Tower's expansion.

At least the Demon King had some greater purpose, but the Magic Tower Lord was simply human scum.

After hearing about his evil deeds that weren't covered in the novels, I couldn't help but shake my head.

"And I know the location of the artificial Demonic Sword."

"Tell me more about that."

"After the fire incident at the Magic Tower, others expected the Demonic Sword to be stored in the underground vault, but the Magic Tower Lord, thinking in reverse, secretly kept the Demonic Sword in a hidden room at the very top floor of the Magic Tower."

"How do you know that?"

"One day, when I went to report to the Magic Tower Lord, I happened to witness him carrying the Demonic Sword and passing through a wall into the secret room."

"Who else knows about this?"

"No one but me. The Magic Tower Lord was known for never sharing important secrets with anyone else. That's why he likely concealed the location of the Demonic Sword thoroughly."

Considering the Magic Tower Lord's personality, this made perfect sense.

He created the position of Four Elders to dump work on them during his absence.

Additionally, he appointed six Archmages to keep the Four Elders' power in check.

However, he never created any means to control his own power.

He insisted that his unique authority should never be shaken.

*That old geezer wouldn't trust anyone else.*

He even placed restriction magic on his close mage associates.

I recalled how he remained wary of me until the end, despite having invited me to his room.

He must have been preparing in case I suddenly tried to assassinate him.

While his behavior wasn't necessarily wrong, I felt he lived a rather exhausting life.

"Thanks for the good information. Write down the location of the secret room and pass it to me."

"Understood."

The undead all left the room after finishing their report.

I leaned back against the chair and exhaled deeply.

The Magic Tower was now in a state of siege.

They were holding out against the elves' advance, trusting in the protective barrier that encompassed the entire tower.

The Red Scale tribe had served its purpose as pawns by eliminating the mages at the frontline.

Though I hadn't received a report yet, I was sure Rene and Rin were handling the tasks I'd entrusted to them admirably.

*Tomorrow will be the Magic Tower's final day.*

I rolled the large-scale magic nullification artifact, the Eye of Devouring, around in my hand before placing it into my spatial storage.

The operation agreed upon with the elves would commence tomorrow.

So today would be my last day to operate within the Magic Tower.

[Isn't the Magic Tower Lord still out there?]

*I sent Chaos after him, and I even had Shoggoth secretly follow along, so there shouldn't be any problems.*

Though somewhat unreliable, those two were subordinates whose abilities matched their competence.

I couldn't imagine a scenario where they would be defeated after going on the offensive.

I could almost picture Chaos returning with the Magic Tower Lord's neck in his mouth.

*So we need to do our part.*

[You're going to steal the Demonic Sword that the Magic Tower Lord created, right?]

*Correct.*

I had three objectives for infiltrating the Magic Tower: the tower's downfall, retrieving Hades' crystal ball, and absorbing the artificial Demonic Sword.

The tower's downfall was progressing smoothly.

Hades himself had left to reclaim his crystal ball.

The only task remaining was to absorb the Demonic Sword.

It was time to plunder the Magic Tower Lord's achievement of many years.

"Let's go see what abilities this new Demonic Sword has!"

***

The top floor of the Magic Tower.

I stepped into a space that only the Magic Tower Lord and his close associates were permitted to enter.

The owner had fled in haste, and his subordinates were now under my control.

Since anyone could freely enter this area now, I walked confidently down the corridor.

"Was it around here?"

"A bit more to the right."

"Oh!"

After repeatedly feeling along a perfectly ordinary wall, I triggered a mechanism that made the wall sink inward.

Then, as if it had never existed, the wall to the right disappeared, creating an entrance to a dark space.

Just as I had been told, I immediately recognized it as the secret room, and I advanced forward with Prah.

A straight corridor without any traps.

At the end of the corridor, a faint light was emanating.

"We've arrived."

After passing through the long corridor and reaching a new space, we were greeted by a glass showcase.

Inside was an expensive-looking golden sword.

"Is that the Demonic Sword...?"

"Its color is certainly different from other Demonic Swords, but that is undoubtedly a Demonic Sword. I can sense a sticky malice within the sword."

"Malice?"

"Yes, a malice like a desire that can't be satisfied unless it cuts something right now."

Clatter-! Clatter-!

No sooner had he finished speaking than the sword inside the glass began to shake on its own.

I thought that, being made by the Magic Tower Lord, it wouldn't be a normal sword.

Just as I was hurriedly trying to return Prah to his sword form—

"Wait a moment!"

"What is it?"

"That sword seems to have the same ability as I do."

"It can't have exactly the same abilities, but which ability are you talking about?"

"Polymorph."

At Prah's raised hand signaling me to stop, I decided to observe the situation a bit longer.

Eventually, the showcase shattered, and glass fragments scattered in all directions.

I deflected all the sharp fragments with a barrier, but what unfolded afterward was more important.

A blonde girl slowly walked forward, stepping on the scattered glass pieces.

In place of the Demonic Sword was a girl wearing a full-body tights and a loose white outer garment.

Her empty blue eyes were now fixed on Prah and me.

"Demonic Sword... and... Demonic Sword's master... Swordsman...?"

The expressionless girl muttered in a monotone voice while staring at us.

Her hostility was evident as her eyes gradually grew sharper.

"Swordsman..."

The girl's gentle voice.

Behind it was a hidden sharp dagger.

"Kill...!"

"Prah!"

"I know!"

Clang-!

Without any warning, the girl lunged at me in one bound and threw a punch.

I quickly returned Prah to his sword form and blocked the girl's fist strike.

The sound of the collision between the sword and bare fist was quite different, making it clear that the girl was indeed a Demonic Sword.

Though I couldn't understand why she suddenly attacked.

"Swordsmen... exterminate them all...!"

"A sword that wants to kill swordsmen? That's novel."

[Are you serious about that?]

"Of course I'm joking!"

Just as a swordsman needs a sword, a sword only gains value when it has a swordsman.

However, this was the first time I'd encountered a sword that directly tried to kill swordsmen, rather than placing a curse on them.

"Amazing! Magic Tower Lord!"

He had created a truly extraordinary Demonic Sword.

The artificial Demonic Sword's behavior pattern was undoubtedly set by the Magic Tower Lord.

No swordsman would resist coveting a golden sword, and if they approached thoughtlessly, they would be killed by the sword.

His intention to use a swordsman's exclusive tool as a trap to kill them was transparent.

[It seems we'll need to neutralize that Demonic Sword to properly absorb it.]

"No, even after neutralizing it, I won't absorb that Demonic Sword for a while."

[Why not?]

"I don't want to risk changing your ideology by absorbing it carelessly."

[...Indeed, that's a possibility. Then what do you plan to do?]

"If it has a distorted ideology due to the Magic Tower Lord, I'll have to correct it."

This is a crazy world where one must love swords to open the path as a Sword Master.

Then shouldn't swords also love swordsmen as a matter of course?

Like the relationship between Prah and me.

"But first, as you said, we need to neutralize it."

[So a fight is unavoidable after all.]

"You're not nervous about facing a rookie Demonic Sword, are you?"

[Haha! Don't worry, as a senior, I plan to thoroughly discipline it.]

"That's reassuring."

I pushed back the blonde girl who was still testing her strength against me, creating some distance.

Without the slightest disturbance, I maintained a proper stance and gripped Prah firmly.

"Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill...!"

"Chillingly vicious."

I'll show this Demonic Sword girl that there are different levels among Demonic Swords.

And...

[...Contractor, I'm curious, why are you puffing up your crotch?]

"At the thought of educating this ill-mannered Demonic Sword, I've become rather vulgar and gotten excited."

But I think a Holy Sword is perfect for disciplining an immature Demonic Sword.
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BOOM-!

A massive explosion shook heaven and earth as two figures leaped out from the top floor of the Magic Tower.

With billowing smoke behind them, the two began a dance of swords.

They fought brilliantly, jumping across the high walls of the Magic Tower.

"Ahaha! This is incredibly fun!"

Bern was facing the updraft rising from the ground.

Even while falling at a roller-coaster speed, he maintained his smile as he fought against the Demonic Sword.

Beautiful sparks flew as the girl's skin—harder than steel—repeatedly clashed with his blade.

"It's been a while since I've had a proper fight! How enjoyable!"

[The other side doesn't seem to feel the same way.]

"Kill... I'll kill... all swordsmen!"

The girl still glared at him with murderous intent.

Though her appearance was pleasing to the eye, her mouth and eyes were quite fierce.

Still, she was better than Yukiko who had chased after him with a crazed smile in the Dungeon of Jealousy.

[She seems woefully inexperienced, probably because she was created not too long ago.]

"Indeed."

The girl's fists possessed enough destructive power to blow away the outer walls of the tower with just air pressure.

However, her attacks were monotonous, making them easy to dodge or deflect.

No matter how powerful an attack might be, it was useless if it couldn't connect.

Enraged by her extremely low hit rate, the girl put more force into her swinging arms.

If quality wouldn't work, she'd try quantity.

"Will that be enough?"

"Kuk!"

Bern deflected her fist while simultaneously kicking her waist.

His leg, enhanced with reinforcement, landed as an effective hit and sent her crashing into the wall.

With Bern determined as the victor of the aerial battle, he leisurely landed on the ground as was his right as the winner.

"Grrrr...!"

Among the pile of rubble created by the collapsing wall, the blonde girl was writhing in pain.

It was just one hit. She had only been struck once, yet it was enough to make her think her body might have cracked. That's how strong her opponent was.

Could there really be a human capable of inflicting meaningful damage to a Demonic Sword infused with the essence of magicians?

Harboring such doubts, the girl shook off all the stones and emerged from the gaping hole.

The man was looking up at her from the ground.

A vile smile was plastered on his face.

"Oh, looking from down here, I think I can faintly see an axe wound under those tights..."

[Sigh...! You never change, do you?]

It was merely the Demonic Sword's misconception that he was mocking her.

In reality, he was just making inappropriate observations as a man honest about his sexual desires.

However, his attitude—showing not a hint of tension—was enough to provoke the opponent's anger.

"...Tsk!"

BOOM-!

The girl jumped down from a height of ten floors, shaking the ground.

It was roughly a magnitude 7 earthquake, but Bern stood unfazed, not even blinking.

He had hoped she might give up due to the difference in skill, but he looked with interest at the Demonic Sword that continued to display hostility.

"Still want to continue?"

The girl nodded.

"Until I cut off your breath..."

"Then let me ask you one thing. Why do you hate swordsmen so much? Can you tell me the reason?"

"Reason...? There isn't one."

"You hate them without reason and try to kill them outright... Doesn't that seem a bit foolish?"

"Are you... mocking me...?"

"No, just think about it. You hate and try to kill without a valid reason, and you got hurt in the process. What benefit do you get from killing swordsmen?"

"...Satisfaction."

After a long deliberation, the Demonic Sword girl answered Bern's question.

However, Bern snorted dismissively, mocking her answer.

"Fighting swordsmen so desperately only to gain mere satisfaction—what a boring way to live."

"As expected of a swordsman... I really... hate you."

"Why do you think I'm mocking you?"

"...Don't know."

"There are so many things in this world more enjoyable and satisfying than murder, and it saddens me to see you waste your time on such things."

"Like what...?"

As if he had been waiting for that question, Bern raised the corners of his mouth into a grin.

He made a circle with his thumb and index finger, then thrust the index finger of his other hand into it.

"From your perspective, Mind-Sword Union would undoubtedly be the best."

[Contractor, are you saying you're going to cheat on me with another Demonic Sword right in front of me?!]

'Since I'll become one with you eventually, can it really be called cheating?'

[Huh...?]

'Do you not plan to absorb her even after I fix her properly?'

[No, I'm willing to absorb her anytime as long as she doesn't harm my values, but...]

'Then it can't be called cheating! In the end, I'm just using your body, right?'

[Eh? W-well, when you put it that way, it does sound correct...]

It was nothing but sophistry, but by confidently presenting it, Prah became confused and gradually accepted it.

She had been persuaded by Bern's words that flowed like a clear stream.

It was also evidence that he was steadily growing as a philanderer who seduced numerous women.

"The process of a sword and swordsman becoming one is so satisfying that it transcends mere pleasure—it makes your mind go blank!"

"That's absurd."

"I'd understand if you said it felt bad after experiencing it, but you're denying it outright without even trying. This is why newly created Demonic Swords are... tsk!"

"...Is it really... that good?"

"Try it! Try it!"

Bern demonstrated a peculiar way of speaking that could be called divine.

He even gaslit the ignorant Demonic Sword girl to persuade her.

If the girl had made a mistake, it was giving Bern time to wag his tongue.

Originally, she should have tried to kill him without exchanging a single word.

But by the time she realized it, it was already too late.

And so, in the distant future, the Demonic Sword that would have become the nightmare of swordsmen was given a different future by just one person.

The girl would come to be known not as the Demonic Sword of Massacre, but as the Demonic Sword of Exploitation.

From the Magic Tower Master's perspective, his once-pure daughter had somehow transformed into a lustful woman.

It was truly a situation that could not help but bring tears of blood.

***

"This is the place."

"Are you sure?"

"Without a doubt. It's information I heard directly from my father."

"So you're saying our teacher is here?"

While Bern was persuading the Magic Tower Master's Demonic Sword...

Outside the Magic Tower, a group of students in school uniforms had gathered in a crowd.

They were students from Class A of Felix Academy who, having become unsatisfied with any lessons other than Bern's, had set out to find their teacher.

"Bern's movement trail ended just before the Magic Tower. He's definitely inside."

"I wonder if the reason he left us without a word is here?"

"I don't know. Maybe he left to teach the apprentices of the Magic Tower."

"It's bitter. I was just beginning to understand the teacher's education."

The expressions of Class A students darkened rapidly at Bern's departure without notice.

He had left without giving affection to anyone, like a contract teacher who would eventually leave, but the Class A students misunderstood and felt regretful.

After a moment, they resolved to show a better version of themselves and planned to bring Bern back to the academy.

The former troublemakers were nowhere to be seen; only Bern's devoted followers remained.

"By the way, how do we get inside? The entire village is covered with a barrier."

"Don't worry about that. I've acquired an artifact worth over a thousand gold coins for this very moment. With this, a hole large enough for one person to pass through will be created in the barrier."

"Ohhh...!"

"Be grateful! I used all the allowance I've been saving!"

The student who had acquired the artifact basked in the praise of the other students.

Of course, they would faint if they knew that Bern had an artifact capable of erasing the entire barrier.

Anyway, the students successfully infiltrated the village by creating a hole in the outer wall where there was no sign of people.

"Wow...!"

"So this is what a city of magicians looks like."

The students, somewhat unfamiliar with Magic Towers and veils, began to look around curiously.

They were momentarily amazed by buildings and modes of transportation not seen in the Capital.

But they soon remembered their original purpose and regained their focus.

"Where should we look for the teacher?"

"It would be faster to find a scale in the desert than to search this vast place."

"I have a good method."

The one who proposed a solution was Irem Seireun, a female student and student council president who considered herself Bern's first disciple.

She drew the attention of the other students with a triumphant smile.

"According to the information I've heard, there are only magicians in the Magic Tower. In other words, not a single person who uses a sword exists inside the Magic Tower."

"So?"

"But Bern not only uses magic but also wields a sword! Moreover, he always keeps his sword close, saying it's a swordsman's lover. Therefore, wherever there's a sword, our teacher must be there."

"Aha!"

The students, who had reached the entrance to Sword Mastery through Bern's teachings, had become sensitive to the energy of swords.

Having reached a level where they could sense swords even with their senses closed, they could easily pinpoint Bern's location.

"I can feel two swords. But they're both in the same place, so let's go check it out."

"Alright!"

"Let's surprise the teacher by showing up unexpectedly!"

The students, still young, showed vibrant and pure aspects.

However, the destination they arrived at was far from pure.

"Ahh...! Haahh...!"

"How is it? The Mind-Sword Union!"

"It's good...! Mind-Sword Union...! Feels so good...♡"

The moans reached the students' ears.

They all blushed and watched the scene through the window.

Inside, the process of a sword and swordsman becoming one was vividly unfolding.

The Class A students wept both tears of joy and sorrow as they witnessed Bern diligently practicing what he had taught them.
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I successfully subdued the Golden Demonic Sword, but Prah failed to absorb it.

The first reason was that the Golden Demonic Sword refused to be absorbed.

Unlike other demonic swords, this one was high-performance enough that Prah couldn't force absorption.

"If I were the primordial demonic sword, such a sword would be...!"

"Calm down."

"How can I calm down when there's a homewrecker right in front of me?!"

"Just think of her as a fellow holy sword, it's easier that way."

"The number of women sharing that holy sword is approaching double digits! My only identity was being a sword, and now even that's being taken away by that demonic sword!"

Clearly displeased, Prah burst with emotion as she protested.

But no matter how much she complained, she currently had no means to absorb the Golden Demonic Sword.

Though it was unfortunate, I personally considered it fortunate that Prah couldn't absorb it.

This leads to the second reason.

"Mind-Sword Union... death by energy absorption...?"

"She's gone crazy since tasting Mind-Sword Union once."

The Magic Tower Master's ideology of erasing swordsmen from the world remained firm.

Only the method of killing had changed.

Previously, she had planned to beat swordsmen to death, but now she was planning to kill them with a female body through polymorphing.

I had achieved my original goal of corrupting the demonic sword created by the Magic Tower Master to my liking.

It's just that the direction had gone completely sideways.

Looking at the result, I wouldn't die from Mind-Sword Union, so there wasn't a major problem, but if I were to merge with Prah, it would be difficult to handle.

In that sense, I planned to carry Prah and the other demonic sword separately for direct control.

"Let me tell you one thing—I'm not idle enough to perform Mind-Sword Union with you at every moment. So it's better not to push yourself on me recklessly."

"...Okay."

"If you help me, I'll consider Mind-Sword Union as a reward, so don't get any strange ideas!"

"I understand."

Despite my somewhat forceful tone, the Golden Demonic Sword consistently nodded with an expressionless face.

Did she really understand?

I was slightly worried, but she must have fully experienced the difference in our abilities during our brief fight.

She probably knows best that I'm an opponent she can't overcome with force.

"By the way, what's your name?"

"Name...? I don't have one."

"Huh? The person who created you didn't even give you a name?"

"No."

"Tsk! That old man without a shred of affection, discriminating against swords..."

When he invited me, he boasted about his staffs, each with their own names.

I thought he would have named the demonic sword meant to fulfill his wishes, even if it was classified as a sword.

But the Magic Tower Master, with his extreme hatred for swordsmen, couldn't give even a bit of affection to a sword.

Born from the Magic Tower Master's desires and forcibly indoctrinated with his ideology, this demonic sword was destined to be rejected by swordsmen someday.

Though she looked fine now, imagining her becoming increasingly shabby over time and eventually breaking down made me feel sorry for her.

*It's like a child in a martial arts novel who's dragged to an evil cult and raised as a weapon.*

[So you're the one who intercepted a child being turned into a weapon and taught her bedroom arts instead.]

*When you put it that way, I sound like trash...*

[What else would you call someone who touches a child barely old enough to walk, right in front of his virtuous wife?]

I couldn't refute Prah's words. Not a single thing she said was wrong.

Since even the "absorption" argument that could have convinced her was now just an excuse, I was in no position to speak.

If I tried to make more sophistic arguments here, the positions of who's doing what to whom might reverse between Prah and me.

Therefore, I needed to reflect quietly until her anger naturally subsided.

"Solis."

"Huh...?"

"From now on, your name is Solis!"

"My name is... Solis?"

"Yes, your full name is Cleave Solis. It means 'shining sword,' since you shine like gold unlike other demonic swords. What do you think?"

"...It's not bad."

"I'll call you Solis when I need you, so respond immediately."

"I understand."

Solis, who had been full of killing intent before, had transformed into an obedient girl.

She exuded a quiet, gentle atmosphere and kept nodding in agreement with everything I said.

I almost doubted if she was the same girl who had wanted to kill me at first.

If only the Magic Tower Master hadn't instilled such strange ideologies in her, she could have been cute.

As I was about to sigh deeply and curse the Magic Tower Master in my mind,

Suddenly, Solis tugged at my clothes.

"Um..."

"What is it?"

"How to address you..."

"You want me to call your name?"

Solis shook her head vigorously from side to side. Then she pointed at me with her small finger.

She seemed to be asking how she should address me.

It was somewhat of a dilemma. My name was already being used with various titles.

First of all, I had no desire to establish a master-servant relationship with Solis.

Even if she was just a tool to the Magic Tower Master, I wanted to have an equal relationship with the sword.

"My name is Bern. Call me whatever you want."

"Then... husband?"

Whoa, that's going too far.

"Now that I hear it, I can't stand it anymore! Even in the world of swords, there's seniority!"

"Huh? Swords have that too?"

"Y-yes! Anyway, you're just a newbie who hasn't even been made for a year, how dare you use a title that even I don't use!"

"But I... got permission..."

Solis pointed at me again with her finger.

Prah's sharp gaze turned toward me.

It meant I shouldn't interfere in the argument that was about to unfold.

She probably judged that if I intervened, I would likely take Solis's side.

"That's because the contractor is too soft! And it doesn't make sense to call someone else's man 'husband' when you haven't even had a human wedding ceremony!"

"Wedding...? I don't know much, but we did Mind-Sword Union..."

"I did that too!"

"Yes, fellow wife..."

"Huh?"

For a moment, Prah seemed to experience a mental freeze.

From what I could see, Solis didn't have any possessiveness. It meant she completely lacked the emotion of jealousy.

From the beginning, she had completely different values, so Prah's logic didn't apply to her.

"N-no, only one person can be called a wife."

"I don't understand... I heard there are many wives."

"Ugh!"

Prah had said with her own mouth that there were many women sharing my holy sword.

As evident from that, Prah was generally tolerant of whatever women I got involved with, except for weapons.

That tolerance now caught her by the ankle.

It seemed Solis had decided to consider all my other lovers as equal wives.

"You are different from the others! You're a demonic sword created by the Magic Tower Master, whom the contractor hates most in the world! Unless you sever that connection, you're not qualified to be the contractor's wife!"

"...Then I'll cut it."

"Ha! How foolish, anyone can say they'll cut ties! You don't have clear evidence that you've cut ties with the Magic Tower Master!"

Solis had the Magic Tower Master's ideology strongly embedded in her.

In such a state, it was hard to believe her when she said she would cut ties with the Magic Tower Master.

Prah, having mentioned this chronic issue, finally smiled broadly as if she had won.

She thought Solis had accepted defeat when she closed her mouth and turned away from her.

However, as if to say this was just Prah's misunderstanding, Solis asked me a question.

"Tell me how to cut ties..."

"The surest way is to bring the Magic Tower Master's head."

"What can I do right now...?"

"Hmm... try saying 'Magic Tower Master, you son of a bitch.'"

"Magic Tower Master..."

"If it's hard to say right now, you don't have to force yourself..."

"That crazy old man who satisfies his sexual desires with spirits and pets, who grabbed me with his filthy hands and locked me in a warehouse. That son of a bitch who should have his mana circuits and tendons cut and thrown to wild beasts before he gets more senile."

"You had a lot pent up, didn't you?"

Solis, who always spoke with pauses between words, spat out curses about the Magic Tower Master without a single break.

It was a level of rap that would be impossible without a heart full of deep-seated grudges.

I found myself automatically applauding.

If I had a necklace, I might have put it around her neck.

Even Prah seemed unable to think this was fabricated resentment.

At this rate, Prah's defeat was certain, so I decided to take her side.

"Solis."

"Yes."

"From now on, just call me Bern."

"I understand, husband."

This one's not easy either.
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"Ughhhh...!"

Crack-!

His fingers dug through the tree bark and into the inner layer.

The old pine, groaning in pain, could no longer contain the anger boiling inside.

"How could I, who was destined to become a being even dragons would look up to, suffer such humiliation...!"

He leaned his back against the tree trunk, breathing heavily.

Though he had far to go, his trembling legs had reached their limit, so he took a moment to meditate.

"Where did it all go wrong......"

Everything had been proceeding according to plan.

That is, until the ambitious plan to kidnap the Elf Saintess six months ago ended in failure.

He had intended to extract the divine power of the Great Earth Mother, whom the elves worshipped, from the Saintess to maximize his own potential.

With human power alone, one could never become equal to higher species like dragons.

So he had attempted to abduct the Saintess even at the risk of war, but the elves' resistance was fierce.

Not only did he fail to capture even one of the twin Saintesses, but the high-level mages he had dispatched also disappeared without a trace.

Despite his inquiries, there was no news—he was certain they were dead.

"One of them was a promising talent who could have reached the same level as me now..."

He had sent them to gain practical experience, only to lose valuable talent instead.

Bitter from this failure, the Magic Tower Master temporarily suspended the elf abduction plan.

However, his thirst for divine power only grew stronger.

"If only I had divine power, I could have broken through the wall that has driven me mad for decades. But...!"

He sent his disciples and subordinates around the world to find altars where divine power could be obtained.

But aside from the state religion of the Holden Kingdom, divine altars were difficult to find.

Even when they did find one, the gods never responded to any summons—they were clearly being ignored.

Knowing he wouldn't live long if he destroyed an altar out of frustration.

The Magic Tower Master had to swallow many bitter pills of anger.

"Even though my other plans were progressing without issue, a moment's carelessness ruined everything."

A black Pomeranian that suddenly appeared in his private chamber.

Unaware that disaster lurked in the glass vial it carried in its mouth, he had allowed it to move freely.

In the end, all his precious research materials were reduced to ashes.

"All my time and effort wasted..."

The Magic Tower Master could no longer contain his anger. The flames brought by the black dog belonged to a Red Dragon.

At the time of the incident, he had also received reports of friction between the Magic Tower personnel and the Red Scale tribe.

All circumstances pointed to the Red Dragon's involvement, so he didn't hesitate.

"I was uncharacteristically emotional, to a pathetic degree."

The conflict between the Magic Tower and the Red Dragon was merely a misunderstanding created by a third party.

If he had judged rationally and investigated calmly, he could have prevented it.

But the anger he had suppressed while seeking divine power finally erupted.

Being ignored by gods was bad enough, but now by dragons too?

The Magic Tower Master, with his strong pride, couldn't bear it.

"Kuhuk! Kahahaha!"

In the end, he had acted exactly as his enemy wanted, making a fool of himself.

The Magic Tower Master laughed heartily at the fact that he, who had always dominated others, had acted like a puppet.

Yet his laughter carried more emptiness than joy.

"To think the enemy had infiltrated even the inner sanctum of the Magic Tower..."

He had lost even his important magical medium.

He had lost both his symbol of manhood and his identity as a mage.

In the end, he was fleeing pathetically, feeling utterly miserable.

His self-esteem, which had always led him to see himself as the ruler who would grasp the world, was completely shattered.

"It's all pointless now."

He never found a way to break through his limitations, and all his carefully built achievements had crumbled.

His home and territory had fallen to the enemy.

All he had left was his wretched body.

"Yes, it's about time you showed yourself."

The Magic Tower Master quietly called out to the presence beyond the bushes.

Rustle, rustle.

A black Pomeranian emerged from the bushes, threatening him silently.

"Grrr...!"

"To think the assassin who would kill me in the end would be that black dog from before."

The culprit who had destroyed his carefully built tower and driven him mad with anger.

That same culprit had come to end his life.

Having reached this point, the Magic Tower Master felt enlightenment rather than anger.

If he was going to die anyway, he wanted to die painlessly.

That was the only desire he had left.

"How resentful I am of the heavens..."

The Magic Tower Master closed his eyes and surrendered his life.

Just before Chaos's fangs reached him, a ringing sound echoed in his ears.

[Open your eyes. Your role is not yet finished......]

"Kuheogh!!"

As a death rattle escaped the Magic Tower Master's mouth, he spat out thick, black blood.

An arm pierced through the left side of his chest where his heart was.

Behind the Magic Tower Master, where no one had been before, stood an angel covered entirely in black liquid, its arm impaling both the tree and his body.

It gripped the Magic Tower Master's heart, staining it with the same black liquid as itself.

"Kying?!"

"Stand back."

"Woof! Woof!"

"I'm sorry, but this man is now beyond our capacity to handle."

Meanwhile, Chaos, who had leapt to bite the Magic Tower Master, was intercepted by a purple slime that emerged from the shadows.

If he had been just a little closer, he could have subdued him.

Chaos protested vehemently, as if asking what this was all about.

But Liri shook her head firmly, saying it was futile. She seemed to know the identity of the black angel that had suddenly appeared.

"Let's quickly return to the shadows."

"Woof woof!"

"Master wishes for your safe return more than the success of your mission. That's why he secretly sent me, and that man has now become someone you cannot handle alone."

"Wooong?"

Chaos tilted his head, not understanding Liri's words.

Liri gestured with her chin as if to say "see for yourself."

The Magic Tower Master, whose heart had been pierced by the black angel, was continuously spewing black blood.

Eerily, his blood didn't fall to the ground but clung to his body.

Starting from his feet, it slowly adhered to him, causing his body to twist grotesquely.

The Magic Tower Master's lower body split into eight tentacle-like appendages, no longer resembling human legs.

"Woof?!"

"Do you understand now? He is transforming into something that cannot be described in human language. So let's hurry back to Master."

"Woof!"

"You needn't worry so much. Master is strong enough to fight such beings as equals."

Leaving the Magic Tower Master, who was transforming into a monster, to Bern.

Chaos raised his voice in protest, unable to accept such a thing, but Liri's resolve didn't waver.

Liri had absolute trust in Bern.

"Wooong!"

"Yes, if we combined our strength, we might be able to fight back somehow. But you'd have to be prepared for serious injury... or even death. If you were to die, it would leave an eternal wound in Master's heart. Are you confident about that?"

"Kyiing..."

"If you don't want that, I'd appreciate it if you followed my advice."

By now, the black blood had reached the Magic Tower Master's neck.

Naturally, his upper body was also transforming.

The frail old man's body was becoming massive, and his soft skin was hardening like armor.

Once the corruption reached the crown of his head, he would become a completely different being.

By then, escape would be impossible, so Liri grabbed Chaos by the scruff of his neck and entered the shadows.

"Kuooooh!! This power... is it, divine power?"

"That's right. The divine power you've been longing for."

"Who are you...?"

"You don't need to know about me. You just need to follow the words of the great one."

After Chaos and Liri left, the Magic Tower Master and the black angel exchanged what could be called a conversation.

The Magic Tower Master thought the angel's tone was rather benevolent.

He was quite surprised that it felt like a somewhat fastidious woman.

"Who do you mean by 'the great one'?"

"Don't try to learn about the great one, you dying old pine. Don't have any questions, and instead of wasting time, dedicate your life to the great one!"

"Aah..."

Without a miracle, the Magic Tower Master was destined to die.

But at the very last moment, a capricious god gave him power.

The reason didn't matter anymore. The conclusion was that he had barely survived and gained an opportunity for revenge.

Wasn't that enough?

He had broken through his limitations by obtaining divine power and regained his magic wand that had dissolved in acid.

The Magic Tower Master thought that perhaps now he could rule this world.

"Now! Go and fight to the death with the one who drove you to the edge! Kik kik kik!"

"Fine. That was my intention anyway."

Eventually, the blood covered his entire head, and the Magic Tower Master was no more.

Hali Wordry, reborn as a new being.

He instinctively entered the shadows to pursue Chaos and Liri who had fled.

In the place everyone had left, only the black angel's wicked laughter remained, staining the ground black.
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I successfully named the demonic sword created by the Magic Tower Lord as Solis, making her my exclusive possession.

Hades reported that she had safely recovered the crystal sphere, and I immediately instructed her to leave the Magic Tower.

Soon, Peil and the Magic Tower would disappear from the map.

The remaining objective: dealing with Magic Tower Lord Hali Wordry.

I asked Chaos and Liri to apprehend him after he fled.

With their tracking abilities, they should be able to capture Hali Wordry no matter where in the world he escaped to.

However, even after a day had passed since giving the order, the two hadn't returned.

"...I'm worried."

Anxiety always exists and tends to approach at unexpected moments like now.

Two hours remained until I could activate the Eye of Predation.

As I spun the sphere around, I couldn't erase the anxiety in my heart.

I hoped Chaos and Liri would return before the operation began.

Even if they didn't return, I planned to proceed with the operation, but it would be better without variables.

"I guess I have no choice but to go look for the Magic Tower Lord myself."

"Contractor, be patient. Isn't your role crucial in the operation to destroy the Magic Tower? If you leave, the others will be in trouble."

"No, they'll probably perform their duties excellently even without me. They always have."

Rene, Rin, and Breeze Sephiron, along with the undead, blocked the advance of the Red Scale tribe.

Sestia and the ant legion cut off the kingdom's support, known for its formidable strength.

And Marianne persuaded the notoriously finicky elves to participate in the war.

If any one of these had failed, the collapse of the Magic Tower would have been compromised.

The fact that everything has proceeded smoothly so far means their skills are exceptional.

All I did was relay schedules and fragmentary directives to them.

"The invasion of the Magic Tower in two hours will definitely succeed."

"You trust them."

"That's right. So all I need to do is open the door."

I placed the Eye of Predation on the desk and drew Solis, who had newly taken her place at my waist.

A sword should always be by a swordsman's side, but she has such a free-spirited personality that it shouldn't be a problem.

"Solis."

"Yes?"

"Can you operate this magical tool exactly two hours from now?"

"Magical tool... don't know how."

"It's simple. Just turn the upper part here clockwise."

Originally, the Eye of Predation would operate by itself when infused with magical power.

However, ancient magical tools weren't exclusive to magicians like they are now, so even ordinary people without magical power could use them.

It meant anyone could use the Eye of Predation in my place.

But currently, Solis was the only one I could trust to initiate the operation.

"Please."

"...Okay, I got it."

"Thank you. I'll be back soon!"

Solis waved both hands to see me off.

As soon as I rushed out of the laboratory, I ran without looking back.

I accelerated even faster to jump over Peil's wall that blocked my path.

Many magicians noticed my running along the way, but it shouldn't be a problem.

There are magicians who specialize in body enhancement after all.

They'll probably think I'm just a messenger spreading news quickly.

"Prah."

[What is it?]

"Find where Chaos and Liri's energy can be detected."

[...The trail breaks off midway, so it's difficult to pinpoint their exact location. If it's the last trace, it's in the forest to the west. I'll visualize it through your eyes.]

"That's enough, thanks."

Boom-!

I kicked the ground so hard that part of the outer wall collapsed as I dropped toward the forest.

As I accelerated, becoming almost like a meteor, I cut through the dense forest.

Reaching a speed impossible for a human body, I quickly searched for traces of Chaos and Liri.

I almost stopped when I saw black blood and purple slime in my field of vision, but I gritted my teeth and kicked the ground.

It meant their safety might be in danger.

I needed to run even faster.

"Where are they...!"

[Contractor, I sense an energy that's both alien and familiar.]

"Yes, I felt it too."

An energy that's extremely unpleasant to me.

The energy of an otherworldly being who turned the Pink-Haired Slut into a monster and then left.

"Just when things seemed quiet for a while, you've come to interfere at this crucial moment!"

[Now all the circumstances fit together like a puzzle. Chaos and Liri wouldn't struggle against an injured Magic Tower Lord. Yet they still haven't returned, so we can only assume the otherworldly being gave some kind of power to the Magic Tower Lord.]

This being had made the Pink-Haired Slut, who was weaker than Bern in the original story, grow strong enough to fight me as an equal.

If such a being gave power to the Magic Tower Lord, it would likely be too much for Chaos and Liri to handle.

Even without otherworldly power, the Magic Tower Lord was already a powerful 8th-rank master.

"Expand the detection range. Include the otherworldly energy along with Chaos and Liri!"

[Understood.]

My vision began to blur.

It was to the point where I couldn't see ahead, risking collision, but I dodged freely using my sixth sense.

When my sight returned, the world had transformed.

The once green forest had been dyed black by the otherworldly energy and was even rippling.

"Ugh...!"

I felt nauseous for a moment, but I bit my lower lip hard and endured the pain.

The unpleasant energy encompassed the entire forest. Though I wanted to look away, I instead examined where it was most concentrated.

And finally, I found it.

"There...!"

Crack-!

I forcibly changed the direction of my legs, which had built up speed.

The impact split the ground and broke surrounding trees.

I had no desire to destroy nature, but it couldn't be helped.

Through eyes enhanced to the maximum with magic and abilities, I discovered Chaos bleeding.

"Prah!"

[I know.]

I drew Prah while simultaneously unleashing a crimson sword energy.

My targets were the tentacles trying to pounce on Chaos.

Running with sword energy wrapped around me, I created a jet-black flash and cut down all the tentacles.

"Waoong?!"

"Hmm?"

"That's far enough! Magic Tower Lord!"

"...Haha! Finally, the mastermind appears."

"Yes. I've come personally to crush you, you bastard."

"At last, I can remove this thorn in my side!"

The Magic Tower Lord had turned black all over his body like the Pink-Haired Slut, becoming something inhuman.

Just looking at the new cells wobbling and regenerating from the cross-section of the tentacles I had cut confirmed it.

The otherworldly intervention, which had only been a hypothesis, was now certain.

"Kiiing...!"

"You did well. Where's Liri?"

"Kiwoong...!"

Chaos picked up a purple tentacle that was writhing on the ground.

According to Prah's translation, they had fought a fierce battle with the Magic Tower Lord who had closely pursued them and got injured.

"I see..."

There's no way she, a shoggoth, would have been easily defeated.

Perhaps she was injured while following my order to protect Chaos.

She tried her best to follow my orders until the end.

"Chaos, take Liri and retreat into the shadows."

"Wang!"

"I'll be fine. And you can't fight with such injuries anyway."

"Kiwoong!"

"I was planning to settle things with the Magic Tower Lord anyway. I didn't expect him to transform into something even more disgusting, but this is my inevitable battle."

I thought it would all be over if I killed the weakened Magic Tower Lord.

But that thought was my arrogance.

In this world, there exists an otherworldly being who's constantly targeting me.

I implemented my plan without considering their possible interference, so this is the consequence.

This is an opponent I must take responsibility for and fight.

"...Wang."

[He wishes you good luck.]

"Thanks."

Chaos pulled Liri, whom he was holding in his mouth, and entered the shadows.

The Magic Tower Lord seemed to have the power to track them, but as long as I'm holding him off, he won't be able to pursue.

I have no intention of losing, but even if I were to be defeated, I plan to tear him apart enough that he can't track Chaos and Liri.

"The introduction is long."

"If it bothers you, why didn't you attack right away?"

"I thought it would be more fun to let them go deliberately. After I break you, I'll catch that dog later and rape her in front of you."

"You sick bastard."

Beyond that, the Magic Tower Lord and I exchanged no further dialogue.

Words are unnecessary when it comes to loathing and hating each other.

What we need now are only magic and swords that can kill the other.

The life-or-death battle between Bern and the Magic Tower Lord that never happened in the original work—that decisive battle was finally about to be realized through me.
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In front of me were two, on the left were three, and on the right were three.

A total of eight tentacle legs were rushing toward me, forming magic circles as they came.

These tentacles, stronger than steel rebar, were each using different spells.

What's more, they were all advanced-level magic or higher, surpassing even Hades' quintuple casting ability.

"Going straight to the point, I see."

Facing the Magic Tower Master who was giving his all from the start, I also drew upon my power.

I raised my sword while simultaneously beating my Dragon Heart.

In an instant, I converted the surging magical power into physical strength through magic circles I had previously inscribed on my body.

*Even with abundant magical power, I can't counter the Magic Tower Master's simultaneous spells with the same magic.*

With my sword in hand, I only had one free hand to use magic circles.

Rather, investing all my magical power into physical enhancement was more appropriate for the current situation.

Whoosh-! Boom-! Crackle-!

All kinds of elemental magic ran wild, sweeping across the surrounding area.

Flames that burned everything alive, rocks that crushed, lightning that annihilated, and waves that swept away.

Despite all these destructive spells pouring down, I advanced forward.

There was nowhere to dodge the magic.

"I'll just have to cut through everything."

I lightly swung the hand holding Prah.

Like gentle flowing water, my blade sliced through all magical constructs in its path.

"What...?"

"It's useless. None of your magic will work on me."

"Don't get cocky just because you know how to handle a sword. I have limitless magic at my disposal!"

Once again, magic circles formed at the tips of his tentacles, with new magic circles overlapping them.

Magic synthesis. A method of introducing new magical concepts to existing spells.

It's an ability that can create unrealistic phenomena like lightning dissolving into the air before being released.

While it enables magic of unimaginable power, it also has distinct weaknesses.

"Dispel."

"How arrogant. Do you think your disruption magic can damage my magic circles?"

"Of course. If you don't believe me, see for yourself."

"......"

The Magic Tower Master didn't say a word.

But his expression alone revealed his current state of mind.

The single grotesquely enlarged eye of the Magic Tower Master—the skin around it was wrinkling with displeasure.

And for good reason—cracks were forming in the magic circle he had been so ambitiously preparing.

"Originally, Dispel is magic that destroys an entire magic circle. But a magic circle can't activate if even part of it is damaged. In other words, if you abandon the notion of destroying everything, you can use magic more efficiently."

"But doing that reduces Dispel's power! How did you...!"

"It's common knowledge that gaps form when magic circles are being combined, right?"

Magic synthesis is the process of combining two completed magic circles.

When you combine one finished product with another, balance naturally breaks down.

I injected a foreign substance before the balance could be restored, completely ruining it.

"My Dispel played the role of that foreign substance."

"A swordsman knowledgeable about magic—how disgusting."

"Look in a mirror before you speak."

Most people would know which one of us is truly disgusting.

The Magic Tower Master had transformed into such a monster.

With the addition of his eerie aura, it was enough to make one's stomach turn.

"You'd better show me another trick quickly. Unless you want to be humiliated by me again."

"Insolent fool...! I'll put that arrogant nose of yours in its place."

The Magic Tower Master raised his tentacles high into the sky.

Then he slammed them down hard toward the ground.

One step to the left.

As I moved my leg, the flailing tip of a tentacle barely grazed past me.

The fragments that burst from the shattered ground fell away without leaving even a scratch on my body.

"Since magic isn't working, are you resorting to physical combat now?"

"What a foolish notion. Changed as I may be, I am still the Magic Tower Master! My magic yields to no one!"

"Is that so?"

Woong-!

Fierce light began to flicker on the ground where the Magic Tower Master's suckers had touched.

Magic circles engraved on the ground.

It seems the tentacle attack was just a bluff to hide the fact that he had been drawing magic circles with his suckers.

"If you can erase my magic this time, by all means, try!"

"You're getting on my nerves."

The number of suckers on each tentacle was countless.

Moreover, there were eight tentacles, each covered with an enormous number of suckers.

As a result, there were too many magic circles lighting up for Dispel to neutralize.

*Even I have no way to deal with this one.*

Iron spikes shot out from the glowing magic circles and began piercing various parts of my body.

Head, face, shoulders, arms, heart, groin, and feet.

There wasn't a single area the sharp spikes didn't pierce.

"I won't let you die peacefully."

Soon, the iron spikes turned red-hot and created small explosions.

Small only in name—as the explosions overlapped, they generated enough firepower to destroy a village.

And I, who was at the center of this massive explosion...

"Are you finished?"

Was completely unharmed and alive.

"H-how?!"

"You're not the only one who's gained power from another world."

The blackened purple skin cracked in various places and fell away in chunks.

Having received Shoggoth cells from Liri, I could create living armor from Shoggoth's body.

But that wasn't all. Thanks to the Shoggoth cells awakening the troll blood and the divine power of the Great Earth Mother within me, any wound I received would be completely healed after just one second.

Thanks to the Shoggoth cells, I had gained invulnerability and super regeneration.

To kill me would require power capable of annihilating my very existence in one go.

"Is that all you can do with your precious power?"

"Kugh...!"

"If you have nothing more to show, it's my turn now, right?"

"Not yet!"

The Magic Tower Master extended his tentacles and gathered them together.

Above the mass of tentacles, a massive magic circle began to form.

A magic circle I had never seen before—undoubtedly 9th-tier magic, known as the Realm of the Transcendent.

"I received power from Him and broke through my final limit! Someone like me cannot lose to a mere magic swordsman like you!"

"Really? Then I hope you take this opportunity to thoroughly contemplate the feeling of being pathetically crushed."

"Your bluff ends here. The moment my ultimate magic manifests, you will surely die...!"

"That might be true. Even I would struggle against 9th-tier magic. But unfortunately, your time to rampage has come to an end."

"More nonsense...! Kut?!"

A wave of mana rapidly approached from behind, beginning to envelop the surrounding area.

Simultaneously, magical power drained from my entire body.

Like me, the Magic Tower Master's tentacles also lost strength and went limp on the floor.

"W-what is happening here?"

"An ancient magical artifact that will finish you has finally activated."

"Ancient magical artifact...?"

"Yes, an artifact that was kept as a legacy of the first Magic Tower Master. Didn't you know it had a wide-area magic suppression effect?"

"Impossible! Such an artifact couldn't exist in this world...!"

"It does exist. You created a demonic sword that only kills swordsmen, so why would you think the opposite couldn't exist?"

The Magic Tower Master's expression began to grow cold.

He had never used the demonic sword in actual combat, keeping it in a secret room known only to himself.

Yet suddenly I mentioned the sword.

He must have naturally realized that I had stolen his demonic sword.

"Y-you... don't tell me!"

"Your demonic sword was pretty sick, you know?"

"You bastard!!"

The Magic Tower Master violently swung the tentacles he had painstakingly gathered.

I extended my left arm and easily caught the mass of tentacles.

Gathering strength in my arm, I tore the Magic Tower Master's tentacles away from his body with brute force.

"Gaaah!"

"Do you think you can defeat me without magic?"

"Keuugh...!"

"No, even with magic, you would have lost to me. After all, you couldn't kill me even though I wasn't being serious."

"Kup?!"

Covering the Magic Tower Master's mouth with my palm, I released my sword ki.

The crimson sword ki grinned as it pressed its teeth against the Magic Tower Master's neck, undulating as if ready to chew his neck to pieces at any moment.

As the execution by sword ki approached, the Magic Tower Master's complexion turned ashen in real time.

"Hali Wordry. You've committed evil deeds beyond any possibility of atonement. Countless people have suffered because of you, and some have even made irreversible choices. So it would be better not to beg for mercy."

"W-wait a moment...!"

Slash-! Crack!

I cleanly cut off the Magic Tower Master's neck while simultaneously crushing his head with my grip.

His single eye and brain were completely pulverized, splattering black blood and brain matter across the floor.

"The guilty and the dead should remain silent. Being both, why would you have such a loose tongue..."

At last, one cursed connection was severed.
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The long battle had finally ended.

Bern stared at the grotesquely transformed corpse of the Magic Tower Master and exhaled deeply, lost in the aftermath.

But the moment was short-lived as the battle cries of elves from nearby broke the atmosphere.

"Sigh!"

Though the battle was over, the real war was just beginning.

A war where the remaining mages would have to fight for the survival of the Magic Tower without their Master.

However, the mages were unable to use magic, just like their Tower Master who had died pathetically after blindly believing in magic.

*If they had at least learned basic close combat, they might have stood a chance...*

During his time at the Magic Tower, Bern had never once witnessed mages learning close combat.

It wasn't that there weren't any who could fight in close quarters like Frieden, but the security forces he led wouldn't be enough to stop the elven army.

Moreover, he had departed for the front lines.

Without the Magic Tower Master coming back to life, the Magic Tower—now reduced to a disorganized rabble—had no chance of victory.

*Even if he did come back to life, I'd just kill him again...*

Crack!

Bern stomped on the headless Magic Tower Master's abdomen, crushing it under his foot.

Even though he had settled their grudge, Bern's hatred for the Magic Tower Master remained.

He was the villain who had tormented the original Bern so much that he could rightfully be called Bern's nemesis.

Even in this altered timeline, he had committed vile acts and caused trouble for Bern's loved ones.

In the end, he had obtained power from a god of another world to confront Bern.

To Bern, the Magic Tower Master was clearly an enemy.

*Maybe I should have taken his 9th-tier magic head-on and killed him afterward...*

Even after the battle ended, Bern felt somewhat regretful.

Though somewhat lacking as an opponent, the Magic Tower Master had reached a level where he could be called one of the strongest in the world.

If he had experienced the ultimate magic of such a person, he might have gained new insights.

It's always better to keep new possibilities open.

Having belatedly realized this, Bern was sighing deeply.

[More importantly, contractor, is it alright not to help the elves?]

"There's no need to help them. They'll suffer some casualties, but the elves will win the war. Besides, the elves need to conquer the Magic Tower entirely with their own strength."

[Why is that?]

"They may look like they enjoy blood and battle, but they're actually a closed-off race. This is their chance to realize they can leave the forest and stand against other powers."

[I didn't know you thought so deeply about such matters...]

"That's harsh. Anyway, I can't protect the elves forever."

Bern sheathed Prah and dusted off his clothes.

He couldn't completely remove the dirt, so he still looked somewhat disheveled.

However, there was a certain charm to the rugged appearance of a man who had sweated profusely while achieving victory.

At least, that's how it appeared to Prah.

"King!"

"You came back sensing the battle was over!"

"Master, you've worked hard. Here's some water."

"Thanks, Liri. By the way, how are you? You're not badly hurt anywhere, are you?"

"Grrrr...!"

When Bern asked about Liri's well-being, Chaos, who had been nestled in his arms, suddenly made a low threatening sound.

As Bern wondered about this seemingly intimidating behavior toward Liri, the purple slime crawled along the ground.

"My body is fine. But I must apologize to you for something, Master."

"Hmm? Oh, if it's about failing the mission, you don't need to apologize..."

"That's not it. I need to apologize for deceiving you."

"Deceiving me?"

"Yes, I deliberately allowed the Magic Tower Master to attack me and pretended to faint just as you were arriving. In other words, I retreated from the front line with Chaos, leaving you alone."

"So that's what happened."

Bern smiled subtly, not making a big deal out of Liri's deception.

Additionally, he naturally stroked Chaos's head, calming the creature that had been showing hostility.

"You knew?"

"Not exactly, but I thought something was strange."

"If I may ask, what part seemed strange to you?"

"I felt it both when confronting the Magic Tower Master and after finishing the fight. It was about the Magic Tower Master's level—I thought he was strong, but not strong enough to defeat you. So when I saw you collapsed, I was worried something might be wrong with your body."

"I... I see..."

Bern wasn't concerned at all about Liri's defeat.

He believed there must have been another reason and showed concern for her.

Even Liri, who rarely showed emotion, averted her gaze and fidgeted with her tentacles.

It was her way of expressing embarrassment.

"Kyuuung...!"

[It wants you to worry about it too.]

"I don't want to."

"King?!"

"Just kidding. Stay still for a moment. I'll treat your wounds now."

Bern took out bandages and a handkerchief from his spatial storage.

He skillfully cleaned Chaos's wounds with a disinfected handkerchief, then placed clean cloth over them and wrapped them with bandages.

His touch was so gentle and careful that Chaos felt no pain during the treatment.

Instead, the creature was grinning happily, its ears and tail wagging frantically at the comfortable sensation.

"All done."

"Waoong!"

Once the treatment was finished, Chaos jumped out of Bern's arms and began spinning in circles.

It wanted to show it was well enough to run around, but Bern scolded it, saying the wounds might reopen.

Even so, Chaos seemed to enjoy even his scolding, its eyes sparkling brightly.

"You're really something else..."

Bern sighed but then smiled.

He picked up Chaos to prevent it from overexerting itself and started walking.

"Where are you planning to go now?"

"To the Capital. We all agreed to meet there."

"Weren't you planning to attack the Red Dragon right away?"

"The Magic Tower Master was human, so deception worked, but it won't work on the Red Dragon. He trusts only himself."

Moreover, Bern had only caused confusion among Ignite's subordinate organizations.

He had barely inflicted any damage on Ignite himself.

Since Ignite regarded the Red Scale tribe members as mere tools.

To shake him, Bern needed to prepare other means.

"With my current skills, I might be able to defeat Ignite if I attack now. But there's still an uncertain factor."

"An uncertain factor?"

"Yes. I've heard that Ignite has been frequently visiting the eastern region. I need to find out exactly why. It would be troublesome if he's building a foundation for a reversal there or bringing in powerful allies."

Bern's plan had only accounted for the Red Scale tribe and Ignite.

If Ignite was gathering forces in the midst of this, it would become a headache for him.

He would have to make major revisions to his plan and consider various variables while deliberating.

Rather than that, it seemed better to gather information directly and deal with the situation in the eastern region.

With this in mind, Bern decided not to prolong the war and return to the Capital first.

*I also want to quickly complete Princess Charlotte's request.*

More than anything, Bern wanted to meet his other lovers after a long time and catch up.

If he were to attack the Red Dragon, there was a high possibility that he wouldn't be able to meet them again for at least a month.

Disliking that prospect, Bern turned his steps toward the Capital without hesitation.

***

Rin, Rene, and Breeze Sephiron were at a battlefield far from the Capital.

It would be a while before I could reunite with them, but I would soon be able to meet Sestia, Meryl, and the Queen Ant, who had thwarted the Crown Prince's schemes.

With such expectations, I walked with a faster pace.

After rushing without rest, I finally saw the kingdom beyond the horizon.

However, for some reason, black smoke was rising from the royal palace, the core of the Capital.

On the road leading to the Capital, numerous people were screaming and fleeing the city.

The area near the gate was so crowded with people trying to leave that I couldn't enter through it.

"What's happening? Could it be that demons have attacked?"

But it was still far too early for a demon invasion.

From the time I was possessed, such flames engulfing the Capital shouldn't have occurred for at least another year.

[This one thinks I know what's causing this.]

"What is it? If it's a demon invasion, I need to stop it right now, so tell me quickly!"

[Calm down and look at the flag hanging on the wall.]

"Flag...?"

I turned my gaze to the flag Prah had mentioned.

Instead of the proud national flag of the Holden Kingdom fluttering amidst the chaos, something else was there.

The eagle symbol that represented the Holden Kingdom was nowhere to be seen, and in its place was an ant.

And below it was written a phrase in the language of this world, the content of which made my jaw drop as soon as I read it.

[The New Bern Kingdom]

"We're screwed!!"
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I found it strange.

I clearly remember instructing them only to block the Crown Prince's support.

Yet somehow, the ants were going further and invading the kingdom.

The internal situation was descending into utter chaos, to the point where one might mistake it for the Magic Tower rather than the Capital.

"What a complete mess."

I climbed over the wall protecting the Capital and entered.

Normally, I would have been apprehended by the soldiers guarding the outer wall with no excuse, but in the chaos of the city engulfed in war, no such misfortune occurred.

"At least they haven't engaged in merciless slaughter..."

There were hardly any corpses on the streets.

Most soldiers were merely unconscious. Some appeared to have been seriously injured due to failed control of strength, but not to the extent of being life-threatening.

It seemed the ants weren't hostile toward humanity.

They were certainly trying to conquer the Holden Kingdom, which meant the situation had truly spiraled out of control.

"Are they trying to make me king...!"

I jumped down from the outer wall and ran toward the royal palace.

I sprinted as fast as I had when searching for the Magic Tower Master, breaking into a cold sweat.

Seeing me like this, Prah voiced his confusion.

[Why refuse when the ants are offering to make you king?]

'Have you forgotten? What would happen first if I became king!'

[Hmm...?]

'You really have forgotten. What happened when the god from another world collected the Pink-Haired Slut...!'

[Ah...!]

The night you truly reign as king, I shall visit you and conceive new life.

That casual remark the god from another world had dropped before leaving.

I didn't know what it looked like, but this otherworldly god with presumably grotesque features desired me.

The moment I usurped the throne, it wouldn't be strange if the sky suddenly darkened and tentacles from another world emerged to drag me away.

'In other words, if I become king, I'll be forced to mate with a god from another world.'

I believe I've grown strong enough to contend with dragons.

But fighting a god? I honestly hesitate. Especially when dealing with a foreign deity, I absolutely wanted to avoid it.

Therefore, I had to prevent myself from becoming king at all costs.

"There he is...!"

On the terrace at the top floor of the distant Holden Castle.

The current Holden King was standing there, looking at the burning Capital with a vacant expression.

He apparently didn't notice the ant stealthily climbing the wall and slowly approaching him.

"An ant is climbing the wall toward the king!"

[That's unforgivable!]

I didn't have confidence in infiltrating the castle and reaching the terrace in time.

With no choice, I cast a strengthening spell on my legs and ran along the outer wall.

At the last possible moment, I grabbed the waist of the ant that was reaching out toward the Holden King.

I fell, plummeting toward the ground.

CRASH-!

Just before hitting the ground, I drove the Orichalcum ant into the earth and landed gracefully.

I had barely protected the king from the first crisis. If I could evacuate the Holden King to safety or persuade Maryan during this time, the current situation could be resolved.

With that in mind, I looked up at the terrace again.

"Th-that one...!"

This time, ant soldiers were descending from the ceiling.

Worse yet, there were two of them, and they were coming down quickly without concealing their presence.

"Prah, can you replicate yourself?"

[Of course.]

A sword identical to Prah fell into each of my hands.

I gripped both swords in reverse and raised my hands above my shoulders.

I pulled my waist back momentarily, then thrust forward, using the momentum to throw the swords.

"Hup!"

My target wasn't the ants but the wall they were clinging to.

The swords pierced through the wall, gradually causing it to collapse.

Eventually, the wall crumbled, and the ants fell along with the replicated swords.

"Great!"

With perfect accuracy, the situation was flowing as I wanted.

Since Maryan was nowhere to be seen, I decided to quickly take the Holden King to safety.

[Contractor, additional forces!]

"What...?"

When I extended my senses, I felt numerous presences inside the terrace where the king was located.

Considering their uniformly ominous energy, I could tell they were all Orichalcum ants.

One thing became certain.

As I had mentioned before, the Mineral Ants that had consumed Orichalcum had become strong enough to overthrow a nation.

If I were still the same person as when I first met the ants, I wouldn't have been able to defeat even one of them.

Even though I had reached a level where I could win, fighting against multiple opponents was still challenging.

[It seems better to escape with the king.]

"Yeah, I think you're right."

Though somewhat extreme, I planned to cut out the entire terrace and secure the king.

Then I would flee with him to where Charlotte was.

Afterward, I could somehow control the ants and ask Maryan to withdraw.

"Let's end this in one go."

I kicked off the ground and jumped high.

In mid-air, I spun my body and released a sword energy.

A nearly full-moon shaped sword energy cleanly cut through the terrace.

Just as I smiled with confidence that I had secured the king, a new figure descended from the sky and lifted the king with one hand.

"It's been a while, hasn't it?"

"Huh...?"

"Looking at you, I can see you've become much stronger than before. Impressive as always."

"...Do you know me?"

The first feature that caught my eye was the multicolored hair that reached down to her waist.

Next were the four arms that couldn't possibly belong to a human, yet her face was that of a beautiful human woman.

This cognitive dissonance filled my head with questions.

"You don't recognize me because I've changed so much. It's me, Maryan."

"Maryan...? Y-you're that Maryan?!"

"Hehe, it's been a while."

The way she smiled gently and tucked her hair behind her ear was exactly like a human woman.

Moreover, it was a feminine behavior clearly intended to win my favor.

I knew I had gained her favor by providing Orichalcum.

Still, I had strongly rejected ants because the Holy Sword didn't respond to them.

And now she had appeared before me, transformed to closely resemble a human woman.

Wasn't this an attempt to seduce me?

"Y-yes, it has been a while."

"But you returned quickly. What a shame, I wanted to finish the situation before you arrived."

"Right! What exactly are you doing now?"

"Removing an unnecessary king and installing a new, benevolent and kind one!"

"...Not me, right?"

"Why would you think it's not you? Isn't it obvious you're perfect for the role?"

I had nearly ruined my life by arriving just a little later.

Receiving a throne I never wanted, then being devoured by a god from another world.

Just imagining this bad ending made me shudder involuntarily.

"I'm not king material."

"Don't say that. In my eyes, you're overflowing with qualifications."

"I don't have what it takes to rule others."

"If politics is difficult for you, you can leave it to me. I'll ensure the loyalty of all humans within just three months."

"By force?"

"Power is justice, after all!"

I smacked my forehead.

After becoming supremely powerful due to Orichalcum, her thinking had become simplistic.

Maryan was saying that all she needed to do was beat everyone into submission and rule them.

Her appearance had become prettier, but her mind had become more aggressive than before.

At this point, it was better to just be honest.

"I'm sorry, but I don't want to be king."

"Could you tell me why?"

"It's a cumbersome position, and I don't want to work. Besides, I can't explain in detail, but there's a separate reason why I shouldn't become king."

"Hmm..."

I waited anxiously, hoping Maryan would give up.

If I became king, something would happen that even she couldn't handle.

As I waited for her answer, she finally nodded.

"If that's your wish, I'll give up on making you king."

"Thank you for understanding."

"If you don't like being king, how about becoming my husband instead?"

Maryan winked cheerfully, closing her right eye.

She seemed to have observed or learned human female behavior from somewhere.

"I won't make you work at all, and you can just lounge around at home!"

"Now that's tempting."

The peaceful life I had always wanted—not having to care about the outside world at all.

There couldn't be a more attractive offer.

However, before accepting the proposal, there was one thing I needed to confirm.

"By the way, what about the baby-making duties when I become your husband?"

"Heheheh!"

"That's scary, so please answer honestly."

"Don't worry. I'll hold you tight so you won't fall!"

I had heard that ant mating occurs during flight.

And the meaning behind Maryan's promise to hold me tight...

'She plans to turn the blue sky white...'

My head started to spin.

Ch.230 - 221. Desperate Interlude - 3
Through my conversation with Maryan, I firmly expressed that I had absolutely no desire to become king.

I also put her proposal to become the Queen Ant's consort on hold while carefully sorting out the situation.

First, I immediately halted the invasion of the capital, withdrew the ants from the city center, and gathered the scattered nobles, lords, and royal family members.

Since most of the royal palace had been destroyed, we had no choice but to bring a round table into the audience chamber to begin the talks.

I participated in the negotiations alongside Maryan as a representative of the Orichalcum Ants.

"Ahem!"

"I-is this really okay? If they've hidden ants somewhere..."

"How did things come to this..."

Most people seemed to have lost their spirit in the face of the ants' overwhelming military power.

Even the relatively composed individuals were trembling—though the vibrations were subtle, I could sense them clearly.

Despite having witnessed the ants retreat with their own eyes, they remained filled with distrust.

The ant invasion would surely be remembered as a nightmare and catastrophe by the people of the capital.

"Your Majesty! We should behead these people right here and now, and exterminate the remaining Mineral Ants!"

"L-Lord Jasar! Mind your words!"

"His intentions have nothing to do with us! Please show mercy...!"

Occasionally, some individuals made impulsive outbursts, even among the lords.

Usually, when one person takes the lead, others tend to follow suit.

However, most nobles actually began criticizing the one who had bravely spoken up.

That showed just how deeply they felt the power gap between humans and Orichalcum Ants.

"Everyone, please calm down! Though our capital has been devastated by this unprovoked invasion, as you can see, the other side has requested dialogue rather than annihilating us. We must act calmly and prudently."

Princess Charlotte was naturally present at the meeting with the royal family, and she skillfully calmed the situation.

Unlike the arrogant, whining crown prince, she had much more fortitude and charisma.

Indeed, it would be far more appropriate for her to inherit the throne.

"First, let's hear what the other side has to say about the circumstances. Could I ask for an explanation...?"

"...Y-yes."

Princess Charlotte looked at me, demanding an explanation of the situation.

The accent in her final syllable carried a hint of anger.

She had reason to be upset—she had sent me to investigate the Magic Tower, yet I ended up destroying her homeland, the capital.

I deliberately avoided her gaze while carefully explaining the situation.

"First, I'd like to use this opportunity to reveal documents exposing corruption in the Holden Kingdom."

I presented ledgers to everyone at the meeting—evidence that Crown Prince William had colluded with the Magic Tower.

The records showed how the crown prince had offered the people's tax money as tribute to the Magic Tower and sent slum dwellers for inhumane magical experiments.

In return, the crown prince received magic books and magical tools from the Magic Tower—all prohibited items that hadn't received royal approval.

The nobles and even the royal family turned pale upon examining the documents I had personally smuggled out of the Magic Tower.

They now realized that the future king, the crown prince, had been blinded by greed.

"Anyone in the kingdom would have heard that Crown Prince William's usual conduct is less than exemplary. Yet the royal family protects him, and many nobles support him. All while being unaware of what he's been doing behind the scenes."

"T-this is slander...!"

"Slander... You still don't believe it? The Magic Tower Master's magical seal is engraved on the back of the ledger."

Only the Tower Master himself can create his magical seal. And once the seal is in place, the contents of the book cannot be modified unless the seal is removed.

No noble in the kingdom would be ignorant of such basic knowledge.

That's why the noble who was about to cry "slander" stopped mid-sentence and closed his mouth.

He was probably one of the crown prince's supporters.

"Did you plan this invasion to condemn the crown prince's unconscionable behavior?"

"No. To be honest, I couldn't care less whether the crown prince engages in corruption, licks the Tower Master's rear end, or becomes a tyrant who ruins the kingdom. I have no grudge against the kingdom."

"Then for what reason did you attack the capital!"

"You've all heard that the elves declared war on the Magic Tower. The crown prince's actions to help the Magic Tower in its time of crisis are the reason."

"That means..."

"Yes. I despise the Magic Tower. It's such a detestable place that I'd like to get rid of it immediately. I had planned to ally with the elves who suffered at the hands of the Magic Tower to bring it down, but then I saw some youngster making a fuss about helping the Magic Tower, which I found ridiculous."

"Watch your tongue! He is the future king of the Holden Kingdom!"

"And why should I care about that?"

"Uh..."

I stared at the shouting noble with a gaze filled with extreme coldness.

He was taken aback by my response, which differed from the angry reaction he expected.

"What does it matter to me if the one trying to ruin my plans is the crown prince or the king? Anyone who interferes is simply a target for elimination."

"Are you saying you intend to be hostile toward the Holden Kingdom?"

"You were hostile first. The ants were guarding the path to the Magic Tower to block kingdom support. But the crown prince refused to halt his advance and even harmed the ants. The current situation is the result."

"Because of this, our kingdom has lost a precious Great General, and the crown prince's mind is broken! Yet you brazenly invaded the capital and oppressed innocent citizens! How do you explain that?"

"You reap what you sow. If you had done things right from the beginning, none of this would have happened."

"What?!"

"Everyone, please calm down...!"

The atmosphere grew increasingly tense. As Princess Charlotte stepped forward to mediate the situation once more, I quickly gestured to stop her.

"Let me be clear. We are willing to be hostile to the kingdom if necessary. If the crown prince's will represents the kingdom's intentions, then we won't be on friendly terms going forward."

"How arrogant...!"

"Yes, I am arrogant. But I'm not stupid like you people."

"D-did you just call us stupid?!"

As I abandoned humility and took a strong stance, the nobles began to protest one after another.

Voices grew louder, calling for my beheading to prevent future trouble, just as someone had suggested earlier.

This was happening despite their leader, the current Holden King, remaining silent and calmly listening.

To be honest, I had hoped the king would disown Crown Prince William.

If he had, I would have left this place with satisfaction.

But since he refused to make a decision until the end, I had no choice but to play the role of villain, like a Demon King.

"Sigh! Ants that are merely a fraction of my power devastated your capital and brought you to the brink of annihilation. What do you think you can do to me?"

"Grrr...!"

"You never had the right to speak before me in the first place. I could kill you all right here if I wanted to. Did I seem easy to push around because I approached with humility?"

I erased my sneering smile and filled the space with killing intent.

With eyes blazing blue and a voice filled with pressure, I summoned a black aura with Prah's help and kicked the round table in front of everyone.

The table crashed through the audience chamber's roof and flew far away.

"Resistance? Go ahead if you want! If you don't value your lives and the lives of your families."

The meeting hall was in greater chaos than when they first trembled before Maryan, with some even collapsing in fear.

But I didn't stop my words or the release of killing intent.

"If you want to extend your pathetic lives even a little, you'd better know your place and crawl."

"Ugh...!!"

"Also, don't concern yourselves with what I do from now on, and don't even try to find out. I'll end things this time with just taking the Great General's life, but next time, it will be total annihilation."

With that, I turned around and walked toward the door.

I'm sick of this hypocrisy. I wanted an atmosphere where both sides could acknowledge their mistakes and move forward, but in this world of power-holders filled with pride, such a thing was nowhere to be found.

In the end, the kingdom's forces were likely to transform into the same low-level group as the Magic Tower.

Feeling disgusted, I left the place.

I want to cut off Ignite's head as soon as possible and then retire with my beloved partners.

I've had enough of this filthy world, both in novels and reality.

It's about time I got tired of it.

"Haah...!"

*Boom!*

As I closed the audience chamber door, I let out a deep sigh.

I had used up all my energy pretending to be a cold-blooded person, which didn't suit me at all.

I suddenly felt a new appreciation for Hades, who hides her true feelings and acts while broadcasting.

It had only been 10 minutes, yet I was this drained—how must she feel?

"You were truly magnificent...!"

"Huh?"

Maryan had followed me out of the audience chamber.

She was staring at me intently, her face transformed into an ecstatic expression with a flush.

She had the fingers of one of her right arms in her mouth, sucking on them, while her other right arm was between her thighs.

She was rubbing her crotch by crossing and uncrossing her legs enthusiastically.

Her left arms were positioned on my shoulder and waist, pulling me toward her.

She was acting completely like an animal in heat.

"Your gentlemanly approach was impressive, but that tyrannical display at the end is something I'll never forget for the rest of my life!"

"Uh... was it that impressive?"

"Yes...! You're definitely the only one suitable to be my consort. I'll never let you go!"

Maryan's breathing was becoming increasingly rough.

Her once flawless beauty was now marred by the drool running down her mouth and her inability to control her excitement.

I had the distinct feeling that something had gone terribly wrong.

Ch.231 - 222. Desperate Interlude - 4
The friendly relationship with the kingdom was completely shattered.

In a situation where we had the upper hand, I had no desire to wag my tail and act friendly when I could just as easily crack their skulls.

A kingdom descended from the first hero's bloodline?

I couldn't care less if the current kingdom—so weak it would fall to the Demon King in the original novel—was destroyed.

I simply didn't feel like going around massacring people with my own hands.

That's why I could leave the Capital with such satisfaction.

"I hope I never have to come back here again."

Ptui!

I spat on the ground and raised my middle finger toward the castle.

The gatekeepers were watching this scene, but they didn't move a muscle.

This was because of the swarm of ants keeping an eye on them—the guards valued their lives more than their sense of justice.

"So what are your plans now?"

"I have other matters to investigate. You can all return to your original positions."

"You're sending us away already? Was there something unsatisfactory about me and my children?"

"Not at all. You became strong just as I expected and made a great contribution to bringing down the Magic Tower. Thank you."

"In that case, please feel free to use us more!"

"I'll save that pleasure for later. Right now, I don't have any specific tasks for you."

"I see..."

Maryan's expression turned glum.

She fidgeted with her four index fingers to express her disappointment.

It was ironic that the Queen Ant, who commanded and ruled over the strongest ants, wanted to be used by someone else.

"Still, I think I'll call on you again before long. There are other opponents we need to wage war against."

"Ah! For such matters, please call on us anytime! If you entrust us with the task, we'll completely exterminate any group!"

"That's reassuring..."

It gave me chills to hear such a terrifying word as "exterminate" spoken in such a sweet tone.

In reality, she and her ants had the power to do just that.

With just one command, they could annihilate the Red Scale tribe.

However, if we were talking about whether the Orichalcum ants' power would work against Ignite, it was slightly insufficient.

*Someone at Maryan's level might be able to fight equally...*

The problem was that even she would be outmatched against two dragons.

Though it wasn't confirmed yet, if the Green Dragon living in the east joined Ignite's forces, the situation would be completely reversed.

With that possibility in mind, I planned to head east to confirm the facts.

"And..."

"Hmm?"

"As I mentioned before, the position of my husband remains vacant for life, so if you change your mind, please come find me."

"Y-yeah."

"Sometimes I want to bear daughters, not just sons... ♡"

With a seductive smile, Maryan drew a heart on my chest with her slender finger.

I've had many women express their interest in me before, but few have been as direct as her.

Even Rin, who was practically a fanatic, was careful with her expressions of affection.

"Then I'll be heading back with my children. Please call me whenever you need me!"

"Will do."

After that, Maryan led her ants back to the Orichalcum mine.

The next time we met, I might actually have to use my Holy Sword on Maryan in the blue sky.

Her aggressive advances were extremely stimulating to me.

If there weren't other women in the picture, I might have given her children a show of their mother's deflowering.

[Contractor, stop these crazy thoughts and let's get going. Don't we have a long way to go?]

*Crazy thoughts? This is a rare experience and every man's fantasy. Having sex education practice with a virgin mother in front of her children—where else would you find such a precious opportunity?*

[Even if a unicorn were to tear you apart while crying tears of blood, I don't think I could defend you.]

*Then I'll just have to show the unicorn the taste of my Holy Sword too.*

As usual, I continued my friendly conversation with Prah as I set out on another long journey today.

***

In a dark space, a nest full of dead trees, two of the strongest species were facing off.

One had red scales that shone brightly even in the darkness, while the other had dark green scales that embraced the darkness.

The relationship between these two supreme beings didn't appear friendly—it wouldn't have been strange if they started fighting at any moment.

However, as if certain that would never happen, Ignite with his red scales showed a relaxed smile.

"Hey, make up your mind quickly."

"Do you really need to go this far to be satisfied!"

"Are you okay with this? Even if I kill your pet?"

"Shut up! It's not a pet but my precious family!"

"Haha, seems like you don't understand. Hey, you're not in a position to yell at me right now."

"Kuk...!"

"Whether it's a pet or family, it's not my concern. If you want to see it return safely to you, it's better to cooperate quietly."

Ignite was acting confidently as if he had taken the Green Dragon's precious being hostage.

Proving this was true, the Green Dragon swallowed hard and couldn't step forward readily.

Despite being equals as supreme species, there was an uncomfortable power dynamic between them.

"...Fine. I'll follow your conditions."

"That's the right attitude! Wouldn't it have been better if you'd been like this from the start?"

Ignite laughed wickedly as he tapped the Green Dragon's cheek with the back of his hand.

Every single one of his actions was humiliating to the other party.

But the Green Dragon wasn't foolish enough to ruin everything by reacting to his provocations.

To save her only connection, she had to put aside her pride and take a submissive stance.

"Then come to my nest by the date I specified. It would be better if you fly at high altitude so other humans don't notice you. Ahaha!"

"Damn it...!"

The Green Dragon wore a dejected expression as she watched Ignite's retreating figure.

Suddenly, the noble existence of a dragon had become a puppet to another dragon's shallow scheme.

Other dragons might have bitten their own tongues and died rather than face such a situation.

But the hostage Ignite held was so precious to the Green Dragon that she was willing to give up even her pride.

A treasure she didn't want to lose more than her own life.

That's why Ignite's blackmail succeeded, and he secured the cooperation of another dragon.

*May a terrible end await that detestable dragon...!*

The Green Dragon glared at the spot where Ignite had disappeared with sharp eyes.

She raged, hurling all kinds of curses at Ignite.

It was a flawed alliance from the start, but as long as the hostage remained in his grasp, it wouldn't fall apart.

Ignite believed this and simply laughed with glee.

***

"Gracious Teacher!!"

"Kuhup!"

The Elf Forest.

Right after parting with Maryan, Bern had headed straight to the Elf Forest.

The reason was simple and clear—to meet Rin and Rene, who had helped prevent the Red Scale tribe's invasion of the Magic Tower.

Unfortunately, Rene sent word that she would be delayed as she was cleaning up the aftermath of the battle with Breeze.

In the end, only Rin returned to Bern's side first, and in her joy, she leaped into his arms.

In the process, it turned into something closer to a body slam attack, momentarily blocking Bern's airway.

"I've been wanting to see you all this time!"

"Cough! Cough! I-I felt the same."

"So you felt the same way! I'm so happy!"

Bern thought that if Rin's eyes were functioning properly, they would be twinkling like stars in the night sky.

Carefully, he embraced her tightly, sharing each other's warmth.

"Thank you for carrying out what was almost my selfish request, and you worked hard. I'm relieved to see you without a scratch."

"My body is tougher than it looks! I'm happy you're concerned, but it's not something you need to worry about, Gracious Teacher."

"Is that so? Still, I think I should always worry about the matters of someone precious to me."

"Indeed, I too wouldn't have been able to stay still if there was something wrong with you, Gracious Teacher."

Rin hugged Bern even tighter and beamed with a bright smile.

Was it because they hadn't seen each other for a long time?

Rin was being so affectionate that Bern had to reconsider his thought about approaching her carefully.

"By the way, Gracious Teacher."

"Yes?"

"Whose is this faint female scent emanating from your body?"

"W-what are you talking about?"

"You can't deceive my nose. A sweet and refreshing scent—this can only be a woman's body odor!"

Faced with Rin's sharpness, Bern pressed his lips together and turned his head away.

He feared that a detailed explanation might lead to a fight between Rin and Maryan.

As Bern avoided her gaze, Rin smiled even more brightly.

"It seems you can't tell me."

"I'm sorry."

"It's alright. In exchange, I want to spend time with you tonight until my eyes naturally close!"

"P-please have mercy...!"

"Request denied."

Having grown incredibly strong through her training during their time apart, Rin had reached a level where she could detect the weaknesses of all things, beyond just perceiving the outward appearance of objects through mana.

Naturally, Bern's Holy Sword was also subject to Rin's weakness detection.

Bern came to understand the ultimate meaning of the sword saint's path on the bed that night.

Ch.232 - 223. A New Journey - 1
Around the time the elves' occupation of the Magic Tower was wrapping up, Lin and I were heading toward the eastern region of the kingdom.

There were only two reasons for going east without engaging in consecutive battles.

One was to assess the Green Dragon's situation and confirm whether there was any connection with Ignite.

According to the original story, dragons maintained enough distance from each other to establish their own territories.

I knew that the Red and Green Dragons' nests were particularly far apart, indicating they didn't get along well.

Nevertheless, seeing Ignite repeatedly seeking out the Green Dragon suggested this might be a serious matter that shouldn't be taken lightly.

*I need to clearly identify whether the Green Dragon is our ally or enemy.*

I couldn't imagine the Green Dragon siding with Ignite when they weren't even close.

However, if there was some compelling reason the Green Dragon couldn't refuse, that would be different.

Confirming the existence of such a reason was most important.

The second reason was to recover from the fatigue caused by the Magic Tower collapse operation.

Some say timing is everything in war and that you should keep pressing forward when you have the advantage, but I disagree.

After going through hell to bring down the Magic Tower, immediately fighting the next enemy would kill whatever motivation we had left.

Appropriate rest is necessary. We wouldn't take a long break like our previous vacation, but I planned to alleviate fatigue through travel.

"Gracious Teacher, how about this outfit?" Lin asked.

"It looks good."

"That means you don't like it."

"No, I really think it looks good."

"I want an outfit that makes you gasp with admiration. Therefore, I'll go change into something else!"

In that spirit, I was currently accompanying Lin on her shopping trip.

For me, shopping was just an exhausting activity, but at least Lin trying on various outfits was pleasing to the eye.

With her clothes-hanger physique, she looked beautiful in anything she wore.

Still, Lin was carefully selecting clothes based on my reactions.

*I offered to buy her everything, but...*

Lin had insisted that one outfit that I truly liked would be enough, which was why we'd already been in the store for about an hour.

I might need to fake some admiration to escape from the store.

I resolved to force out an exclamation of admiration for the next outfit she showed me.

Just then, the changing room curtain was drawn back, and Lin emerged wearing a new outfit.

"How about this one? They say it's a traditional costume only found in the eastern region, so I tried it on!"

"...Ah."

"Gracious Teacher?"

"Ah! It-it suits you well!"

"...Were you staring blankly?"

"Ah... haha."

I covered my response with an awkward laugh. Lin had hit the nail on the head.

*That outfit is cheating...*

The eastern traditional costume perfectly blended contrasting elements like black and white, martial arts and fantasy.

The black outer garment harmonized with the white undergarment, while the red jeogori and traditional knot ties eliminated any monotony.

The outfit itself was beautiful, but what really drove me crazy was something else.

Lin's outfit openly exposed her upper chest, and the midriff section of her undergarment was cut out, revealing her navel.

Elegant attire with seductive exposure.

Like the colors, the traditional outfit possessed contrasting charms that made it difficult to know where to look.

"Hehe! Then I'll wear this outfit."

"Huh? There seem to be many other nice clothes. Are you sure?"

"Yes, it's more comfortable to move in than it looks, and you seem to like it, so I've decided."

"I thought the other outfits you showed me were quite pretty too."

"Even so, I won't change my mind. Of course, if you say it's troublesome, I'm willing to change."

Lin gently inserted her finger between her cleavage and pulled up the cloth covering her chest.

It might have been just adjusting her clothes, but to me, it looked like nothing but a sexual appeal.

It was clearly provocative, so I tried to appear nonchalant as I nodded.

"If you like it, you can buy any outfit you want."

"Are you sure that's okay?"

"It's fine, so hurry up and pay for it!"

"Understood."

Lin returned to the clerk with a beaming smile.

Meanwhile, I let out a deep breath. The outfit was undeniably stimulating and powerful.

If I kept looking, I might get an erection without even realizing it—that's how arousing it was.

The thought of having to manage where I looked every time I walked around with Lin made my head spin.

What were the eastern designers thinking when they created such an outfit?

It felt both outrageous and, in a way, ingenious.

I'd need to stay extremely focused to avoid ending up pouncing on Lin.

"Gracious Teacher, I've finished paying."

"Let's head to the tavern now."

After shopping, we planned to go to the village tavern to gather information.

It was still far from the busy hours, but to get the information we wanted, we needed to secure good seats in advance.

The information fee would likely just be the cost of drinks for the night.

"By the way, Lin?"

"What is it?"

"Aren't you too close?"

"I think it's an appropriate distance for lovers!"

Lin was holding onto my right arm, pressing it against her chest.

My voice trembled at her blatant skinship, her intentions completely transparent.

The problem wasn't just Lin's behavior but also the burdensome gazes from people around us.

People had been glancing at Lin's exquisite appearance before.

However, when she was wearing neat, proper formal attire, people quickly lost interest.

But now, with her wing-like outfit, the stares from around us were unending.

Especially since Lin was embracing me, I could feel jealous gazes constantly piercing my cheeks.

"Is this bothering you?"

"N-not really..."

"Hehe! Then I'll stay like this!"

Lin pressed herself even closer to me and curved her lips into a smile.

Who could say they dislike it to the face of someone who says they love them?

I couldn't, so I ended up walking through the streets bearing the burden.

"We've already arrived. Why does happy time always pass so quickly...?"

"It wasn't that far anyway."

"Still, I wish we had taken a longer route..."

"If you're disappointed, shall we take a night walk together later?"

"I'd love to!"

Lin puffed her cheeks and pouted, but then broke into a broad smile at my suggestion.

She was so cute that it was hard to believe she was the same Lin who had suppressed her emotions throughout the novel.

Perhaps this was evidence of how much she had been controlling her feelings all this time, which made it somewhat heartbreaking.

I grabbed Lin's shoulder as she was about to move away from me and entered the tavern.

"Welcome! Table for two?"

"Yes."

"We have plenty of seats, so please sit wherever you like! Today's special is Red Horn's marbled ribs!"

"Then two of the special and two ales."

"Order received! Thank you!"

Guided by the cheerful female server, we sat at a window seat on the second floor with a clear view of the entire tavern.

As we sat down, I noticed Lin pouting with her lips pushed out.

It was the kind of expression she'd make when something wasn't to her liking.

"Is something wrong?"

"So you like that type of girl, I see."

"Huh?"

"You don't need to pretend. I heard your heartbeat when you were talking to that girl. It was faster than usual."

"You even heard my heartbeat?!"

"If you prefer such energetic women..."

"W-wait! I think you're misunderstanding. My heart didn't start beating faster because of the female server!"

"Then why?"

"Well, I was holding you tightly when we entered the tavern, right? It was to proudly show everyone 'this woman is mine!' But once I realized people were actually watching, I got embarrassed about my own behavior..."

I scratched my cheek awkwardly as I explained about my heartbeat.

I was so embarrassed by my own explanation that I slightly lowered my head.

"Huh?"

*Slither-!*

Suddenly, I heard a sound like a snake crawling.

Was there a snake living in the tavern?

While pondering this question, I suddenly noticed an unfamiliar line drawn on my clothes.

"I'm sorry! I'm truly sorry! But after seeing you like that, I couldn't hold back anymore."

"Uh...?"

That's when it happened.

The line drawn on my clothes split open, and my clothes were torn to shreds, leaving me naked.

My underwear, which had miraculously survived, was my last bastion.

While I was still trying to understand what was happening, Lin approached me and lifted me up in her arms.

"Let's have dinner after some piston movement."

"W-wait a moment."

"Sir! Your order—oh my!"

To make matters worse, the female server who was bringing our food caught sight of me.

However, Lin calmly addressed the server.

"Can we postpone the meal and get a room first?"

"Ah! Yes, yes! There's a vacant room on the third floor, so please..."

"Thank you!"

Lin completed the transaction naturally and carried me to the room.

The marbled ribs, now cold, were too tough for me to handle.

Ch.233 - 224. A New Journey - 2
"I'm sorry!"

"It's okay, these things happen. Besides, I enjoyed it too."

After making love in our lodging since the afternoon, we came back down to the tavern to gather more information.

When we came down after our passionate encounter, the tavern was already packed with people.

Fortunately, the waitress had kept our seats for us, so we didn't have to wait for a table.

[That's a remarkably loyal employee, hard to find these days.]

'I should leave her a generous tip later.'

The food we'd ordered earlier had gone cold, but I was grateful she'd saved our seats.

"Should we order again?"

"No, it would be wasteful to throw this away just because it's cold. Having money doesn't mean we should be wasteful."

I stabbed the cold grilled marbled beef with my fork and put it in my mouth.

The meat was tough, but the special sauce made it somewhat palatable.

Ending my food critique there, I looked around the first floor.

The atmosphere was bustling.

Like other regions, the Eastern District was full of people unwinding in taverns after finishing their day's work.

I focused my hearing to see if anyone among the crowd was talking about the Green Dragon.

"How was work today?"

"Same as always for a carpenter. Just hammering and carrying lumber, what else is there?"

Not what I'm looking for.

"Can you believe the neighbor's son proposed to the village chief's daughter today?"

"My goodness! He looks so innocent but he's bolder than he appears!"

Not this either.

"I heard rumors that people who went to the bamboo forest in the northeast have gone missing. Better be careful not to set foot there."

"Even adventurers dispatched from the guild have disappeared, they say."

"The world's becoming a dangerous place. I wonder if this is a sign of the Demon King's revival."

"Hey! Don't even joke about such things!"

That was somewhat interesting, but not the topic I was hoping for.

I continued sipping my drink and eavesdropping on conversations for quite some time, but couldn't get the information I wanted.

Eventually, after filling our stomachs with the food and drinks we'd ordered to keep our seats, we returned to our inn room.

"We didn't learn anything useful."

"Can't be helped. Things don't always go the way we want them to."

I sat on the bed and stretched my legs out.

Today had been exhausting—walking all day, accompanying Rin on her shopping spree, and our "exercise" in bed.

Add to that drinking while listening to the gossip of middle-aged women and the drunken ramblings of men, and I was completely worn out.

I could fall asleep the moment my head hit the pillow.

However, there was something I needed to do before sleeping.

"You're writing a letter to Rene?"

"That's right. We should let her know where we are. It would be trouble if she flew around without knowing our exact location and got detected by the Green Dragon."

"Indeed, that's exactly the kind of mishap Rene might cause."

"With that in mind, I'm going to send a messenger. You can go to sleep first if you want."

"That's alright! I want to sleep with you tonight, Gracious Teacher!"

"Do you want to do more?"

"N-no! That's not what I meant! Just normal sleeping together! Tomorrow we won't be able to be alone anymore, right?"

"Ah, so that's what you meant by sleeping together. Alright, just wait a moment."

"Yes!"

I quickly wrote a letter to Rene and tied it to a crow's leg.

The crow had magic inscribed on it that could locate both Rene and me, so there was no chance of it getting lost.

After sending the crow off through the window, I turned around.

"Sorry to keep you waiting. Let's go to sleep... huh?"

"I've warmed your bed with my body heat, Gracious Teacher! Please come in!"

My pupils began to tremble.

Rin was in my bed, pulling back the covers and beckoning me to join her.

The problem was that the lingerie she was wearing was more provocative than anything I'd ever seen before.

It was mature black lingerie with openings in both top and bottom parts.

As a result, her essential areas were explicitly exposed.

"Gracious Teacher? The night air is cold. If you stand there motionless, you might catch a cold, so please come inside."

"Didn't you say this would be normal sleeping together?"

"Yes. I plan to sleep normally with you, Gracious Teacher!"

"Then what about that lingerie?"

"This is new lingerie I bought today. I couldn't wear it outside, but I thought it would be fine to wear it in front of you. What do you think?"

"It, it suits you well."

"I'm glad you like it. Anyway, even though I'm wearing battle lingerie, I won't particularly try to stimulate you, so you can come in without worry."

"Really?"

"Yes. Of course, if you were to stimulate me, that might be a different story... ♡"

The bed was somewhat narrow for two people.

With Rin's erogenous zones clearly exposed, trying not to stimulate her would be like trying to crack an egg against a rock.

I could say with certainty:

Tonight would not be a night of peaceful sleep...

***

Chirp chirp-!

The sound of sparrows chirping automatically woke me up.

Sparrows wouldn't be making such noise before dawn.

With my vision blurry from sleep, I tried to get up but found I couldn't move at all.

Unable to raise my body as if paralyzed, I looked down to see the blanket bulging up.

"What's this...?"

Still half-asleep, I was confused at first.

But as memories of last night gradually returned, I guessed what the bulge under the blanket might be.

It seemed Rin, who had been on top of me, had fallen into deep sleep in that position.

"Oh Rin, you can be so careless sometimes."

I smiled slightly and gently lifted the blanket.

If she was sound asleep, I needed to move her carefully without waking her.

However, my assumption was shattered by an unexpected revelation, making me flinch.

The first thing I saw as I lifted the blanket was thin, silver hair.

Definitely not Rin's hair.

"Suu..."

As if to prove my hypothesis wrong, I heard Rin's regular breathing from the adjacent bed.

Looking sideways, I saw Rin sleeping soundly under her blanket.

Then who was under my blanket?

The answer became clear when I saw two horns protruding above the white hair.

"R-Rene?"

"Mmm? Ah... hehe! Did you sleep well...?"

Rustle-! Rustle-!

A beautiful woman raised herself up from on top of me, still covered by the blanket.

The morning sunlight streaming through the window made her silver hair shine and flutter.

"Good morning, Bern!"

Rene, still looking sleepy, was rubbing her eyes.

Surprisingly, she was wearing only a thin white shirt and panties.

Moreover, the shirt's buttons were completely undone, openly revealing her pure white skin.

The slightly parted cleavage stirred an urge to bury my face in it.

"Why are you here?"

"Huh? Am I not supposed to be here?"

"That's not it, but I was surprised to find you sleeping on top of me early in the morning."

"But you sent me a letter asking me to come find you."

"That's true, but didn't I write that you should sleep one night, leave in the morning, and arrive during the day?"

"Ah... about that. I wanted to see your face as soon as possible, so I flew here from dawn and arrived early."

Rene scratched her head shyly as she explained the situation.

Then she glared at Rin with narrowed eyes.

"And when I arrived, I found some black thief cat had already claimed your spot! So I quickly moved her to the other bed and took her place!"

"I-I see."

I immediately understood how Rene ended up sleeping on top of me.

Her obvious jealousy and inability to stand seeing Rin doing well remained unchanged.

The same was true for Rin; the two were always bickering.

I thought their relationship had improved after seeing them playing together happily at the sea, but I guess I was mistaken.

"Couldn't you have just let her be?"

"This is the first time I've seen you in months! Besides, you two have enjoyed plenty of dates these past few days, so from now on, I won't yield anything! This is strictly my time!"

"I can't argue with that."

"More importantly, Bern! Isn't there something you should say to me first when we meet?"

"...You're right. Welcome back."

"Hehe, I'm back."

With Rene's bright smile, her lips were approaching mine.

Unlike my former awkward self, I didn't pull my face back but rather moved forward.

Her soft lips overlapped with mine as we reconfirmed our feelings for each other.

Half of my previously quiet Dragon Heart began to subtly pulsate, creating a clear throbbing.

A similar throbbing emanated from Rene's chest, letting us feel that our love remained unchanged.

'I was really surprised when I first learned that the Dragon Heart had such a romantic function...'

But it wasn't bad.

It meant that in love with a dragon, false emotions couldn't exist.

"Ah...! It's gotten bigger?"

"Th-this is just a physiological morning phenomenon! It's not because I'm aroused...!"

"Hehe! It's okay!"

Rene bent down again and pressed her cheek against my protruding "holy sword."

Then she gently held it with both hands as if it were a precious treasure.

"Whether it's a physiological phenomenon or arousal, I'm always ready to accept everything about you, Bern ♡"

Rene smiled broadly, her fair skin flushing.

No man could resist such a pure and lovely sight.

After spending the morning like that, the cheerful waitress who had greeted us suddenly gave me a thumbs up.

The shame of realizing she had heard everything was a bitter cup I had to drink.
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I went to taverns and even reluctantly visited the guild seeking information, but came up empty-handed.

Even Albatross, my last resort information network, had extremely limited information about dragons.

A problem money couldn't solve.

It seemed I would need to travel to the village near the Green Dragon's nest after all.

"Lord Bern, this is bamboo, right?"

"That's right."

"It's a tree, but it looks so unusual!"

With our destination decided, we headed to the bamboo forest located in the northeast, which was a shortcut.

We could arrive instantly if we rode Rene, but this was the Green Dragon's territory.

Trespassing into another dragon's territory is absolutely unacceptable unless you're a pureblood.

Breeze had personally told me that territorial disputes sometimes occur even among purebloods, making it a sensitive matter.

So we should avoid flying around on Rene as much as possible.

"But Gracious Teacher, isn't there a rumor that everyone who entered this bamboo forest has gone missing? I wonder if it's safe to pass through..."

"I've considered that rumor too, but geographically speaking, it's a headache to go all the way around without passing through the bamboo forest."

If we spend too much time in the east, we'll have that much less time to respond to Ignite.

It wouldn't be surprising if Ignite personally went around massacring people presumed to be my forces while we were staying in the east.

Before traveling, we must never forget that we're in a time of war.

"Besides, even if there are bad rumors, it's no problem at all! When we combine our strength, there's no obstacle we can't overcome."

"Indeed, I believe we could win even if our opponent were a dragon."

"If we join forces, we're practically invincible!"

Both Rin, who nodded thoughtfully, and Rene, who proudly puffed out her chest, agreed with my decision.

Seeing their trust made me feel oddly proud.

*If it had been me in the early days after possessing this body, I would have chosen the safest path possible...*

I distrusted my own strength and couldn't put Rin and Rene in danger.

But now it's different. I have the power to overwhelmingly crush opponents and protect them both.

Some might call me arrogant, but this is confidence gained after countless tests of my abilities.

My judgment would surely not be wrong.

"Still, we shouldn't let our guard down. Let's maintain vigilance in all four directions until we exit the bamboo forest."

"Yes, that's a wise decision."

There was no path through the dense bamboo forest; we had to make our way forward by passing between the bamboo stalks.

The unchanging scenery made it easy to get lost, but fortunately, the compass was working normally.

If we lost the compass or it broke down, we'd be in trouble, but in that case, we could just cut down all the bamboo.

*Still, I'd like to pass through without damaging the natural landscape if possible...*

I fingered the handle of Prah, deciding to leave the destruction of the bamboo forest as a last resort.

"Gracious Teacher."

"Why are you calling me?"

"Since just walking would be boring, I'd like to use this time to ask you a few questions."

"Sure. Feel free to ask anything I can answer."

"First of all, what do you plan to do if the Green Dragon is allied with the Red Dragon?"

"Hmm..."

Right from the start, a complex yet reasonable question.

Since a detailed explanation would be difficult, I summarized the answer I had prepared in advance.

"From what I know, the Red Dragon and Green Dragon aren't particularly friendly. If they're allied, there must be some reason. If the two dragons formed an alliance, Ignite would benefit the most, so he probably made the Green Dragon an offer she couldn't refuse."

"If that's the case, do we have to fight the dragon?"

"That depends on whether it's a being we can communicate with. If dialogue isn't possible, then we'd have no choice but to fight the Green Dragon and eliminate the threat in advance."

It would be better to eliminate them beforehand rather than face two dragons in the middle of the battlefield.

We might sustain serious injuries in the process, but that would be far better than losing the war.

If we don't win the war, we won't be able to witness Ignite's terrible end.

"What if the Green Dragon is someone we can talk to?"

"Then we'd have to ask politely. What did Ignite offer to form the alliance? After hearing the story, if we can present even better conditions, we'll boldly bring her to our side."

After having the Green Dragon act as our ally while keeping it secret.

Then delivering a massive backstab at the end didn't seem like a bad flow either.

No matter how we used the Green Dragon, I was confident it would yield the best results in the war against Ignite.

"What if their conditions are better than what we can offer?"

"That's no problem either! The point is that Ignite will pay the Green Dragon after the war ends, right? If we win the war, the Red Dragon's possessions will automatically come to us, and we can pay instead. In other words, if we offer to add something nice on top of what the Green Dragon wants, even if she won't ally with us, she won't be hostile to us either."

The strategy was to kill the enemy and offer a share of the spoils.

I have no desire whatsoever for treasures tainted by Ignite.

If necessary, I'm willing to draft a contract to transfer all treasures to the Green Dragon.

"Indeed...! From the Green Dragon's perspective, it would be a very attractive offer to get what she wants without lifting a finger, just by watching."

"Exactly!"

Snap!

I snapped my fingers in agreement.

Rin had grasped the core of my explanation.

"What if Ignite's negotiation material isn't treasure or objects, but hostages?"

"I plan to propose a grace period during which we'll safely rescue the hostages. Though it's a tricky condition in many ways, if we succeed, we'll gain an ally more reliable than anyone else."

There was a high possibility that Ignite had kidnapped someone dear to the Green Dragon and was holding them hostage.

If he used hostages as a coercive means to form an alliance, the Green Dragon would be filled with rage toward Ignite.

That anger would lead to an opportunity to stab a dagger into the red lizard's heart later.

"Oh right! Rene."

"Yes?"

"Did Breeze tell you anything about the Green Dragon?"

"Sadly, my mother said she isn't particularly close with the Green Dragon either."

"I see..."

"But she did say that from what she saw at gatherings, the Green Dragon is a very kind and gentle woman."

It seems the Green Dragon was female after all.

Dragons living in the north and east are female, while those in the west and south are male.

This makes the gender ratio among dragons perfectly balanced.

"She greatly values living beings and loves nature very much, according to my mother."

"That sounds like a Green Dragon. Any other information?"

"Hmm, besides the fact that she's unmarried like Ignite, there wasn't much else."

"If she's unmarried, there's a higher chance she doesn't have family, which might reduce the possibility of hostages..."

"That's not necessarily true. In the world, there are many beings people cherish deeply even if they're not blood-related family."

"You're right about that."

It was too early to conclude that the Green Dragon didn't have pets or adopted children.

Considering all possibilities would allow us to respond more flexibly to any situation.

In that sense, it seemed better to completely abandon the plan of cutting down the bamboo forest.

The Green Dragon might completely side with Ignite if we damaged nature.

*This is going to be tough for a while.*

Scratching the back of my head, I wandered aimlessly through the bamboo forest.

After walking for about two hours, we must have entered the depths of the bamboo forest, as thick fog settled all around us.

However, the three of us weren't hindered at all by the blurry surroundings.

"H-help me!!"

As we were about to pass through the forest ignoring the fog, an urgent voice reached our ears.

We all turned our heads toward the source of the sound.

Beyond the space covered with bamboo and thick fog, pleas for help continued to echo.

"Gracious Teacher, this seems suspicious, most likely a trap."

"Wow...! I didn't think such a classic method of luring people would still exist."

"But there might really be someone who needs help, so let's quickly check it out."

"If that is your wish, I will follow."

"Even if it's a trap, I'm curious what kind it might be."

We all turned and headed toward the source of the sound.

Anticipating a possible ambush, we placed our hands on our sword hilts and approached slowly.

"Anyone, please! I'm begging you!"

The voice grew closer.

As we got close enough for me to see with my naked eyes, we discovered the source of the sound.

A man who had fallen into a pit trap was waving his hands and shouting for help.

"Is someone there? If so, please help me!"

"It really is someone who needs help. Shall we hurry and help him?"

"It's still too early to let our guard down. It could be a magical beast that changes its appearance and pounces when we get close."

"A magical beast? I'm a real person! Believe me!"

"Then why don't you climb out of the pit? It doesn't look that deep."

"T-that's because, for some reason, I've lost feeling in my lower body since falling in! So I can't move my legs."

In this situation with differing opinions, Rin and Rene looked at me intently.

Since I had suggested we come check, they were leaving the decision of whether to save him or not to me.

"I already used emotion magic as soon as I saw him. He's definitely human."

I approached the man in the pit without hesitation.

His body was completely buried in the pit below his armpits.

I told him to hold on as I thrust my hands under his armpits.

With all my strength, I pulled him up and lifted him out of the pit.

"I-I'm saved!"

"Hmm...?"

Slurp! Slurp!

As I pulled the man out of the pit, I simultaneously saw his lower body.

In his completely naked state, something was attached to his groin.

A giant spider with eight eyes was blocking the man's groin with the hole it used to spin silk.

"Oh! It's a Protein Spider. It injects paralytic venom into living creatures and extracts protein sources to convert into silk. I never imagined we'd see one in a place like this."

"...Insane."

"Huh? W-wait, what are you doing?!"

As soon as I heard Rin's explanation about the spider, I threw the man back into the pit.

You two have fun together.
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I had wanted to avoid even making eye contact with the dark side of this other world, intending to leave without a second glance.

But because the desperate man's wailing was so loud, I finally pulled him out of the pit.

"Perhaps it would have been better if I had remained ignorant..."

The rescued man eventually realized what condition his lower body was in and collapsed in agony.

Whether it was because the paralyzing venom wore off and all the accumulated pleasure hit him at once, I didn't know, but I had no obligation to look after him once he lost consciousness.

I casually sent the spider back into the pit and filled it in.

"Hmm? Is there something on my face?"

"I-I'm sorry! I thought you were going to kill the spider, Teacher. I was just a bit surprised to see you release it so casually."

"Ah, honestly, I did consider killing it, but doing so recklessly might lead to unpredictable consequences."

Using detection magic, I confirmed that besides the pit the man had fallen into, there were numerous other pits nearby.

Estimating the number of spiders waiting for prey in those pits, there were easily over 100 individuals.

In such a situation, if I carelessly killed one of their kind, it wouldn't be surprising if the spiders came out in swarms seeking revenge.

"Our goal is to leave this bamboo forest and head to the next village. We don't have the resources to fight spiders and rescue missing people."

"Regrettable as it is, our situation doesn't allow for much else."

"Hmm..."

"Rin? Would you prefer that I rescue those people?"

"Ah! No! I have no intention of questioning your decision, Teacher. I was just deep in thought about something that seemed odd."

"If it's not some difficult secret, don't keep it to yourself. Feel free to tell me. It would be a relief for me too."

"Then I won't hold back. Protein Spiders typically create traps by digging in sand or soil, then wait for prey. However, I recall they exhibit certain behaviors when particularly appealing prey appears."

"What behaviors?"

"They spew webs outside their pits, marking the surrounding area as their territory. Then they begin hunting."

No sooner had she finished speaking than yellowish-brown spiders began crawling out from the cleverly concealed ground.

They gathered in such numbers that the green forest looked like a vast yellow plain.

They immediately began spewing webs, turning the surrounding area white.

Their behavior matched Rin's description so precisely it was chilling.

"...I guess this means they like us?"

"If my guess is correct, they're targeting you, Teacher. Protein Spiders prefer creatures with excellent protein sources, and you..."

Both Rin and Rene simultaneously lowered their gaze slightly to look at my crotch.

Only then did I realize the situation.

What kind of food these masses of spiders were crazy about.

"Should we hurry and run away?"

"It won't be easy. Protein Spiders are called the 'Persistent Hunter' for a reason."

The spiders all turned toward me at once.

Their gleaming black eyes gradually turned red and fierce.

They looked ready to pounce at any moment.

"Is there any way to shake off these spiders besides running?"

"There are two ways."

"What are they?"

"One is to exterminate all the spiders, and the other is to find and subdue their leader. Since Protein Spiders operate as a group, there must be a leader coordinating them."

"Then it's simple. I'll be the bait while you two find and capture the leader."

"Leave it to us!"

Rene proudly beat her chest with confidence.

Trusting they would handle it well, I turned and started running, and immediately all the spiders began chasing after me.

The sight of hundreds of giant spiders rushing at once was the epitome of creepiness.

Resolving not to look back again, I moved my legs as fast as I could.

I ran endlessly between bamboo stalks, waiting for Rin and Rene to complete their task.

[Contractor. You've ended up being chased by spiders, but why aren't you exterminating them?]

"The reason is simple—this whole situation feels artificial."

[What makes you think that?]

"Look at the spiders' color—yellowish-brown, right? They have fur, and they look more like scorpions."

[Is that a problem?]

Except for their size, paralyzing venom, and ability to produce webs, they closely resembled a creature from my original world.

They looked almost identical to what were commonly called camel spiders.

And camel spiders don't live in bamboo forests, but rather...

"They resemble spiders that inhabit deserts."

[Deserts?]

"Yes, desert regions aren't found in the east, only in the west."

[Are you suggesting Ignite released Protein Spiders into this bamboo forest?]

"Crucially, the rumors about the bamboo forest's haunting are also recent."

[Indeed, the more we hear, the more it seems like someone's scheme.]

"It's likely Ignite's doing."

Though it was too early to be certain, all circumstances currently pointed to this being Ignite's handiwork.

I planned to examine the spiders more closely after resolving the current situation to gather definitive evidence.

"Master Bern!"

While I was engaged in reasonable suspicion, Rene's voice called out from a distance.

Had they already subdued the leader?

I briefly felt hopeful, but it didn't take long for my expression to sour.

"We have a big problem!"

"What happened?"

"We found what appears to be the spiders' leader, but it's already dead!"

"What...?"

The leader, which existed to command and control all the individuals, was dead.

In other words, the spiders were currently acting on instinct alone, and there was no way to stop their rampage except extermination.

Reckless extermination could hinder our efforts to confirm whether this was Ignite's scheme.

"So they removed the means to control the spiders from the beginning...!"

My anger at falling for such a shallow trick was momentary.

I calmly addressed Prah.

"Prah, among your abilities, is there any function that can subdue enemies without killing them?"

[Regrettably, I am a demonic sword designed to defeat and slay enemies more efficiently, so I have no such function.]

"Argh...! Does this mean extermination is our only option?"

[Forgetting about me... would be troublesome.]

While I was racking my brain over this difficult situation, another voice flowed into my mind.

Unlike Prah, it was the measured voice of the demonic sword, Solis.

[I have... the ability my husband wants.]

"Really?"

[Yes, draw me out.]

[Ah! Are you going to cheat on me with another sword?!]

"I have no choice!"

[Hey! You adulterous blade! Hurry and become one with me!]

[No.]

[If your power combines with mine, we would surely become the world's strongest demonic sword! Why are you giving up that opportunity?]

[Merging with an old lady... overwhelmingly disadvantageous for me.]

[O-old lady?!]

"Save the argument for later! And stop fighting inside my head!"

I shouted as I drew the demonic sword from the opposite side of my waist from Prah.

The golden sword with its unfamiliar grip was dazzlingly brilliant, but this wasn't the time to be picky.

"I've drawn you. Now what do I do?"

[Cut all the spiders...]

"Won't that kill them?"

[No... Trust me.]

"Alright. Since I don't have any better options, I'll have to trust you!"

I spun 180 degrees and charged toward the spiders that were pursuing me.

When the fleeing prey suddenly charged, the spiders at the front showed signs of confusion.

Seizing that opportunity, I cut down the spider at the very front with a single strike.

"Keeeeek?!"

I aimed for the spider's center, cutting it precisely in half.

Surprisingly, however, the spider I thought I had cut was perfectly alive. Instead, the Protein Spider let out a strange cry, flipped over, and collapsed.

The next spider I stabbed with the tip of my sword showed the same symptoms without a single wound.

"Oh! Not bad!"

[Consciousness severing... a power that cuts the mind, not the body of the individual.]

"I thought you wouldn't have non-lethal abilities since you were determined to kill swordsmen."

[An ability... for supplying test subjects.]

"I can guess what the Magic Tower Master was thinking when he gave you this ability."

It was a function that went beyond just killing swordsmen—it was for occasionally acquiring test subjects.

Thanks to this, the situation could be resolved smoothly, but using this ability left me feeling increasingly uneasy.

Still, I suppressed my personal feelings and swung the sword.

"That's the last one!"

"Keeeeek!"

I cut through the consciousness of all the spiders, including the final one.

Catching my breath, I looked back at the path I had run.

Seeing the desert spiders sprawled throughout the bamboo forest intensified the sense of incongruity.

No matter how I looked at them, they didn't seem like spiders that would naturally inhabit a bamboo forest.

"Are you alright? I'm sorry I couldn't help you sooner!"

"I'm fine. But is it true that the leader was dead?"

"Yes! I went into the pit where the leader lived and confirmed it with my own eyes."

"I see. By the way, where's Rin?"

"Well, we discovered a secret passage leading somewhere from the leader's pit. Rin told me to inform you about this and then suddenly went into the passage."

"Can you take me there right now?"

"Of course! Follow me!"

The unexpected presence and attack of the spiders.

Within this process seemed to be hidden an intricate plot, proving once again that this journey would not be easy.

Ch.236 - 227. A New Journey - 5
Following Rene, I entered the hole where the leader's corpse and the secret passage were said to be.

Indeed, befitting the leader's dwelling, the area was spacious, with a depth roughly equivalent to a five-story apartment building.

As soon as we went inside, what greeted me was the corpse of a spider far larger than any of the minions we'd encountered.

"I can definitely tell at first glance that this was the leader."

"Right?"

"But size aside, it looks quite emaciated."

Pssst!

The moment I touched the spider's corpse, the contacted area crumbled into powder and scattered.

It was in a state no different from a mummy, completely drained of moisture.

*Usually in this state, it would mean the corpse has been dead for a very long time...*

[But didn't they say the spiders arrived in the forest not long ago?]

*Someone must have done this to the leader spider.*

Convinced it was clearly murder, I looked around the pit more carefully.

There might be traces of whoever killed the leader spider somewhere.

However, no matter how closely I examined the area, there were no convincing clues.

It seemed the killer had cleaned up thoroughly after the murder.

[Contractor, examine the spider silk at the spinnerets carefully.]

"Spider silk?"

As Prah suggested, there were remnants of broken spider silk at the spinnerets.

Unlike other spiders, however, the silk wasn't white; looking closely, I could see blue cloth fragments attached to the silk.

"I should check out the secret passage. Rene, where's the entrance?"

"It's hidden behind this rock pressed against the wall!"

The simplest explanation would be that it was a piece of clothing from a villager eaten by the spider.

However, apart from the cloth fragment, there were no remains like human bones or possessions.

[Perhaps it laid eggs in the secret passage and fed prey to them, which would explain the lack of remains?]

*Even so, they wouldn't feed personal belongings to the babies. And there's one more strange thing.*

I know most spiders wrap their prey in silk dozens of times, creating a cocoon.

Given how they layer silk over silk, it shouldn't be possible for a cloth fragment to come loose at the end.

I recall that the man we rescued was also tightly bound in spider silk from the waist down.

*The only way to resolve this mystery is to go inside.*

Rene pushed the rock aside with all her might, revealing a passage wide enough for two people to pass through.

I had imagined a crawlspace, but considering the size of the leader spider, the dimensions made sense.

I created a magic circle that generated a sphere of light, then slowly moved it forward.

Spider webs blocked the path in places, but they had been cleanly cut, suggesting that Rin, who had gone ahead, had cleared them all.

"Let's go."

"Yes!"

We slowly advanced through the secret passage along the path Rin had made easier to traverse.

Apart from the spider webs, the interior was clean. It was strange that there weren't even baby spider corpses to be found.

Even if Rin was a verified sword master, she wouldn't cut things at the molecular level.

That's such meticulous work that even a Grand Sword Master would give up out of frustration.

"This is quite a unique place."

"Huh? There's nothing here, what's unique about it?"

"There may be nothing right in front of us, but the air gets hotter the deeper we go."

With Prihart's blessing, I had become insensitive to heat.

In other words, I always felt cool unless I jumped into a pit of fire.

Because of this, I hadn't detected the environmental change that Rene had felt.

I didn't know this blessing had such a drawback.

"Something might be burning in the depths."

"But if there's a fire, shouldn't there be black smoke rising?"

"True. But remember, there are fires that don't produce smoke."

"Ah...!"

Rene immediately understood what I was talking about and frowned.

Though her wounds had healed without a trace, she couldn't erase the pain she had felt in the past.

I gently placed my hand on her shoulder.

"Rene, if you don't want to remember, you can wait at the entrance."

"...I'm fine. If I turn back now, I feel like I'll become a coward who can't even look at fire anymore."

"If that's your decision, I won't stop you. Just don't push yourself too hard."

"I understand. Thank you for your concern."

We continued forward.

After walking for about five minutes, even I with my blessing started to feel the heat.

Beads of sweat formed on Rene's forehead and trickled down.

Fortunately, it seemed to be sweat from the heat rather than from trauma.

Judging by the unwavering look in her eyes, she appeared to have already overcome it.

"Bern, I can hear fighting sounds from far away."

"Yeah, I just heard it too."

Clang! Clang!

The noise of hard steel clashing against steel.

Given the distinctive sound of Rin's swordsmanship interspersed between the noises, it seemed she was fighting someone.

"Let's hurry to help!"

"No, there's no need to rush."

"What?"

"Rin is cautious and very rational. If the enemy were dangerous, she would have fled already. The fact that she hasn't means it's an opponent she can handle on her own."

"What if it's such a strong enemy that she couldn't escape?"

"If that were the case, I would sense urgency in her swordsmanship, but I don't."

Judging by the regular, gentle sound continuing like a stream, I could tell she was controlling her pace while fighting the opponent.

In such cases, it meant there were multiple opponents, not just one.

If there had been only one enemy, Rin would have cut them down with full force from the beginning without hesitation.

Step, step!

Contrary to Rene's concerns, I walked forward gently.

Just as Rin's back came into view...

Click!

With perfect timing, Rin was sheathing her sword.

Simultaneously, a giant bipedal lizard in front of her was diagonally cut in two.

"You've arrived. I just finished eliminating all the threats."

"Good work."

The area around Rin, excluding herself, was blackened and scorched.

The corpses of the red lizards she had been fighting moments ago turned to ashes and scattered away.

This was because they were Salamanders, one of the spirits that were living beings yet had no physical form.

"Master, I think you've already noticed since you saw it directly..."

"You were about to say it's Ignite's handiwork?"

"That's right."

Only Ignite would be capable of handling fire spirits like Salamanders.

The Fire God had been indefinitely suspended due to numerous complaints from other gods because of various incidents caused by his fiery temperament.

With the disappearance of the god who managed them, the fire spirits scattered across the world.

Among them, the Salamanders were currently entrusted to Ignite, who resembled them in appearance.

"I was already suspecting it might be him before coming here."

"As expected of you, Master."

"Save the praise. More importantly, we can't proceed because of that pillar of fire blocking the center."

"I tried to extinguish it by creating a sword wind, but it was futile. It shows no signs of going out."

"That's because it's a fire with special properties. It wouldn't go out even if we poured all the water from a lake on it."

"Then what should we do?"

"Leave it to me. I've been wanting to test something for a while anyway."

I looked at the pillar of fire reaching from the floor to the ceiling.

The heat that seemed capable of devouring and burning everything.

It was similar to the abominable flames that had injured Rene at Breeze's nest.

*Back then, I had no choice but to wait until Ignite withdrew the fire himself, but...*

Now it's different.

Don't I have the power I obtained to counter Ignite?

My heart started beating wildly, and simultaneously, the mark of blessing on the back of my hand began to glow.

The Dragon Heart endlessly produced mana, and the mark processed it.

Into mana with the properties of cold, pure ice.

"Troublemakers need to be completely immobilized."

I extended my hand toward the pillar of fire, manifesting a pure white magic circle.

The moment the massive magic circle encompassing the entire pillar of fire began to shine...

Crack!

When I blinked once, the flickering pillar of fire was trapped in ice.

This isn't a poetic expression. The pillar of fire was trapped inside an ice barrier.

Ignite's eternal flame, no less.

"Rin."

"Yes."

Without further instruction, Rin drew her sword.

After swinging her arm holding the sword dozens of times toward the ice barrier, cracks began to form in the ice, and it was cleanly cut and fell to the floor.

Even in this cut state, the flames remained trapped inside the ice.

Seeing that sight, I thought it was good that I had received Prihart's blessing.

"Bern, there's a person tied up over there!"

With the disappearance of the pillar of fire that had been guarding something, the scene beyond was finally revealed.

A woman with her arms and legs bound by spider silk.

She seemed unconscious, her head drooping with her eyes closed.

"Master, that is..."

"Yes, it's not human, it seems to be a biological golem."

Rene had said it was a person, but Rin and I immediately noticed.

This being only resembled a human in appearance but was something else entirely.

Still, it was certainly a secret that Ignite had tried to hide.

The blue cloth covering the woman's vital areas was evidence of that.

*It seems he exploited the leader spider's silk to bind this woman, and placed Salamanders and a pillar of fire in the secret passage to guard her.*

I thought she might be a hostage to persuade the Green Dragon.

If so, what if I safely returned this woman to the Green Dragon?

Ignite would inevitably find himself in a difficult situation.

Just imagining it made the corners of my mouth turn up.

"Mmm..."

Just then, the bound woman regained consciousness and opened her eyes.

I smiled and waved at her.

"Hello!"

"..."

The red-haired woman stared at me blankly.

She must be very perplexed, not knowing what's going on.

I was confident she would be delighted if I explained the situation calmly and told her I would send her home.

However, the words that came out of the woman's mouth made me doubt my ears.

"First the female dragon's scissors, and now a male human's seed vessel..."
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The Spider Leader's Secret Passage.

After destroying the salamander and the pillar of fire, I finally discovered the secret it had been guarding.

A female-type bio-golem with red hair, a beauty mark, and alluring, languid eyes.

Her appearance was so intricate and beautiful that one might mistake her for a human.

The only problem was her mouth.

"Still, becoming a seed receptacle for a human male might be better than having my skin peeled off by a dragon's scissors..."

"Look here, it's disappointing when you misunderstand someone who came to rescue you like that."

"Lies. You're just trying to reassure me before using me like a dog, aren't you?"

"I don't know why you think that, but I have absolutely no such intention."

Thinking actions would speak louder than words, I cut away all the spider webs binding the golem's limbs.

As her restraints fell away, she landed lightly on the ground.

She stared at me with wide eyes, apparently having genuinely believed I was going to take advantage of her.

What kind of life had she been living to develop such a mindset?

I wouldn't know unless I asked, but I had a feeling the Green Dragon wasn't in their right mind.

Then again, anyone who uses a bio-golem as a masturbation tool couldn't be considered normal in the first place.

"Well? Can you trust me now?"

"I can at least tell you're not the type of man who pounces on every woman he sees. But it's still not enough for me to trust you completely."

"That's enough. I wasn't expecting you to trust me right away anyway."

There was no point in pleading with a bio-golem filled with distrust.

"Can you at least tell me your name?"

"Liana."

"That's a pretty name."

"Hmph...!"

Her response to the compliment was prickly.

Of course, we wouldn't become friends with just one compliment.

With someone like Liana, it would be better to take time and build trust slowly.

"Anyway, you said you came to rescue me?"

"Yes. I wasn't hired by anyone to save you, but I thought you might be acquainted with someone I'm about to meet, so I rescued you first."

"If it's someone I know, it can only be that female dragon."

"...By female dragon, you mean the Green Dragon?"

"Why ask when you already know?"

As I suspected, the Green Dragon was female.

I wasn't entirely sure about the Green Dragon's profile as my memory was hazy, but now I had learned something new.

At the same time, I felt slightly awkward remembering that this Green Dragon had supposedly used scissors on Liana.

"Ahem! Anyway, I plan to take you safely back to the Green Dragon as soon as we get out of here. Is that okay?"

"Not at all."

"Huh...?"

"I'll be direct. I'd like you to let me go and tell everyone you never saw me."

"Why?"

"Obviously because if I return to the Green Dragon, I'll just become that female's plaything again."

"..."

"I don't want to live like that anymore. I'd rather die here than go back."

Liana expressed her grievances and made it clear she didn't want to return.

If I had to live my entire life being treated like a dildo, I'd probably feel suicidal too.

I completely understood her feelings, but if I let her go, my situation would become difficult.

This was my opportunity to build a relationship with the Green Dragon and together take down Ignite, but I wouldn't be able to fulfill that wish.

"I'm sorry, but it would be problematic for me if I don't take you to the Green Dragon."

"Why? You said earlier you weren't hired by anyone."

"That's true, but the one who kidnapped you might be connected to someone I know."

"The one who kidnapped me? You mean the Red Dragon?"

"Yes. He might have made unreasonable demands of the Green Dragon in exchange for you. I haven't heard directly from the parties involved, but if those demands are accepted, my life could be in danger."

The most important objective of this journey was to completely sour the relationship between Ignite and the Green Dragon.

And the key to that was right in front of me—asking me to let her go was like asking me to abandon my goal.

"Sigh...! I thought I might finally be free, but I guess not."

"You won't resist?"

"I know that if I resist, I'll just be subdued and dragged along anyway. Rather than putting up a half-hearted fight and suffering for it, it's better to shut up and go quietly."

Liana assessed the situation objectively and acted rationally.

I don't know who created this masterpiece, but her intelligence was unusually high for a golem, on par with humans.

A dragon with no manual dexterity couldn't have made her; it seemed more likely that a human had offered this high-performance bio-golem as a tribute.

Thinking about it that way made me feel a bit sorry for Liana's circumstances.

"Let's go back together for now. I'll try to persuade them to accommodate some of your requests."

"You clearly know nothing about the Green Dragon."

"That's true, but is there a problem?"

"That female dragon is... never mind. You'll understand when you meet her directly rather than having me explain."

I tilted my head at Liana's meaningful words.

What could the Green Dragon be like to provoke such a reaction?

My suspicious doubts only deepened.

***

Bern and his party escaped from the pit with Liana.

They remained vigilant in case Ignite came looking for them, but the bamboo forest seemed no different than usual.

The intruder apparently hadn't yet realized that the hostage had been rescued, so Bern was quietly pleased that all he needed to do was escort Liana and hand her over.

The spiders Bern had defeated still hadn't regained consciousness.

Taking advantage of this, they quickly left the bamboo forest and headed straight for the Green Dragon's nest.

Originally, they had planned to stay in a nearby village, but since they didn't know when Ignite might notice and come looking for them, they changed their plans.

So they continued walking without rest.

"You seem to know where the nest is located."

"The Green Dragon's habitat is so famous that anyone would know about it."

Bern had heard about it from other dragons, and it had also been mentioned in the village where his party had been staying until the previous day.

It was ingrained in the minds of the eastern people as a place one should never enter carelessly.

The upper reaches of the Cheongwol Mountain valley, behind a waterfall—it was famous for being home to a dragon with green scales.

"The scenery is absolutely stunning, fitting for a dragon who loves nature!"

"It feels like each leaf is alive and dancing."

At the foot of Cheongwol Mountain, the clean air and beautiful natural landscape captivated Rin and Rene's hearts.

In contrast, Liana's expression was souring, revealing just how much she disliked the Green Dragon.

Bern, meanwhile, showed no particular reaction and simply climbed the mountain.

For him, planning how to deal with Ignite was more important than the wonders of nature.

"Before we arrive, let me warn you not to be surprised by whatever happens."

"Setting it up like that just makes people more anxious. Why not tell us in advance?"

"If it were something I could proudly explain with my own mouth, I would have done so a hundred times already."

Liana clicked her tongue and furrowed her brow.

The more she showed such reactions of disgust, the more Bern's curiosity intensified.

*Even so, could it really be more shocking than the bodybuilding elf, the dwarf with bone weapons, or the sage who committed bestiality?*

Having traveled the world and experienced things that couldn't be seen with a sober mind, Bern.

He was confident he could accept whatever form the Green Dragon might take.

Finally, Bern's party reached the waterfall on Cheongwol Mountain where the Green Dragon was said to live.

"To prepare for any contingency, only Liana and I will go in first. The rest of you wait here."

"Will you be alright by yourself?"

"If we all rush in together, it might make her uncomfortable. Besides, Rene is the daughter of the Mad Dragon."

The intrusion of another dragon's territory might be more irritating than that of humans.

With that thought, Bern entered the cave behind the waterfall with only Liana.

Normally, they would have had to endure the cold, strong current and suffer the humiliation of getting soaked, but Bern simply parted the water by freezing it with magic.

Even Liana, who had maintained an expressionless face throughout, showed a reaction to this sight.

"You certainly possess unusual skills for a human."

"If I didn't, I wouldn't have been able to rescue you and would have died in that pit."

"I didn't see your prowess with my own eyes. I can appreciate that you cleared away that blazing pillar of fire, but it might have been done by those women in your company."

Bern nodded, acknowledging it was reasonable to be suspicious.

Either way, his skill had been recognized by the technique of cutting through the waterfall, so he felt no need for further explanation.

"It's quiet even though I brought you here. Is she perhaps absent?"

When he had brought Rene to Breeze, she had come to them even before they reached the nest.

Having entered the nest interior, it seemed unlikely that the Green Dragon, who was Breeze's equal, wouldn't sense their presence.

Yet there was no sign of her, and Bern grew anxious.

"No, she's here. She's probably just busy doing *that* inside."

"Doing what?"

"...You'll find out soon."

Rumble!

At that moment, an unexpected earthquake shook the entire cave.

Sensing something approaching from the front amid the tremors that were barely manageable to stand through, Bern pulled Liana into his arms and pressed against the wall.

"Be careful. We might get swept away if we're not careful."

"Swept away? What—ack!"

Quickly drawing out Prah, Bern thrust it into the wall and gripped the handle tightly.

Simultaneously, a powerful current of water, almost like a tsunami, rushed in and completely soaked them.

The two held their breath and waited for the water to drain from the cave.

Before long, the water flowed out through the waterfall.

"Puha!"

"You held up well."

"Ugh, I thought it was normal water, but it smells like mint and is strangely sticky."

"...You haven't realized it yet, have you?"

"What?"

"What do you think that water really was?"

"Just groundwater from the mountain or waterfall water, right?"

"Wrong. All that water was dragon bodily fluid."

"Huh...?"

"And she's currently enjoying her happy time."

"What the hell!"

To produce this much water despite not being a Blue Dragon?
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"So to summarize, Green Dragons are normally well-mannered, but when they go into heat, they become extreme pleasure-seekers?"

"Yeah, and seasonally, she's entering her heat period now. At this point, she wouldn't care who visits her nest—she'd focus on satisfying her burning body first."

"So that's why such a powerful stream burst out..."

Occasionally in adult videos, a woman's climax was described as a fountain or flood.

As a teenager going through puberty, I had watched adult videos and laughed it off as an exaggeration.

But at the dragon level, I experienced a disaster that could truly be called a flood without exaggeration.

"I didn't know dragons had mating seasons too."

"All dragons probably do. It's just that other dragons have stronger rationality than instinct, so it doesn't disrupt their daily lives. The Green Dragon, on the other hand, accepts mating season as part of the natural flow, which is why she's ended up in this state."

"So because of her nature-loving personality, she surrendered to her instincts..."

"Anyway, a Green Dragon in heat is quite sensitive, so it's better to be careful."

I had thought she was just a pleasure-crazed Mad Dragon, but after hearing the explanation, it made some sense.

Just as time flows without stopping, the Green Dragon accepted the changes in her body as perfectly natural.

That's why she released bodily fluids to the point of flooding and used living golems for her pleasure.

...It was still a mindset I couldn't comprehend.

"Hmm... Should we prepare for another flood?"

"No, I don't think that will be necessary."

Splash! Splash!

The sound of someone roughly stepping on the soaking wet cave floor came from in front of us.

Looking up, I saw a human woman running frantically toward us.

Emerald eyes and grass-colored hair, with antlers more like those of a reindeer than a dragon.

I could roughly tell her identity by her face.

As for her upper and lower body... she was completely naked, so I couldn't bring myself to look closely.

From what I glimpsed, though, her milk pouches were quite impressive. Should I say they embodied nature itself?

They surpassed those of any woman I'd seen since coming to this world.

Though I knew she had no children, I couldn't even imagine how they might look if she ever became a mother.

"Riana!"

"Haa...! You're back."

The woman greeted Riana with tears of joy.

Riana scratched her head as if annoyed but reluctantly embraced the woman in return.

It might have been a touching reunion, but that impression was shattered before I could even feel it.

"Sniff! Haaa! Sniff! Haaa! Unmistakably Riana's scent...♡"

This was because the Green Dragon immediately began sniffing Riana's scent after embracing her.

Not stopping there, she was breathing hot breaths with her eyes wide open, which honestly scared me.

She wasn't a dragon but a woman consumed by obsession and pleasure.

"That feels gross. Get off me now."

"Ah! But...!"

Meanwhile, Riana's body tensed up, and she pushed the Green Dragon away, knocking her to the floor.

Since when did dragons fall so easily?

Of course, I could tell she was pretending to be weak and fell on purpose.

"Riana, to be so rough right after our reunion... ah, how wonderful!"

"...See? The Green Dragon you wanted to meet is just a woman with nothing but pleasure on her mind."

"When you disparage me like that, it gives me shivers...♡"

"I seriously want to run away. Please do something about this quickly."

It was a meeting with someone deranged in a different way.

Among the people I knew, there was exactly one person who was properly crazy about sex and pleasure—Princess Charlotte of the Holden Kingdom.

She should have been the model of a pure and disciplined princess.

But as if by a twist of fate, she would later develop a contradictory image.

She was still normal now, but once she discovered sexual pleasure, she transformed into a human succubus.

Even when her partners begged her to stop, she never ceased moving her hips, making her the natural enemy of men.

'The problem is that the Green Dragon is a different type of pervert from Charlotte.'

The awakened Charlotte silently moved her hips while pursuing pleasure.

She was the type to savor the pleasure flowing from her lower body in a quiet atmosphere.

In contrast, the Green Dragon, from what I briefly saw, seemed to be a noisy masochistic pervert.

Should I call her a lewd demon who enjoys making vulgar and obscene sounds?

From the start, she must have noticed us entering her nest, yet she didn't stop and reached climax anyway—that was proof enough.

"Sorry, I think this might be too difficult for me too."

"What? You said you'd help! How unfair to back out now!"

"But she's a type that anyone would find hard to handle."

"That's no reason to give up right away!"

While Riana and I were arguing, the Green Dragon finally noticed my presence and narrowed her eyes sharply.

It was a look like she was staring at filth.

"Riana, who is this man?"

"You noticed quickly. Who else would he be? He's the one who brought me here after I was kidnapped."

The wary look in her eyes softened a little.

However, I had merely been upgraded from filth to recyclable trash.

Her attitude of disliking me remained unchanged.

"First, thank you for saving my precious Riana. I promise to reward you for that later. But for today, please leave my nest."

"Oh! Then I'll visit again tomorrow!"

"W-wait! Where do you think you're going?"

"But she asked me to leave..."

"I'll never forgive you if you leave now! And don't decide things on your own!"

"Kyahung!"

Riana brought her fist down on the Green Dragon's head.

It would have been a shocking action to others, but considering their close relationship, it wasn't particularly problematic.

The Green Dragon seemed to happily accept Riana's violence anyway.

"If you're going to leave, solve this problem first! Otherwise, I'll never cooperate with you again!"

"That's too difficult a request."

"Figure it out with some grit!"

I had learned that a man shouldn't intrude on yuri relationships.

Not only would it make things complicated later, but many people defined interfering with the sublime love between women as an impure act.

So I was planning to keep my distance and cheer for their love, but I wasn't even allowed to do that.

The Green Dragon cherished Riana.

In this situation, earning Riana's resentment would be no different from earning the Green Dragon's resentment.

Therefore, I couldn't avoid responsibility and back away.

"Fine. So I just need to persuade the Green Dragon, right?"

"Yes! I'll set things up for you."

"Eh? Riana, I want to share intimacy with you right now..."

"Just wait a bit! Otherwise, even if this time was a kidnapping, next time I'll run away of my own will!"

In their relationship, Riana held the upper hand, which is how we ended up having an impromptu tea time.

We sat around a small table.

There were no snacks, but we were served fresh fruits and tea brewed with fragrant herbs.

Of course, Riana took care of all the preparations, while the Green Dragon was fidgeting impatiently.

If I hadn't been there, she might have pounced on Riana right away.

"Good. Now that everything is prepared, you two can have a calm conversation."

"Huh?"

"What?"

Riana's words brought simultaneous questions from both me and the Green Dragon.

I wanted to get out of here quickly, and the dragon wanted to scissor with Riana as soon as possible.

It was natural to be confused when told to talk amongst ourselves.

It was like gathering complete strangers and telling them to become friends.

"R-Riana? Are you joking? You want me to be alone with this smelly man?"

"I'll suffocate to death!"

"I'm not asking you to have sex, just to have a cozy conversation. Why are you taking it so seriously? Besides, you said you had something to ask the Green Dragon!"

That was true. I was planning to ask her to fight Ignite in exchange for rescuing Riana.

But it felt awkward to bring that up without Riana present.

The Green Dragon, with her apparent distrust of men, didn't seem likely to listen.

"Anyway, I'm going to be away for a while. Just so you know!"

Riana left without hesitation, leaving me and the Green Dragon behind.

At the same time, an awkward atmosphere descended, and the Green Dragon's expression darkened rapidly.

It must be quite uncomfortable for her to be with a man she found suspicious.

In this situation, if I spoke first, I would clearly only face contempt.

In the end, we remained quiet, just waiting for Riana to return.

Just when things seemed to be proceeding smoothly...

"Haaa...! Haaa...!"

"Huh?"

Suddenly, the Green Dragon began breathing heavily.

Her face turned as red as a radish, and her hand moved below the table.

As I suspected, she was enjoying her happy time alone, right in front of me.

I thought she would strongly suppress her instincts with reason at times like this, but that wasn't the case at all.

As I was losing my composure at her complete lack of sexual restraint, a voice filled with contempt, not moans, flowed from the Green Dragon's mouth.

"Don't get any strange ideas. I have absolutely no intention of accepting your reproductive organ."

"I wasn't interested either."

"Well, your acorn couldn't satisfy me anyway."

"..."

That's crossing the line, isn't it?

***

"She must have... failed?"

Riana, who had been spending time at the cave entrance after leaving Bern and the Green Dragon, thought enough time had passed and returned to where they were.

Tired of the dragon's promiscuous lifestyle, she hoped Bern would somehow resolve the issue, but she wasn't expecting much.

If the dragon were someone who could be reasoned with, Riana would have solved the problem herself long ago.

So she dragged her feet with a deep sigh.

"I don't want to go back..."

Once she returned, the dragon would resume her courtship and try to bind her again.

Riana kept clicking her tongue in disgust, but she couldn't just run away either.

She wasn't shameless enough to sacrifice her benefactor and flee.

"I guess I'll have to be satisfied with having had a short break."

As she approached the deepest part of the cave, a mysterious sound reached her ears.

"...Kheuh! ...Oook!!"

"What's that?"

It was a sound from the Green Dragon that she had never heard before in her life.

Riana's slow pace quickened at this puzzling sound.

As the sound grew louder, her suspicion grew along with it.

Eventually, unable to contain herself, she even started running, and when she reached the source of the sound, she peeked inside to see what was happening.

"...Is this for real?"

There was the dragon, trembling violently, and a dragon slayer standing proudly with a holy sword raised high.
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A memory from the past suddenly came to mind.

How to make a woman happy.

Whatever you do, you just need to make her so happy that hearts appear in her eyes.

Unfortunately, heart-shaped eyes don't exist in reality.

This was also true in this other world based on novels.

However, I had witnessed something quite similar, if not exactly heart-shaped eyes.

"Haah...! Haah...! More...!"

The dragon's emerald eyes had somehow turned red, becoming like rubies.

At first, I mistook it for rage-induced madness.

But her pupils had lost focus, and the color gradually lightened until it was almost pink.

It seemed the more intense her emotions became, the redder her eyes turned, fading as the afterglow subsided.

"More? Didn't you just say my acorn wouldn't be enough to satisfy you?"

"T-that was...!"

The Green Dragon panted with pleasure, drool dripping from her mouth.

At my taunt, she seemed to regain some of her senses and hesitated to answer.

Adult games should end here. I straightened my clothes and prepared to withdraw.

I had fallen for her provocation and ended up treating the Green Dragon like an animal, so once she fully regained her senses, my life might be in danger.

*I need Riana's mediation...!*

Just as I turned around to call Riana back, a sudden restraint gripped my legs.

Looking back, I saw the Green Dragon desperately hugging my thighs.

Her eyes were so unusual that I couldn't help but silently scream.

"Ernia...!"

"...What?"

"My true name is Ernia...!"

Out of nowhere, the Green Dragon revealed her true name to me.

For a dragon to mention their true name means they completely trust you.

It was also a tremendous decision to reveal everything about oneself to another person.

"...Is it really okay to tell me your true name so casually?"

"It doesn't matter. You're the only human who can satisfy me!"

"What? So you were satisfied with my acorn after all?"

"Ugh...!"

Ernia released my legs and prostrated herself on the floor.

This noble dragon was actually bowing deeply to me.

"I was foolish. You don't have an acorn but an acorn tree... no, you possess the World Tree itself!"

"Even if you flatter me now, my wounded pride won't recover."

"Ah, I'll do anything to appease your anger! You can even trample me if you wish!"

"Not a bad idea."

"Haah!"

I lightly pressed my foot on Ernia's head.

Just from that, Ernia trembled with ecstasy.

I already knew, but she truly was a pervert to the bone.

Worried that I might have messed with the wrong dragon, I hastily removed my foot.

"For now, wait here like this. Meanwhile, I'll call Riana over."

"So you're planning a threesome with Riana! How virile you are...!"

"That's not it at all. Keep your head down."

"Yes♡"

At first, I thought she was a woman who could only accept other women.

That's why I tried my best to hold back when Ernia provoked me.

She might have been trying to kill me using the excuse that I had touched her body.

But seeing how easily she surrendered, my thoughts changed.

Ernia was simply a pervert who could love anyone capable of giving her pleasure.

The only notable thing was that she was still a virgin who had never experienced a man before.

It was strangely pleasing yet also unsettling to think I might just be treated as a tool for pleasure.

"What? You were here? What have you been doing?"

"Ah! W-well...!"

"Don't tell me you've been watching the situation this whole time while pretending to leave?"

"Of course not! I was just slacking off at the entrance and only just got here!"

"Hmm, I'll believe you, but your face is red... you saw, didn't you?"

"How could I not know when her moans were echoing throughout the entire cave!"

"Did you leave on purpose, anticipating this development?"

"......"

Riana gave no response to my question.

Silence means consent—I'll take that as agreement with what I said.

"As you can see, I've shown Ernia the taste of a man, so she won't depend solely on you anymore. I've helped enough, right?"

"Yeah. Thanks to you, I can finally catch a break."

"Good. Then it's time for me to receive my reward."

"R-reward? Don't tell me you're planning to do me too?!"

"Of course not. As I said on the way here, my goal is to take down Ignite. I'm not trying to taste every woman in the world."

With Ernia added today, my waist was starting to feel the strain.

If a couple more were added to this situation, I didn't think my waist would survive.

With all the women I've been involved with so far, we could form a large family that could populate a small village within five years.

A harem is every man's dream, so some might curse me for being too fortunate.

However, speaking as someone who actually maintains a harem, it's definitely not an easy task.

It's not easy to love everyone equally without discrimination.

I had to fill everyone's desire for affection without neglecting anyone, and the easiest way was through physical intimacy.

My stamina and virility were depleted as soon as they recharged, so if I hadn't visited the Dungeon of Lust, I might have died from overexertion long ago.

*Even though conditions have improved considerably, there's still something lacking...*

The size was sufficient, but there was still room for improvement in endurance.

With so many women to take responsibility for, and beings like Chaos and Liri still eyeing me hungrily,

I needed to become stronger.

*It's both funny and sad that the area I need to strengthen is not my combat ability but my stamina.*

[Well, your combat power is almost perfected, isn't it? When I am completed, you'll be able to defeat anyone.]

*In other words, you're telling me to find other demonic swords quickly.*

[I like how quick you are to catch on.]

Though it was tiring having so much to do, at least I wasn't bored.

It provided the driving force to achieve my goals.

"There's only one thing I want from you two."

I called Ernia and Riana together. Then I conveyed my requirements to them.

These two would become the cornerstone of my plan to bring down the strongest in the West.

Believing this, I couldn't stop smiling.

***

"Damn it!"

Whoosh!

Flames hotter than magma spread widely.

They burned everything—the Protein Spider's web, the carcass of the leader spider, and even the pits of other spiders.

The beautiful bamboo forest was instantly reduced to ashes, and the atmospheric fog turned into black smoke rising toward the sky.

Ignite boldly demonstrated what disaster occurs when a dragon becomes enraged.

*The hostage has disappeared...!*

Ignite crumpled his face like paper as he looked at the burned land.

While leisurely staying in his nest as usual, he sensed that something had happened to the salamander connected to him.

With a sudden surge of anxiety, he left his nest and flew like an arrow toward the east.

Many people witnessed Ignite during this unexpected move, but he didn't care at all.

The presence or absence of the hostage was more important to him.

*There shouldn't be any strong beings in the east capable of dealing with salamanders! What on earth happened!*

Ignite didn't consider the possibility that the hostage had broken free on her own.

The salamanders contracted to him were not weak, and Ignite's ember, which he had left as a last resort, could not be extinguished without the intervention of a Blue Dragon or the God of Ice.

This only added to Ignite's confusion.

*No, now is not the time to figure out what happened...!*

With changed eyes, Ignite turned his gaze toward a mountain visible far from the bamboo forest.

Mount Cheongwol, where the Green Dragon's nest was located. He needed to go there right away.

*Now that the hostage has escaped, the Green Dragon will try to kill me.*

Ignite was already being threatened by a human who had conspired with the Mad Dragon mother and daughter.

In the midst of this, if the number of difficult enemies increased, it would become troublesome.

Hadn't the Magic Tower, which had maintained balance with the Red Scale tribe, collapsed due to the intervention of elves, a third force?

Now that the means to persuade the Green Dragon had disappeared, Ignite had to kill her, even if it meant sustaining serious injuries.

*If I'm going to do it, now is the right time.*

Although he would be criticized and punished later for violating the dragon's precepts, he didn't care at all.

Even if punished, it wouldn't be as severe as execution.

However, if the human who was hostile to him joined forces with the Green Dragon after the Mad Dragon, he might really die.

With this in mind, Ignite hurriedly headed toward Ernia's nest.

"Hoo...!"

A battle between dragons where anyone could die.

With the sole intention of gaining an advantage by launching a surprise attack as soon as they met, Ignite slowly moved his steps.

Eventually, upon spotting the turquoise scales, Ignite took a deep breath.

He was preparing to breathe out a breath attack at any moment.

However, the deep voice that followed made him close his mouth.

"You've come... I've been waiting for you."

Ernia had already noticed Ignite's presence.

But contrary to expectations, she wasn't showing any hostility, and her face was haggard.

At this, Ignite had to swallow back the breath attack that had risen to his throat.

"You've deteriorated a lot in just a few days."

"Yes, that child is more precious to me than anything else. So I'll follow your proposal."

"...Puhah!"

Ignite burst into laughter that he had been holding back.

When the hostage's whereabouts disappeared, he thought she had returned to Ernia's embrace.

But that wasn't the case. The hostage had simply gone somewhere else.

Ignite knew that the living golem, whom the Green Dragon cherished, actually harbored resentment toward her.

*To think she disliked her so much that she didn't return even after being freed from her status as a hostage...!*

Yet the Green Dragon was willing to swallow her pride and follow him for the sake of the living golem.

So Ignite couldn't help but laugh.

"You've made a good decision. You should have done this from the beginning."

"Just promise me one thing. When everything is over, you will surely return that child to my embrace..."

"Ah, of course. I promise on my heart."

What would the Green Dragon's reaction be if she later found out that the living golem had already left his possession?

Ignite's mouth suddenly itched with the urge to tell her, but he held back.

It seemed better to save the pleasure of revealing that fact and seeing the Green Dragon's reaction for later.

"I will come to your nest myself tomorrow. I would like to be alone today."

"Sure, take your time and come while reflecting on the importance of family. Uahahaha!"

Pleased with this unexpected windfall, Ignite spread his wings with a satisfied laugh.

There was no trace of his previous displeasure on his face.

Their conversation ended quickly, leaving Ernia's nest in silence.

"Haah...! Haah...!"

Ernia, who had returned to human form.

Despite being in human form, she exhibited the strange behavior of crawling on all fours.

On the cold cave floor, she crawled diligently toward somewhere.

A dark space in a corner of the cave.

Ernia stopped precisely in front of a man who was hiding his body and presence there.

Her reddened eyes were fixed on the bulging part of the man's pants.

She pressed her face against the bulge while exhaling rough breaths.

Then she started rubbing against it, panting like a dog in heat.

"You did very well."

"Hah...! Hah...! I followed your orders! So please reward this humble female dragon!"

Ernia had become so vulgar that she didn't seem like the proud Green Dragon anymore.

Even as a dragon, she was ultimately just a female who had surrendered to one man.

"Not yet. If you perform your next mission satisfactorily, I'll give you an unparalleled reward."

"Aah...! I'll follow any order if I can receive a reward!"

There was the hidden side of the Green Dragon that Ignite couldn't see.
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The Green Dragon, Ernia's situation ended with the dissolution of her alliance with Ignite.

While this alone could be considered a great achievement, I went one step further.

I planted Ernia, with whom I had just formed a pact, as a spy in Ignite's headquarters.

She may not be able to steal information, but I have no doubt she'll be a card of reversal that can be easily used at a critical moment.

"But Teacher, is there no possibility that the Green Dragon might betray us?"

"Don't worry, that will absolutely never happen."

"What makes you so confident? Even if you saved someone precious to her, you've only known each other for a day..."

"We made a contract."

With my single statement, Lin and Rene accepted without raising further questions.

No matter how strong Prahf became, she couldn't break or modify the contract established during our first meeting.

In this world, contracts could bind soul to soul if both parties desired it.

Of course, I didn't make a soul contract with Ernia, but in some ways, I wagered something even more precious than a soul.

"You can't tell us what kind of contract it was, can you?"

"A-ahem! It's a secret contract, so I can't reveal it."

"That's a shame. But I believe you must have made a thorough contract, Teacher."

"..."

Lin's words flew like a dagger, piercing my conscience.

Explaining the contract wouldn't have been complicated.

It wasn't even a secret contract. I just found it difficult to tell them the truth.

After all, the contract was made using my holy sword and her dragon's reverse scale as mediums.

The holy sword needs no explanation, and the location of her reverse scale was... identical to Breeze's.

In other words, I had to do it one more time to form a contract with Ernia.

Tell that to Lin and Rene? I couldn't possibly gauge what would happen, so I decided to keep it secret forever.

[Your lustful holy sword might someday bring about your downfall, contractor.]

'Shut up.'

Anyway, the essence of my contract with Ernia was simply not to betray each other.

If betrayal occurred, the consequence would be losing the function of whatever we had wagered as mediums.

Therefore, if Ernia betrayed me, she would lose not only her sexual function and all sensations, but in severe cases, even her personality.

For dragons, the reverse scale is both their only weakness and an indispensable part.

Meanwhile, I would merely end up becoming impotent.

'Though becoming impotent isn't exactly a small matter either...'

Since Ernia first wagered her reverse scale, which was of great value, I had no choice but to wager my holy sword.

I was speechless when she told me she wagered her reverse scale because she wanted to do it one more time before leaving.

I can't imagine such a genuinely lustful demon would ever betray me.

That's probably why this trust has been established.

"By the way, where are we headed next?"

"There's no specific destination, but I'm planning to visit a village near Blue Moon Mountain first."

"At this hour, couldn't we reach the village where we stayed before sunset?"

"That's true, but I don't intend to return to the western region right away."

I felt I had traveled enough through the northern and southern regions of the Holden Kingdom.

Meanwhile, there were areas I hadn't fully explored yet: the western region, the Demon Land across the sea, and the eastern region where we were currently located.

Initially, I had planned to return after resolving the Green Dragon issue as intended.

However, after solving the problem, I received unexpected news.

[Let's hurry and find the next demonic sword!]

'I got it. Stop nagging.'

Prahf had sensed the energy of another demonic sword like a detector.

We needed to leave immediately to acquire it, but she said the energy was too distant to pinpoint its exact location.

For that reason, we were planning to travel around the eastern region for a while to search for the demonic sword.

[If that ominous sword had become one with me from the beginning, we wouldn't need to search for other demonic swords...]

[I don't want to be in an old lady's body...]

[Who are you calling an old lady! I'm still in my prime!]

'Well, Prahf is pretty old.'

[Ugh! B-but I've never rusted even once, nor have I ever broken! Moreover, I guarantee I'll maintain my current performance even thousands of years from now!]

Prahf was emphasizing her capabilities as if begging not to be abandoned.

I had no such intention, yet she was needlessly worried.

"So we're traveling like before?"

"For the time being, yes. If there's anything you want to buy during our journey, feel free."

With Hades resuming her broadcasts, our income had doubled compared to before.

This was because Hades' broadcasts were rediscovered after Arasia's adult live broadcast.

Hades had always broadcast cleanly without any incidents or accidents.

The only controversy related to her was the nude drawings of herself that she sent me daily through messengers.

Even that was unlikely to be discovered since she was being careful.

Besides that, there was the fact that I had made Kang Jun-hyeok a wanted criminal through the media.

But since I had handled that cleanly to avoid detection, I didn't think it would escalate into a major issue.

'Come to think of it, I wonder what Kang Jun-hyeok is up to these days.'

While the Pink-Haired Slut was confirmed to have been taken by an extraterrestrial god, Jun-hyeok's whereabouts remained unknown.

With the capital being greatly disrupted by the Orichalcum Ant invasion, the operation to capture wanted criminals had been hampered.

As a result, his whereabouts became even more uncertain; it wouldn't be strange if he had already left the capital for a distant countryside.

'If the effects of the necklace used by the Pink-Haired Slut remain, he won't be able to live comfortably.'

Would the Pink-Haired Slut, who had become much stronger than the current Jun-hyeok, leave him alone?

I worried that he might have already been dragged away by her and modified into the same kind of being.

The fact that even after defeating Ignite, there were still two targets left to deal with made me sigh.

"Sigh..."

"Do you have something troubling you?"

"No, not particularly."

I decided not to worry about it for now.

I could make a judgment about the extraterrestrial god after seeing the tablet in the desert ruins.

The otherworld was still vast for me.

***

A small mountain valley village right below Blue Moon Mountain.

In this famous place known for its herbal tea, we were spending a peaceful time enjoying the scent of tea leaves.

But as I quietly savored the herbal tea, I felt a bit unsatisfied, so I engaged in conversation with the two on various topics.

"So, how is Lewen doing?"

"Yes. He's happily attending the new academy established by Lady Sestia. However..."

"However?"

"As his sister, I'm not sure how to accept the fact that he keeps bringing different female students each time, claiming they're his girlfriends."

"Haha..."

Thanks to his characteristic as a returnee, Lewen's speech flowed smoothly and was witty.

With his unique eloquence and manly attitude, could there be any girl his age he couldn't charm?

He'll probably continue to break many girls' hearts in the future.

'Though I'm not in a position to criticize Lewen...'

Without him, I might not have connected with Lin and Rene until now.

Thanks to his push, I lost my virginity and grew into a man who could satisfy various women.

In some sense, he could be considered my teacher.

"Isn't it normal to have various friends at that age? I don't think it's bad at all."

"I see. Following your advice, I'll try to understand Lewen's behavior for the time being."

"Mmm, good luck."

After hearing about Lewen's recent situation, I ended up giving Lin advice.

I hadn't had time to visit Lewen since the beginning of our journey and revenge plot, so I was glad to hear he was doing well.

"Rene, how was Breeze?"

"Mother wasn't much different from usual. After waking up, she takes a walk around the mountain and then meditates..."

Rene's voice gradually faded as she explained Breeze's daily routine.

Eventually, she fell completely silent while sipping her herbal tea.

Was there something difficult to talk about?

When I gently asked again, Rene reluctantly revealed Breeze's daily routine in detail.

"Lately, she's been focusing on self-care while constantly polymorphing into human form. Learning human makeup, developing flexibility through yoga, and so on."

"Maybe she's doing that to maintain her health?"

"That's what I thought at first too. But we're dragons who live long, healthy lives without needing self-care, right?"

"That's true."

"So I casually asked why she was so dedicated to self-care. And then..."

"And then?"

"...She said the makeup was because she wanted to look pretty in front of you, Bern, and the yoga was to prepare in case you demanded various positions."

"I see..."

This time, it was my turn to keep my mouth shut.

Both Rene and I knew that Breeze had feelings for me.

However, this wasn't normally a natural situation.

A mother-in-law eyeing her daughter's husband. It wouldn't be strange at all if Rene got angry.

But since Breeze was openly advertising her intentions toward her son-in-law, Rene seemed to have given up on questioning it early on.

"Anyway, that's how Mother is spending her days productively."

"Y-yeah."

Looking back, there were still unresolved questions regarding Breeze.

The reason she held such infinite goodwill toward me.

Various secrets were veiled, including her attitude of treating me as if she knew me.

I felt I wouldn't be satisfied until I uncovered these hidden secrets someday.

"Sigh...!"

It was a life where the tasks never ended.
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Early morning.

I sat up on the hammock strung between two trees.

"Yaaawn...!"

The reason for camping in the forest rather than staying in the village was simple.

The village we visited rarely had outside visitors, so they lacked proper lodging facilities.

Some villagers offered to let us stay in their homes, but we declined.

I wasn't comfortable accepting kindness from people we barely knew.

So we ended up spending the night in the nearby forest.

"That was a good night's sleep."

I had expected insects and wild beasts to disturb my rest throughout the night.

However, contrary to my expectations, the eastern forest was remarkably quiet, and peaceful enough that I didn't have a single bug bite.

Thanks to that, I could start the day feeling refreshed.

After a satisfying stretch, I jumped lightly from the hammock and landed on the soft ground.

Judging by the lack of any presence around me, Rin and Rene must have woken up before me.

Once again, I realized I had slept like a log.

*I have been dealing with a lot of exhausting matters lately...*

After the battle with the Magic Tower Master, I'd been constantly on the move tracking Ignite's movements.

Every night I'd either been formulating plans to beat Ignite or entangling bodies with my loved ones.

It wasn't surprising that all that accumulated fatigue had finally caught up with me, and I was glad to have gotten rid of it all at once.

*Since I'm the last one up, I should hurry.*

First, I decided to wash up in the nearby river.

The water flowing from the Blue Moon Mountain waterfall was clean enough to be transparent.

There was a possibility that some of Ernia's bodily fluids might be mixed in, but according to the Green Dragon, her fluids were extremely clean and even edible.

It was uncomfortable to think about, but I couldn't go around looking filthy like a bandit either.

"Ugh! I must be getting old—my back feels so stiff lately."

[That's the kind of complaint that wouldn't sound strange coming from an old man passing by.]

"It's just a figure of speech."

It's been about a year since I possessed Bern's body.

One year—a relatively short time, but with so many events packed into it, it felt more like five years.

But time is honest, and if someone asked if I'd aged, that would be a lie.

Even after a year, Bern was still in his early twenties with a bright future ahead.

It's just that reflecting on everything that had happened made me want to act like an old man.

Even though I hadn't aged at all.

"Maybe it's because I now have so many women I've promised eternal love to."

[Isn't that a problem created by your habit of rushing in without thinking about the consequences?]

"I can't argue with that."

Rustle, rustle—

I pushed through the undergrowth, heading straight for the river.

Eventually, the river I had located the day before came into view, along with an unexpected sight.

"Ah...!"

"Ah...."

I wondered where Rin and Rene had gone after waking up earlier, and here they were at the river, washing themselves.

More precisely, they were bathing completely naked.

Seeing this, I reflexively took a step back.

I was about to retrace my steps when I heard their voices.

"Good morning! You were sleeping so soundly, Gracious Teacher, so we came to wash up first."

"I-I see."

"I'm sorry if we upset you. We considered waking you, but you seemed tired, so we let you sleep."

"It's fine, something like this doesn't upset me at all."

"Then why don't you join us, Gracious Teacher?"

"Yes, that would be great! The water is refreshing and feels wonderful!"

"It's okay. I'll come back to wash later. You two enjoy your private time."

I was trying to carefully slip away, but they wouldn't give up.

"Didn't you say we need to move quickly today? I think it would be more efficient for all of us to wash together rather than separately."

"That's right! We're close enough now, so there's no reason to be shy anymore, is there? I could wash every inch of your body thoroughly, Bern!"

Rin licked her lips while Rene looked at me intently with flushed cheeks.

The two who usually bickered were now showing perfect teamwork in trying to persuade me.

As a result of their perfect harmony, I found myself in a position where I couldn't escape.

*Ugh~ I'm screwed.*

[Tsk, tsk.]

It wouldn't be an exaggeration to say that the future was already determined for a man about to bathe with two women he loved.

The inevitable harem ending. Though I had slept well and my body had recovered, my waist was about to be wrecked again.

***

Showered with love from my partners, I set out on our journey.

Our destination this time was the jungle beyond Blue Moon Mountain.

According to information gathered from the village, a special tribe had lived in that jungle for generations.

Druids.

They were a profession or tribe with a setting of worshipping and following nature—an essential element in any fantasy world.

I thought they hadn't been directly mentioned in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," but true to the fantasy setting, they had been beautifully hidden away.

My hypothesis that there might have been more settings that would have been revealed if the author had continued the series was becoming reality.

*By the way, I wonder if it really was the author who sent me to this world...*

A year had passed, but my fundamental questions remained unanswered.

I hadn't figured out anything about the entity that possessed me into Bern's body or their intentions.

Would the day ever come when I would understand everything?

Unable to be certain, I just kept walking forward.

[Contractor.]

*Yes?*

[I haven't heard why you want to meet the druids. Isn't it about time you told me?]

*The eastern region has a forest coverage of over 70 percent. With so little flat land, searching for the Demonic Sword will be quite difficult.*

For instance, the Demonic Sword could be under tree roots or buried somewhere on a mountainside, which would be quite troublesome.

Facing a search operation that would consume considerable time and effort...

I thought that druids living in this land might know the forest like the back of their hand.

Of course, there was also the possibility that they might not.

*But there were many testimonies from villagers saying druids can communicate with plants and animals.*

Just by occasionally asking animals and plants about the whereabouts of the Demonic Sword, we could expect to get good information.

For that purpose, I planned to meet druids, build rapport, and gently ask for their help in the search.

The only major problem was...

*Elves, dwarves, and all the other non-human races I've met have been completely abnormal. Not to mention the conditions for becoming a Sword Master, or that man called the pinnacle of wizardry who wasn't in his right mind either...*

What were the chances druids would be any different?

In fact, being druids made me more worried. Being a tribe that worships and follows nature brought all sorts of concerns to mind.

This is an insane isekai world I'm in now.

Druids might call it "communion" when they satisfy their sexual desires with wild animals and trees.

It was entirely possible, which made me afraid.

After experiencing countless things in this world, my image of druids had long since been corrupted.

In other words, I no longer imagined the heartwarming scene of all kinds of animals gathering harmoniously around a druid.

"Sigh...!"

However, given my position, I had to understand the druids no matter what strange sexual preferences they might have.

Otherwise, I wouldn't be able to befriend them.

*I'll have to try my best...*

Resolving not to show contempt even if I couldn't understand them, I entered the jungle.

Unlike the forests I had seen before, the grass and trees here were more than three times larger.

There were so many animals that their calls filled the air, and they neither feared nor fled from humans.

It was a forest that could rightfully be called raw, primordial nature.

"Do people really live in a place like this?"

"The terrain is certainly too rugged for human habitation. One wrong step and you could get injured at any moment."

"But doesn't that make you even more curious?"

"I suppose it does."

I didn't know if druids were humans or elves.

But even elves modified forests to make them suitable for living.

In contrast, druids lived within nature without causing any harm to it.

It was hard to imagine, which made me want to see it with my own eyes.

Just as I was about to begin my search for the druids...

"Surprising. I never expected visitors in this land where no one comes."

An old man with white hair emerged from behind a tree where I hadn't sensed any presence.

He wore clothes that seemed to be roughly woven from vines and animal hides.

His appearance was that of an old mountain bandit, but the mysterious aura surrounding him somehow made him look dignified.

"Welcome. I cannot offer you a grand reception, but I will gladly welcome you to relieve my boredom."

As he slowly approached us, he made no sound whatsoever.

Whether stepping on branches or fallen leaves, he always maintained silence.

From his noble behavior to his sacred aura, everything indicated he was a druid.

"Fortunately, none of you harbor ill intentions."

"You can see that?"

"All the animals living in this forest, including myself, can tell. The fact that none of them are running away proves your good intentions from the start. Otherwise, I wouldn't have revealed myself either."

I was slightly moved by the druid's dignified and composed demeanor.

He showed a different aspect from the deranged druids I had worried about.

This time is different! But I still couldn't be sure.

So to gain certainty, I had no choice but to ask directly.

"Excuse my rudeness, but have you ever felt lust toward plants or animals?"

"...What an interesting question. Neither I nor any of the previous druids have ever looked at plants or animals in that way. Lust is a natural desire to conceive new life. However, unless it's with one of my own kind, no matter how much seed is sown, no new life will be created. If one satisfies their desires despite this, it's not a natural urge but impurity itself."

"Oh, ohhh...!!"

This time, he was normal.

An extremely normal druid.

He even responded with great tolerance to my question that had thrown courtesy to the wind.

What a true embodiment of a druid!

"However, there is a good way to relieve unbearable lust."

"Excuse me...?"

"By mixing semen into food for animals that are naturally deficient in nutrients or as fertilizer for plants, you can create a nutritious meal...!"

Before the old man could finish, I kicked him in the body.
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My feet moved before my words could, but I didn't regret it.

After all, even the druid had been corrupted by this insane world.

They might not have been mating with animals, but they were still a filthy tribe that ejaculated on their food.

"How nostalgic. It's been so long since someone hit me..."

"You're even a masochist?"

"Ah, please don't misunderstand. I don't enjoy being hit—I merely felt the longing for another's touch."

"Are there no other people in this forest?"

"Sadly, there are no other humans in this forest besides me, miss."

"I heard druids usually live in tribes?"

"That was once true. But not anymore."

The old druid sat down on a protruding tree root with a bitter smile.

I thought there must be some tragic story behind his pitiful appearance.

My perception of him as a pervert hadn't changed, but I did feel a little sorry for kicking him.

"What exactly happened to this forest?"

"...It's not a pleasant story to tell others."

"I'm personally curious. If it's inappropriate, I won't ask further."

"Haha, since my words have piqued the curiosity of you young folks, I suppose I must tell you. It's a simple story. All the young druids who lived in this forest besides me..."

The old druid's lips seemed unable to form the words easily.

Was it some terrible disaster too painful to recall? Or perhaps a massacre by outside forces?

Either way, I expected the somber mood to continue.

"They all abandoned nature and left for the city."

"Ah, I see."

My tightly clenched fist trembled.

I felt betrayed by the druid who had been creating a dramatic atmosphere over something so trivial, but then I reconsidered that from his perspective, it might actually be a serious matter.

Even in the modern world I came from, there had been concerns about younger generations moving to the capital.

I had thought druid bloodlines would traditionally continue, but it seems they judged city life to be better than the forest.

If I had to live my entire life in this harsh forest, I might want to escape too.

"From my descendants onward, they couldn't accept the spirit of becoming one with nature, and they all left. While I don't wish to criticize their choices, I can't help feeling disappointed."

"Does that mean druids will end with this generation?"

"If there's no successor, then yes. But it's not such a big deal. Even without druids, nature will continue to flow as it should."

"That's true."

If humans don't harm nature, it will recover from disasters and expand its roots on its own.

Besides, there are plenty of other nature-loving races and people besides druids, like elves.

Even if he dies, not much will change.

"So, would you tell me why you've come to this desolate forest?"

"We're looking for a demonic sword somewhere in the eastern forest. But since the eastern forest is so vast, we're having difficulty searching. When we heard rumors of a druid, we came to see if we could get some help."

"A demonic sword... I could certainly find it quickly by asking the animals, but why are you looking for such an ominous object?"

"I can't explain the details, but I assure you we have no intention of using it for evil."

"...It's hard to believe right away, but your eyes are honest to an uncomfortable degree."

"Then will you help us...!"

"However, my help comes with a condition."

Well, that didn't last long.

Once again, things weren't going smoothly.

"I'll ask you directly. If you're in a position where you can't help us no matter what, we'll handle it ourselves. If you want something in return for helping us, please tell us your requirements now."

"I like how quickly you get to the point. As it happens, I've recently encountered a troublesome situation."

"Is it because you have no successor?"

"That's not it... well, perhaps it is, in a way. If I weren't so old, I might have resolved this issue long ago."

"What exactly is the problem?"

"Deep in this forest, there's a lake where a sacred unicorn once lived. However, six months ago, a sinister being suddenly appeared, devoured the unicorn, and took over the lake."

While the old druid was explaining the situation, I raised my hand to interrupt him.

There was something I simply couldn't let pass without clarification.

"By unicorn, you mean the divine beast also called Ilgaksu?"

"That's right."

"Was it perhaps a young one that hadn't fully grown?"

"No. It was a unicorn that had lived in that lake for several hundred years. In terms of a divine beast's lifespan, it would be considered in its prime."

Sacred and mystical divine beasts were few in number but possessed unparalleled power.

Dragons were a prime example, with their Dragon Hearts that could produce infinite magical power, earning them the honorable position as the strongest species.

Of course, there were different tiers among divine beasts, and unicorns didn't possess power equal to the strongest species like dragons or Kpeterios.

Nevertheless, unicorns had their own formidable abilities.

I found it hard to believe that a unicorn in its prime had been defeated and eaten.

"I can hardly believe a unicorn was defeated and became prey."

"I couldn't believe it at first either. But my ears heard the unicorn's death cry, my eyes witnessed the monster devouring the pure white horse hide, and my nose smelled the thick scent of blood. Those sensations remain vivid even now."

The old druid's body trembled like an aspen tree.

Beyond his physical reaction, the fear in his eyes testified to the truth of his account.

If he was genuinely terrified, there was no need to doubt him further.

"Anyway, because of that sinister being, the lake has become polluted, and the forest animals can no longer approach it. The area around the lake has begun to wither, and many lives continue to perish."

"So you want us to kill or drive away this sinister being?"

"Exactly! If you do that, I'll help you search for your demonic sword with all my heart!"

To be honest, we were getting the raw end of the deal.

We would have to fight a being capable of killing a unicorn. And we would bear all the risks involved.

One wrong move could result in a meaningless death. After all that trouble, our reward would merely be assistance in searching for the demonic sword.

No matter how I looked at it, the deal didn't add up.

"Alright, I accept your proposal."

"Do you really mean it?"

"Yes, but since time is precious, please start searching for the demonic sword right away. Meanwhile, we'll be fighting that sinister being."

"Ah, I'll do just that!"

Sometimes, though, you have to accept a losing deal.

Above all, my strength was my advantage.

As someone who had been aiming to fight dragons one-on-one, I had no reason to avoid battling a powerful opponent.

If I could gain experience fighting a strong enemy and then obtain the demonic sword, I would surely become even stronger.

"Lastly, could you tell us where this lake is?"

"This little one will guide you."

The old druid raised his arm, and a scops owl flew over and landed on it.

The owl tilted its head while looking at us, then after listening to the old man, it blinked repeatedly.

"It says it will guide you. It will lead you slowly so you don't lose your way—just follow its tail."

"Understood. Then I'll leave the search to you."

And so, ending our first meeting with the druid, we immediately prepared for battle.

It was ironic that we had to prepare for a fight as soon as we arrived in the jungle, but it wasn't a problem at all.

After all, we had been through countless battles already.

By now, we knew how to use our fists better than the law.

"As you've heard, this won't be an easy opponent. We can't let our guard down."

"Don't worry! I'll fight while making sure to protect myself, so Bern won't have to worry!"

"I've worked hard not to be a burden to my gracious teacher, and I'm much stronger now than when we first met. I understand your concern for us, but please trust us now."

"Alright."

Rin and Rene weren't so weak that I always needed to protect them.

A descendant of the strongest species and a sword saint with world-class swordsmanship.

They were formidable fighters in their own right.

"Let's go then."

"Yes!"

Following the scops owl's guidance, we headed deeper into the forest.

We moved carefully through the dense undergrowth and trees, proceeding at a steady pace—neither too fast nor too slow.

*We're getting closer.*

The surroundings became more desolate as we approached the center.

This meant we were getting closer to the contaminated area the druid had mentioned.

Tightening my grip on tension, I stepped onto the barren land and heard the faint sound of water in the distance.

At the same time, the scops owl that had been guiding us turned around and flew back the way we had come.

It seemed to have instinctively sensed danger to its life if it approached the lake any further.

*Well, now that we know where the lake is, there's no need for further guidance.*

As I watched the owl leave, I fixed my gaze in the direction of the lake.

A massive presence had firmly established itself at the lake.

It exuded killing intent toward us as if telling us to get lost, but I didn't back down at all.

"Ha! So that's how you want to play it?"

I walked boldly toward the lake, making no effort to hide my footsteps, as if daring it to kill me if it could.

I would show it today who would put an end to its arrogance.

With that thought, I arrived at the lakeside and finally discovered the identity of the sinister being.

"That, that creature...!"

A tiger with harmoniously mixed orange and black fur.

However, its face was fierce like a male lion with a mane, and large black wings like a crow's extended from its back.

As soon as I saw it, I recalled a certain animal from mythology, but before I could mention it, Prahf spoke up.

[It's a Qiongqi. I can't believe it's here.]

"One of the Four Perils, like Chaos..."

I never expected to encounter it here, but seeing the Qiongqi made the story about it devouring a unicorn credible.

A magical beast created by the first Demon King and one of the Four Perils would indeed be too much for even a unicorn to handle.

At the same time, a smile spread across my face.

*I can test my strength...!*

When I fought Chaos at the mine before, I risked my life.

But now that I was much stronger, what would happen if I fought one of the Four Perils?

Eager to see that sight with my own eyes, I drew Prahf without hesitation.

"Grrrr...!"

"Yes, let's have a fight to the death!"

"Grung?!"

When I flashed a rapturous smile, the Qiongqi that had been threatening me suddenly became flustered.

Seizing the opportunity, I approached right up to its nose and raised my sword.

At the same time, the Qiongqi fell backward and exposed its belly to me.

Additionally, it scratched its stomach with its paws—a posture of complete submission.

Judging by how it trembled, it seemed genuinely afraid of me.

[The Qiongqi that the druid feared fears my contractor who feared Princess Charlotte...]

*Why is your stream of consciousness going in that direction?*

With Prahf's comment, my excitement completely deflated.

I sighed and put my sword away.

There was no point in killing an opponent that had already lost the will to fight—I wouldn't be able to gauge my abilities that way.

"Grung...!"

Realizing I had shown mercy, the Qiongqi cautiously got to its feet.

With its head bowed low, it slowly approached me and went for my pants zipper...

But it stopped moving when Rin's sword was placed against its neck.

"Move even a millimeter and I'll cut you down immediately."

"Waoong!"

Chaos had appeared from somewhere and joined in, stamping its tiny paw on the Qiongqi's head.

Meanwhile, I was formulating a hypothesis.

[What are you pondering so deeply?]

*Seeing how all the Four Perils show the same submissive behavior, I wonder if the first Demon King perhaps...*

[...]

Prahf and I spent a long time in silence.

Ch.243 - 234. Hooray For Nature! - 3
Without using any force, I successfully subdued the Qiongqi, making it lie flat on the ground, and heard its story.

Since the Qiongqi, like Chaos, couldn't speak human language, I received help from Prahf.

"So you're saying that because your original den was destroyed, you've made this lake your new home?"

"Krung!"

"Where was your original den?"

"Krurung...!"

[It says the Demon Lands. The continent where demon folk live.]

"Wait."

The Demon Lands was a region anyone who enjoyed "Adokchoe" would recognize.

The homeland of demon folk.

At the center of the continent stands the impregnable Demon King's Castle, which serves as the stage for the final chapter.

It was first mentioned in a scene where demon folk, who were destined to become adversaries to Kang Jun-hyeok's group, were having a meeting, and it appeared between episodes to hint at the revival of the Demon King.

Though I wasn't particularly interested in it, it appeared so frequently that it's the most memorable place after Felix Academy.

"Your den in the Demon Lands was destroyed? By whom?"

"Urrrung!"

The Qiongqi suddenly turned its gaze and made a quiet threatening growl toward Rene.

Seeing it bare its teeth while howling, I slapped the Qiongqi's head with my palm.

"Shaaak?!"

"Who do you think you're threatening in front of me?"

"Wang! Wang!"

"Krung......"

With Chaos joining in and showing anger beside me, the Qiongqi curled its tail and lay flat on the ground again.

I couldn't help it—I've become sensitive to threats against Rene since the Ignite incident.

But why did the Qiongqi bare its teeth at Rene?

Six months ago, Rene was with me, so she wouldn't have gone anywhere near the Demon Lands, let alone the Qiongqi's den.

[This one hears that a dragon with an aura similar to Rene's came and devastated the Demon Lands.]

'If it has an aura similar to Rene's...'

[It must be Breeze Sephiron. Didn't you tell me that Rene almost died at the hands of demon folk?]

'Right, Breeze became resentful toward the demon folk because of that incident and crushed them.'

Breeze, who in the original story destroyed and flooded half of the Holden Kingdom in her rage after losing Rene.

Her fury had reached the Demon Lands, and the Qiongqi lost its home without having done anything wrong.

It must feel wronged, but there was nowhere to appeal.

"That's unfortunate, but don't take out your anger on innocent bystanders."

"Krung...."

"And I'm a bit sorry to say this, but could you give up this den too and find another place? The forest animals are struggling because you've settled right in the middle of the lake."

Like a bolt from the blue, the Qiongqi opened its mouth wide and then melted to the ground like liquid.

It was slumping so much that it reminded me of the liquid cat theory, and was slowly being sucked into the lake when...

"Waoong~!"

Suddenly, the Qiongqi's retreat was blocked by Chaos's front paw stomping down.

Watching its fellow creature unable to move either way, Chaos wagged its rear and grinned.

Perfect teabagging—when did it learn such a trick?

"Don't despair yet; listen to me until the end. I'm not irresponsibly telling you to find another den without any help."

"Krung?"

"I'll tell you about a good place for you to live."

"Krurung~!"

The liquid-state Qiongqi sprang up with sparkling eyes.

Even without Prahf's translation, I instinctively understood it was asking where this place might be.

"Before I recommend it, let me ask one thing. Do you get hot easily?"

The Qiongqi shook its head vigorously from side to side.

Despite its fluffy fur, wings, and mane, the Qiongqi indicated it had no environmental constraints.

As expected of one of the Four Perils, it was completely different from other animals.

I smiled gently and voiced the place I had in mind.

"How about a desert with plenty of humans you can eat?"

"Krung!"

[It says that's even better. But desert? Contractor, are you perhaps...?]

"I'll use magic to mark the location, and you just follow the arrow! Once you arrive, you're free to do whatever you want!"

The Qiongqi expressed its feelings by frantically flapping its wings.

Eager to go right away, it was slowly preparing to take flight.

I quickly spread out a map and pointed my index finger at the location of the Red Scale Tribe that Hades had told me about.

After forming a magic circle at my fingertip and setting the coordinates, I immediately placed my finger on the Qiongqi's forehead.

As the magic circle transferred from my index finger to the Qiongqi's forehead, an arrow appeared in front of it.

The magic that guides the target to the coordinates marked on the map was working properly.

"Grung! Grurung!"

"Yes, travel safely!"

I hoped the Qiongqi would adapt well and live without any problems in its new place.

The safety of the desert natives? Not my problem.

'If things get tough, they can ask Ignite to protect them.'

But even for Ignite, the Qiongqi would be quite a troublesome opponent.

With our fight approaching, would he risk injury to eliminate the Qiongqi?

The Ignite I knew would likely leave his followers to die.

'Ah...! It's a shame I can't watch it directly.'

I was already curious about what would unfold in the desert.

***

"As you wished, I drove the malevolent being out of the forest. It probably won't come back to this land ever again."

"Oh! Thank you! Thank you so much!"

"It's nothing. By the way, have you made any progress on the location of the demonic sword I mentioned?"

"As a matter of fact, a wolf roaming the forest informed me that it detected an ominous energy where the forest meets the coast in the southeast."

"If the coast is involved, it must be near the southeastern edge."

"That's right. It might have drifted over from across the sea."

It was a plausible hypothesis.

Beyond the eastern sea lies the Demon Lands.

Given that many demon folk once lived on that continent, it wouldn't be strange for them to have possessed demonic swords.

And after facing the calamity named Breeze, it's possible that a demonic sword could have ridden the waves here.

"I suppose that's the only explanation. Well then, we'll head southeast now!"

"Ah! Wait a moment!"

"Yes? Is there something else? If you have another request..."

"No, that's not it. I stopped you to give you this."

The druid elder held out a sharp white horn.

Even before taking it, I immediately recognized what he was offering.

When seeing a white horn, a unicorn comes to mind first.

Besides, I'd heard that a unicorn lived in this forest until six months ago, so it would be stranger not to recognize it.

"Even that malevolent being couldn't chew up the unicorn's horn. I retrieved it from what was left after it ate."

"Why are you giving this to me?"

"They say the source of a unicorn's power is in its horn. Even if the unicorn dies, that power never disappears. Such power would be better used by someone like you who fights in troubled times, rather than a peace-loving old man like me."

"So that's why you're giving it to me."

I carefully accepted the unicorn's horn.

I thought the horn might reject me since unicorns prefer pure people, but that wasn't the case.

Perhaps the unicorns in this world are different from the conventional ones.

"May I ask if you know what abilities the unicorn's horn possesses?"

"Hmm, I don't know in detail, but according to tradition, unicorns love purity and, conversely, become furious when they see impurity."

This matched what I knew about unicorns.

It seems unicorns remain unchanged even in this crazy world.

"Therefore, the unicorn's horn contains the power of contempt. It's a one-hit kill power that can slay an impure person with a single strike!"

"...That's formidable."

"But be careful, for if you stab a pure person, you'll be wounded instead."

The unicorn's horn was a conditionally supreme weapon.

And as soon as I heard the explanation, I immediately thought of how to use it.

"Pink-Haired..."

The unicorn's horn could be the key to ending my ill-fated connection with that woman.

Believing this, I gripped the horn tightly.

[Contractor.]

'Yes?'

[A thought just occurred to me—if a powerful unicorn was defeated so easily, then the Qiongqi must be...]

'Let's not try to understand the abyss.'

[Understood...]

The unicorn's horn was also an excellent virginity detector.

***

"Haa...! Haa...!"

The Demon King was breathing heavily.

Before her lay an unconscious human male who had been struck on the head.

"I didn't expect a sudden attack...! If I had reacted a moment later, it could have been dangerous."

The Demon King calmed her breathing and calmly assessed the situation she had faced.

'This man suddenly tried to pounce on me...'

On her journey eastward, following a strange energy, she was resting in the forest when she heard rustling in the undergrowth.

Thinking it might be a small animal, she was surprised when a skinny man jumped out from behind the bushes and lunged at her. She countered beautifully and averted the crisis.

"Is this what they call a bandit? But it's strange—I thought bandits didn't work alone."

The Demon King picked up a fallen branch and poked the man's head.

He didn't move at all, confirming that she had dealt with him properly.

'And for some reason, I sense the aura of my nemesis from this person...'

But the Demon King vehemently denied it.

She insisted that the nemesis of herself—the one and only savior of demon folk—couldn't possibly be such a pathetic-looking man.

However, without any helpers in her current situation, the Demon King couldn't afford to act carelessly.

As a result, just to be safe, she squeezed out her magical power to create a leash.

And without hesitation, she put the leash around the unconscious man's neck. Bern's intervention had reduced the protagonist's fate to that of the Demon King's dog.

Ch.244 - 235. The Protagonist And The Demon King
"There he is!"

"That's the bastard who messed with Lady Hades, the goddess of 50 million Suke-chans! We must catch him at all costs!"

"Damn it! I keep telling you I never did anything to Hades!"

A disheveled Kang Jun-hyeok darted through the Capital's alleyways, pursued by dozens of guards.

Wearing nothing but a tattered rag, Jun-hyeok ran with every ounce of strength he could muster.

"Damn it, why am I going through this?"

Once a promising Academy student, Kang Jun-hyeok was now nothing more than a wanted criminal.

For the crime of offending someone beloved by all, he was hunted daily by guards throughout the Capital, experiencing endless torment.

No matter how desperately he tried to escape the Capital, the strict security made it impossible.

He was essentially serving an endless sentence in the prison that was the Capital.

But one day, a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity came to Jun-hyeok.

An ant invasion—something that had never happened before in the history of the continent.

As the Capital plunged into chaos, the guards who had been tormenting Jun-hyeok no longer had time to worry about him.

Seizing the opportunity, Jun-hyeok quickly escaped from the Capital.

*Now what should I do...*

Though temporarily free, he knew it wouldn't last long.

Moreover, his body was in worse shape than when he first possessed it.

After Sherin's long imprisonment, he had lost considerable muscle mass.

Though he had regained some strength during his time on the run, his growth was minimal due to lack of proper meals.

*This is the worst...*

Despite having the greatest talent, he had lost the Academy as his growth platform, and numerous artifacts and opportunities had already been seized by others.

To escape his criminal status, he needed to accumulate achievements, but for some reason, demon-kind had become scarce.

Even villains who should have still been alive according to the original story were all gone.

Crunch-!

Having lost both power and means, Kang Jun-hyeok gritted his teeth.

He had recently learned who was behind all this.

"Bern...!"

Another transmigrator like himself who coveted his protagonist position while possessing the body of a sub-male lead.

Since their meeting, Jun-hyeok had always dreamed of revenge.

But due to the relentless pursuit, he hadn't been able to properly plan his vengeance.

*But now it's possible.*

Jun-hyeok believed that if he diligently gathered the remaining opportunities and items to grow stronger, he could eventually surpass Bern.

After all, he had possessed the body of the protagonist—a monster with limitless growth potential.

Jun-hyeok's body gave him boundless confidence.

*Let's head east.*

Jun-hyeok chose the eastern region as a place where he could freely evade pursuit while growing stronger.

The west was a vast desert with few hiding places.

The southern sea was similarly unsuitable, and he disliked the cold of the north.

Considering all factors, the east—with its moderate temperature and abundant trees for hiding—was most appropriate.

So Jun-hyeok set out on a journey eastward, leaving the Capital behind.

Even as he walked, he wracked his brain to recall the original story's progression.

Based on these memories, Jun-hyeok found and consumed various items along the way.

"Great, there's still some left here too!"

Jun-hyeok beamed with joy even at minor elixirs with minimal effects.

He was satisfied with becoming stronger bit by bit, no matter how small the improvement.

Gathering dust to build a mountain—he hoped that by gradually building his strength this way, he would eventually become powerful.

"Hahaha! What a fool, missing something so valuable! I'll monopolize all the remaining opportunities and items!"

Bern was actually aware of these opportunities and items.

He simply filtered them out because they were useless to him now.

Unaware of this, Jun-hyeok belittled Bern while fantasizing about the day he would defeat him and become the strongest.

*Come to think of it, that guy was hanging around with some pretty women, wasn't he? Including Rin.*

Jun-hyeok licked his lips.

He showed his depravity by including the fantasy of taking Bern's women for himself.

After being trapped for so long, Jun-hyeok had unknowingly become a lust-driven monster.

He was so pent up that he might attack any passing woman without hesitation.

"Oh...?"

Just then, Jun-hyeok's eyes caught sight of someone as he emerged from a cave.

A woman resting with her back against a tree trunk in the dense forest.

Though her face was hidden by a hood, she couldn't conceal the protrusions on her chest.

*A woman! And not just any woman...!*

Even as a lust-driven monster, his observation wasn't limited to her chest.

Horns slightly protruding from beneath her hood.

He realized the woman was either a beastkin or demon-kind.

*Since she's not human, I can take her without any guilt...!*

With the twisted notion that he needn't feel any remorse with a non-human, he charged forward.

With the sole intention of subduing the woman to satisfy his raging lust.

Just as Jun-hyeok was about to grab the defenseless woman's neck from behind.

"Huh...?"

Jun-hyeok's world was completely turned upside down.

***

*I must find them...*

Her precious subordinates, castle, and even her people. When she opened her eyes, everything was gone.

The Demon King had nothing left.

All she could see was her pathetically weak body and the blood-soaked earth.

It was arguably the worst resurrection day in history.

The despair didn't end there.

Even the demon-kind dispatched to invade the human realm had all gone silent.

With their headquarters gone, the remnants of demon-kind hid themselves thoroughly, fearing they would meet the same fate.

The morale of demon-kind, who had never hesitated to fight, had hit rock bottom for them to hide like this.

*It's too much for me alone to restore the morale of demon-kind once it's been lost...*

The Demon King needed an ally.

Not just any ally, but the most reliable one in the world.

However, with even her trusted inner circle dead, such a person wasn't easy to find.

Despite continuing her search for talent, hope faded as time passed.

*Was it all for nothing...*

Just as she was about to give up everything and go into seclusion.

The Demon King detected an astonishingly refined aura of malice.

It was a wave of malice so strong that it rivaled her own fully resurrected self.

*I don't know who it is, but I must recruit this person to my side. Even if they're human...!*

To persuade this person who matched her ideal talent, the Demon King followed the malicious aura.

However, the person she sought wandered all over the continent.

And sometimes they settled in places the Demon King couldn't enter.

Despite the difficult path of persuasion with few opportunities, the Demon King didn't give up and persistently followed.

Believing that they would eventually meet.

"Phew...!"

The Demon King, following the malicious aura as usual.

Exhausted from flying and walking for hours, she took a brief rest in the forest.

She was making concrete plans for what to do after successfully recruiting this person.

*First, I need to find and unite the demon-kind hiding in various places...*

The very existence of an ally would restore the morale of demon-kind who had fallen into fear.

If she could unite even the few remaining demon-kind, they would form a force that, while not as large as the Demon Realm, would still be formidable.

She planned to have them gradually conquer from the outskirts and advance toward the Capital.

*Then demon-kind will rule the world and create a better place.*

The Demon King recalled her past.

Memories with the parents who gave birth to her. But there were no good memories to speak of.

Because there was no love in the story of her birth.

To produce the next Demon King, a man and woman who didn't love each other married and had a child.

Since she wasn't a child they wanted, the Demon King received no love from her parents.

And naturally, after giving birth to the Demon King, her parents lived according to their sexual preferences.

*Father abnormally loved magical beasts, and mother preferred smelly troll men over father.*

Watching her parents abandon their daughter and continue their promiscuous lives, the Demon King felt indescribable anger.

But the world was filled with sexual desires she couldn't understand.

A world that denied even her normal thinking.

Vowing to completely overturn this world, the Demon King had worked tirelessly to reach her current position.

"What's so good about such filthy acts that everyone is so obsessed..."

The Demon King gently placed her finger between her thighs and rubbed.

But as she felt no excitement, her face hardened.

The Demon King was still a virgin who knew nothing of pleasure.

Ch.245 - 236. The Primordial Demon Sword - 1
Using the information from the druid, we headed south and searched the nearby beaches.

Even though it seemed difficult to pinpoint the location since it had been swept away by the sea, we had Prah's detection ability.

[The energy is getting closer. If we go a little further, we'll see it.]

"You can feel the demonic sword's energy nearby, right? Even if the sword tries to tempt you, don't give in, and be careful not to touch it under any circumstances."

"Understood."

"If it seems dangerous, I'll stay back!"

Rene and Rin had adapted quickly enough that I didn't need to give them separate warnings anymore.

They seemed to have understood my concern and answered promptly to ease my worries.

I was very grateful for that.

Rin and Rene were skilled enough not to be outmatched anywhere.

Worrying about them could, in a way, be seen as undermining their pride.

I felt touched that they accepted my concern without complaint, even though it might have seemed like unnecessary meddling.

*I must have saved a country in my past life. Otherwise, how could I have formed relationships with women who understand my feelings so well?*

[What strange things you say. Isn't it natural for people in love to be considerate of each other?]

*Your words are right, but there are surprisingly many cases where that's not true.*

There was something I realized after hearing my college friends' dating stories at drinking gatherings.

That dating is an emotional battle.

Women who don't take obvious things lightly, women who only consider their own position without caring about others' circumstances, women who waver and dump all choices and responsibilities on men, and so on.

There were many women in the world with troublesome personalities.

Of course, I couldn't say that the male friends who complained were completely blameless either.

I couldn't understand how people continued relationships while wearing down each other's emotions like that.

*Now I understand why people don't give up on relationships even when they fight.*

The joy of connecting hearts with someone you love was indescribably thrilling.

I thought perhaps people couldn't give up because they couldn't forget that thrill.

*In that sense, I'm a blessed guy for having spent time with Rin and Rene without fighting even once!*

[I see. Then, contractor, how about fighting with me on the topic of why you've been neglecting me lately?]

*Sorry, I'll pass.*

I felt a chill in Prah's voice that made my whole body shudder.

It was true that I had been treating Prah poorly lately, so I had nothing to say in my defense.

So I quickly ended it with an apology.

[Contractor, the demonic sword is over there.]

"Huh...? A village?"

I had thought the demonic sword would be lying alone on the sandy beach.

However, in the direction Prah pointed, there was a small village near the dock.

*Has someone already picked it up?*

[That seems to be the case.]

"Damn, this just got complicated."

When an ordinary human grasps a demonic sword, they become captivated by the sword's personality.

Without strong mental power, they quickly become a host to the demonic sword.

Even Bern, with his exceptional mental strength, constantly suffered due to being chosen by the demonic sword in the story.

At times, he was on the brink of being corrupted by the sword while enduring all sorts of unfair treatment just for possessing it.

If that was the case for Bern, what about an ordinary person with weak mental power?

There was a possibility they could become a host within an hour of grabbing the sword.

"Master, I can smell blood faintly from that village."

"Already possessed... Let's hurry!"

The behavior of a human controlled by a demonic sword falls into two main categories.

One is being consumed by destructive impulses, trying to destroy everything in sight.

While they still have some consciousness, they limit themselves to breaking objects, but once completely possessed, they slash at anything they encounter.

The other is experiencing an unquenchable thirst that can only be satisfied with human blood, not water.

No matter how much water they drink, the burning pain in their throat doesn't subside.

As their mind is gradually eaten away by thirst, they begin to self-harm and naturally taste blood.

Just a small taste of blood makes the thirst disappear, giving them an indescribable pleasure.

But the relief is temporary, and they go mad again as an even more intense thirst arises.

"That's how the demonic sword turns its host into a murderer."

[The Blood Sword we absorbed earlier was that type of demonic sword.]

"...Then are you alright, Master?"

"Suddenly?"

"Well, you're using a demonic sword too, Bern."

"I'm fine. My demonic sword is special in many ways."

[How dare you do such a thing when you threatened to destroy me right to my face...]

Prah spoke with disgust.

Having established an unequal contract through threats, this reaction was inevitable.

By now, I felt a bit sorry about it.

But at that time, remembering what Bern had suffered from demonic swords, I ended up being forceful.

There was no guarantee I wouldn't end up the same way.

"Anyway, I have no problems no matter how much I use the demonic sword, so don't worry about me."

"I understand."

"Still, if anything happens because of the demonic sword, please tell us anytime!"

"I will."

I gently patted Rene's head to show my gratitude for her concern, then turned my head again.

The person possessed by the demonic sword was the priority now, not me.

"Seeing that the nearby buildings are intact, it's not destructive impulses."

"They must be experiencing blood thirst."

"Probably. Let's go where the smell of blood is strongest."

The first sight that greeted us as we entered the village was streets stained with blood.

Blood was splattered everywhere, and there wasn't a single place without corpses.

Noticing that the blood hadn't hardened yet, I realized that the blood festival was still ongoing.

"The village interior is larger than it looks, so let's split up and search. If you find the demonic sword, send a signal."

"Understood."

"Got it!"

Rene went left, Rin went right, and I went straight ahead.

Once I was sufficiently separated from them, I called Chaos and Liri who were waiting in the shadows.

"Chaos, watch over Rin; Liri, watch over Rene. You know what to do if they're in danger, right?"

"Woof!"

"Yes, I will obey your command."

"I'm counting on you."

Chaos and Liri gestured that I could leave it to them and returned to the shadows.

They would wait in Rin and Rene's shadows and protect them when necessary.

While Rin and Rene were unlikely to be in danger, we didn't know what abilities the demonic sword possessed.

It was necessary to prepare for any contingency.

[Will you be alright without an escort?]

"I don't need one. I have you."

[Contractor...!]

"And I have Solis too."

[Just trust me... If it seems dangerous, I'll protect you...]

[Tsk!]

As soon as I mentioned Solis, I could feel Prah getting upset.

It was mean of me to ruin someone else's emotional moment, but seeing Prah's reactions made me want to keep teasing.

I'd probably get scolded later, but putting that aside for now, I focused on the smell of blood, my nostrils flaring.

"Over there...!"

Was it because of the Blood Sword?

Having become more sensitive to blood than before, I could immediately pinpoint the location of the demonic sword.

Drawn by the thick scent of blood coming from a clothing store, I kicked the door open and went inside.

"Urrrgh...!"

"Hee... Hehehehe!!"

A woman covered in blood was holding up the store owner by the collar with one hand while pointing the demonic sword at him.

With just a slight movement of her arm, the sharp blade would slice the store owner's neck and make blood gush out.

Before that could happen, I quickly rushed forward and knocked the demonic sword out of the woman's hand.

"Hehh?"

"Didn't your mother teach you not to pick up things you don't know?"

Whoosh-!

The demonic sword spun in the air and flew behind us.

A host without a demonic sword is like a husk without a seed.

If I could quickly subdue her and hold her until the blood thirst disappeared, the situation would calm down.

"Kihihihi!"

"What? What's so funny that you're laughing in such an unpleasant way?"

[Contractor!!]

The woman who had lost the sword suddenly pointed behind me with her finger.

At the same time, I heard Prah's urgent cry.

Was there a huge magical beast behind me?

The moment I turned my head to look back.

"Huh...?"

The demonic sword flew from behind and pierced through my abdomen.

Blood rushed up my throat and flowed out of my mouth.

"Khit! Kihihihi!"

[Pull yourself together!]

"......"

The woman started laughing at me while pressing her forehead, and Prah kept worrying about me.

I wanted to say something, but the blood continuously flowing from my mouth prevented me from speaking.

With no choice, I spat out a handful of blood to clear my throat.

"Prah..."

[Contractor! Are you alright? I'll stop the bleeding, so pull out the sword quickly!]

"It's fine, you don't need to."

[What nonsense are you talking about! If you stay like that, you'll die!]

"I won't die from an injury like this. It hurts like hell though."

[Then all the more reason to pull out the sword and treat the wound quickly...!]

"There's something I need to do first."

I walked confidently toward the laughing woman.

She was still laughing, but as I approached her unaffected, she gradually lost her smile.

"Shall we have a warm hug?"

"Kihihi...?"

Only then did the woman realize what I was about to do and started backing away.

However, I quickly grabbed her arm firmly and showed her a smile that stretched to the edges of my mouth.

"Where are you going in such a hurry? Even if it wasn't your intention, you stabbed someone, right? So we should have a reconciliation hug, don't you think?"

"Kuhit...!"

The woman began to resist violently.

Regardless, I yanked her arm toward me.

Even strengthened by the demonic sword, she was ridiculously weak compared to me, and she ended up getting stabbed by the sword that was protruding from my abdomen.

While tightly embracing the woman's waist, I put my mouth close to her ear and whispered softly.

"Wait. I still have my holy sword left, you know? Let me show you my strongest dual-wielding technique using both the demonic sword and the holy sword...!"

"Eeeek!!"

Just as I was about to lower my pants zipper to demonstrate my dual-wielding technique, the woman screamed and lost consciousness.

Shortly after, the demonic sword that had pierced my body slipped out and fell to the floor.

As the host collapsed, the demonic sword's will to fight automatically disappeared as well.

"Ah, what a shame."

[...For the first time, I feel ashamed that you are my contractor.]
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After laying the unconscious woman and the shop owner in a corner, I picked up the demonic sword that had fallen to the ground.

At the same time, a high-pitched ringing like a scream echoed in my head.

I snorted at the demonic sword's plea to kill just one more person.

Deciding it wasn't worth listening to anymore, I handed the sword to Prah, who was in polymorphed form.

"Absorb it. Don't show mercy even if it resists."

"Don't worry. I was planning to do that without you telling me."

Crack!

After receiving the demonic sword from me, Prah crushed the blade without hesitation.

The demonic sword, crumpled like a can, slowly broke down into particles and gradually seeped into Prah.

I was quite surprised by how different this absorption felt compared to the previous method, as if the sword was being unified rather than simply consumed.

Perhaps she absorbed it in such a violent way because it had wounded me.

*Even though I said it was fine...*

It wasn't even a fatal wound, and the injured area had already healed thanks to the troll's blood.

Besides, it was an ambush I could have easily avoided, but I deliberately chose not to dodge.

The reason was simple—I used my body to bind the demonic sword so it couldn't do anything else strange.

However, from Prah's perspective, she couldn't take it lightly and treated the sword that stabbed me harshly.

I felt somewhat apologetic and regretted not giving her advance notice before getting hit.

"Contractor, the absorption is complete."

"Then can you tell me what ability it had?"

"...I'll explain everything at once later."

"Why? Does it have an ability that's troublesome to explain?"

"No, I'm postponing the explanation because there's only one more demonic sword left before this body becomes perfect."

"You've already collected that many? But time-wise, we might have to fight Ignite before absorbing another demonic sword, so I'd prefer if you told me now."

"Don't be hasty. We'll absorb the last one today as well."

"...Is the last demonic sword nearby too?"

Prah nodded silently with a smile.

"It's right here in this village."

"What?"

"Since the aura of demonic swords can overlap, even I only realized it just now. After completely absorbing this sword, I noticed the aura of demonic swords hasn't disappeared, which means the last one is also in this village."

"I see. Do you know what the last demonic sword is?"

"If there's one ability lacking among those dwelling within me, it's only one. Absorption—the identity of the last demonic sword is the Demonic Sword of Absorption."

"So the last one is the Absorption sword, as I expected..."

"You know about that one?"

"Yes."

While I was ignorant about other demonic swords, I knew about the Demonic Sword of Absorption.

It was the very sword that had parasitized Bern and caused him pain in the original story.

True to its name, it possessed the ability to absorb, steadily draining people's vitality and strength.

It had the powerful ability to steal power from those it cut and infinitely strengthen its host, but there was a major problem.

If it didn't regularly drain the vitality of others, the Demonic Sword of Absorption would steal its host's life force.

Bern didn't hesitate to kill, but he had a firm belief in only killing absolute evils and heinous criminals.

That's why instances of Bern killing people in the story were rare.

There's a possibility he eliminated bandits and thieves during unmentioned periods, but such villains were so few they might as well have been extinct.

This meant the days the Absorption sword tormented Bern were likely quite long.

"It also played a big role in getting Bern expelled from the Academy and turning him into a criminal..."

What's more terrifying is that the Absorption sword had a strange obsession with Bern, following him like a ghost even when he tried to discard it.

Because of this, whenever readers discussed Bern's biggest mistake, the Pink-Haired Slut and the demonic sword competed for the title, heating up the novel community.

I personally think the Pink-Haired Slut and the Absorption sword are pretty much the same.

"Prah, accepting the Absorption sword won't change your personality or nature, will it?"

"I can't say there won't be any changes, but they'll be minimal."

"Really? That's a relief."

I didn't want Absorption's obsessive nature to transfer to Prah.

I want her to remain exactly as she is now, as I've seen and felt her.

As my bickering friend, lovely lover, and one-of-a-kind precious sword.

"Where is the Demonic Sword of Absorption?"

"Go outside and head northeast. That's where Rin went."

Bang!

Right on cue, a small explosion occurred in the distance.

It was the flare I had given to Rin and Rene before we split up.

It meant they had found the Demonic Sword of Absorption.

"Let's hurry."

"Yes."

It was time to cut off another evil connection to Bern.

***

While the Demonic Sword of Absorption had a strange obsession with Bern, it had various hosts before meeting him.

Starting with ordinary people, then a knight of a fallen nation, a mercenary who turned the tide of battle, an undefeated gladiator, and so on.

It repeatedly changed hosts, and among them, there was one particularly famous individual.

"The current host of Absorption is probably Keil von Landgreen."

The daughter of the famous Landgreen Count family, known for producing excellent swordsmen.

She was a senior who graduated before Kang Jun-hyeok and Bern even entered the Academy, and was so talented that she was promised the position of next knight commander.

However, Keil's future was severely twisted after her encounter with the Demonic Sword of Absorption.

"Intoxicated by the sword's power, she committed serious crimes by attacking and killing many strong individuals while hiding her identity."

Eventually she was caught, and the kingdom issued a warrant for her arrest. Count Landgreen set out to subjugate his daughter himself to restore the family's honor.

But Keil had become unreasonably strong, and the Landgreen family's swordsmen became her nourishment.

Thus, the Landgreen Count family rapidly declined and disappeared into history.

[What makes you certain it's her?]

"Because until it met Bern, the Absorption sword had her as its host. And the fall of Landgreen happened three years ago."

[If it's been that long, she must have accumulated considerable power. Will you be alright?]

Prah's view was correct.

By the time Bern encountered the Demonic Sword of Absorption, Keil had already reached the ranks of the world's strongest.

Yet Bern was able to defeat her and possess the sword because of the sword's whim.

The exact reason wasn't detailed, but the Absorption sword took more interest in Bern than Keil.

After taking control of its host's mind, the sword transferred to Bern without causing any bloodshed.

Without such a development, Bern would have become Keil's nourishment.

"Even if she's an opponent I can't handle, I can't back down. Rin is already there, and this is one of the things I must resolve. Besides, if we leave it alone any longer, it will truly become unmanageable."

[You're prepared then.]

"Of course!"

I dashed through the streets, heading toward the sound of clashing swords.

After lightly jumping over minor obstacles, I came upon the sight of two women relentlessly clashing.

"Impressive skill. I had no idea such a strong person existed."

"..."

"You don't chat during battle, I see. Then I'll follow your approach."

Clang! Clang! Clang!

The two women created new trajectories with their swords before the previous ones could fade.

Their speed was so fast it was difficult to follow without straining my eyes.

The sparks from their countless collisions were dazzling.

[Are they evenly matched?]

"No, Rin has a slight advantage."

While Keil's swordsmanship was straightforward, Rin's was irregular and cunning.

A sword strike that started aimed at the neck would twist midway to target the lower abdomen.

Her technical swordsmanship was gradually wearing down her opponent.

However, Keil seemed unfazed by minor wounds and didn't slow down.

On the contrary, she increased her speed as she bled more.

"If this becomes a prolonged battle, Rin might end up at a disadvantage."

Rin's swordsmanship was perfect and elegant compared to Landgreen's style.

However, her opponent was using a demonic sword as a cheat key, so she couldn't overwhelm her.

"Above all, if Rin accidentally cuts the demonic sword even slightly, her power will be stolen. That would create a clear difference in strength."

[Then shouldn't we quickly devise a countermeasure?]

"There's no need for that. I've already prepared a contingency plan for this situation."

[You're not planning to fight as a group, are you?]

"Come on, even I wouldn't do something like that."

[Then what exactly are you planning to do?]

"Think about it. The battle we're watching seems like a duel between Rin and Keil, but it's different. Since Keil's reason is captured by the demonic sword, she's essentially fighting against the sword's will."

[So?]

"What would happen if we helped restore the host's reason?"

[Are you saying there's a way to free this woman Keil from the demonic sword's mental control?]

"Of course there is. We have a companion who excels in that field."

As soon as I spoke, purple tentacles emerged from Keil's shadow, wriggling.

Keil, focused on her battle with Rin, was caught by Liri's tentacles before she could notice.

She quickly tried to cut the tentacles with her sword to escape, but before she could, the tentacles penetrated her ear.

"You know, brainwashing is fundamentally about tentacles, not demonic swords."

The first eroge I experienced in my life also involved tentacle brainwashing.

It was so famous that almost everyone knew about it.

Nodding, I signaled to Liri with a hand gesture.

"Uhoook?!"

Keil, who had been silent until now, let out a vulgar moan and began to tremble.

Liri was massaging her brain, altering her common sense and helping her regain her reason.

"Tentacles really are efficient, I must say."

While I was watching with a bright smile, the demonic sword slipped from Keil's hand.

I thought it would simply fall to the ground, but midway, the sword began transforming into a human form.

[That thing...! It had absorbed polymorphing ability too!]

"This feels like phase 2."

The Absorption sword had black hair that reached down to its waist.

Its unusually long bangs covered one eye, and the eye visible through the parting was filled with hostility.

"Ugh! I-I won't forgive you!"

A hunched-forward posture and a low voice.

It was unpleasantly gloomy, but there was a legitimate reason for her posture.

Her enormous watermelon-sized chest was distorting her posture.

"Great, it's time for Mind-Sword Union!"

"Stop that!"

As I started to get excited while standing with my arms crossed, Prah kicked me.

"I'll deal with this myself, so stay put, contractor!"

It seems it's not my turn to step up after all.
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I quietly crouched down to watch as Prah told me to stay put and observe.

Meanwhile, Lin, who had been fighting with Keil, showed a bewildered expression, clearly not understanding what was happening.

Prah patted Lin's shoulder as if saying to leave it to her, then stepped forward.

Lin, who had never seen Prah's polymorph, let alone Liri, hesitated for a moment before looking at me.

I gestured for her to come over, not knowing what else to do for the confused woman.

Lin sheathed her sword and sat down demurely beside me.

"Gracious Teacher, could you explain what's happening?"

"First of all, we're all on the same side, so don't worry. I'll introduce everyone after this is all over."

"I see. So you had more hidden forces than expected."

"Yes, so let's just sit back and watch."

"Understood."

Liri was having a grand time restraining and playing with the daughter of the prestigious count family.

Not stopping at manipulating her brain through her ears, Liri shaped her tentacles like injection needles and injected something into her body.

Each time, Keil trembled and let out strange moans.

Regardless, Liri continued her modifications with an evil smile, looking like a mad scientist.

It really hit home that one shouldn't expect common sense or mercy from an extraterrestrial being.

"Are you sure it's okay to leave her like that?"

"Yes, it should be fine. Probably..."

Keil was a character who would die pathetically due to a self-destruct command when the Demonic Sword of Absorption changed hosts.

A character with a brilliant and promising beginning but a tragic end.

From her perspective, wouldn't it be better to remain alive, regardless of what torment she endured?

She would simply never be able to return to her former self after Liri's modifications.

"Liri, only modify her enough that she can still function in daily life."

"Yes!"

Liri is the type who does well enough without much interference.

Figuring a simple warning would suffice, I turned my attention elsewhere.

More interesting than the Shoggoth's personality modification was the encounter between the demonic swords.

The cheerful big-sister type Prah versus the gloomy classmate type Demonic Sword of Absorption.

I couldn't predict what would happen between them.

I could use some popcorn.

"It's been a long time. Or is this our first meeting since the division?"

"...That one was devoured by you, wasn't it?"

"If you're referring to the other demonic sword in this village, then yes. And now you're the last one."

"G-Get lost...! I have no intention of merging into one!"

"Your intentions are irrelevant. My contractor desires the primordial demonic sword, you see."

"Don't think I'll just stand by and watch...!"

"Ahahah! Since ancient times, the best way to persuade a disobedient dog was with a beating!"

The tension between the two demonic swords was palpable.

The verbal sparring was merely the prelude; after sizing each other up, they charged simultaneously.

A brawl began as their fists collided.

Prah, being relatively taller, didn't stop at punches but swung her leg to strike at the face.

The Demonic Sword of Absorption focused solely on Prah's abdomen, fighting with a single-minded approach.

While their fighting styles differed, they shared one thing in common—neither bothered to guard at all.

Is that because they're both swords?

Anyway, their injuries kept mounting—nosebleeds, dark bruises on their skin, and more.

"Man, they're fighting brutally..."

Crack! Thud! Crunch! Snap!

I was shocked watching the two of them exchange blows without backing down an inch.

It was like watching a mixed martial arts match.

As I held my breath watching the fierce battle, something changed between the two demonic swords who had been fighting silently.

"Die...!"

"Kuk!"

The Demonic Sword of Absorption wrapped fire around its fist and pounded Prah's abdomen.

Though Prah staggered at the unexpected use of an ability, she didn't back down and immediately countered.

The blood from their fight transformed into bullets and pierced through the Absorption sword's shoulder.

"Argh...!"

"It's not over yet!"

The corpses scattered around rose and firmly grabbed the Absorption sword's limbs.

In that state, Prah wrapped Sword Ki around her arms and began pummeling.

The sharply honed energy left lacerations on the body, causing the Absorption sword to spill blood and moans.

Just when victory seemed certain, light burst from the Absorption sword's battered body.

The moment I saw this, I quickly grabbed Lin's hand beside me and moved away.

"G-Gracious Teacher?"

"This doesn't look good."

BOOM!

My unease became reality as an explosion engulfed the surrounding area.

Having left early, Lin and I suffered minimal damage, but the villagers' corpses were completely obliterated.

And Prah, who had been nearby...

"Ptui!"

She was wiping away sweat running down her chin while spitting blood.

Being essentially a demonic sword, she only suffered blackened skin despite taking the explosion head-on.

She was sturdy enough to show no other injuries.

Though I didn't need to worry, I rushed to where Prah was.

"Die!"

From within the black smoke caused by the explosion, a red-haired female knight swung the Demonic Sword of Absorption.

I threw a punch in sync, barely managing to deflect the sword strike that had been heading toward Prah's neck.

"Contractor?"

"Be careful. Even if you're a demonic sword, you could be done for if you let your guard down."

Prah nodded, acknowledging her mistake.

"...I see. That attack would have been dangerous if you hadn't helped me."

"Thank Liri for the warning later."

The Shoggoth cells nestled on my shoulder had detected the danger and warned me.

The large explosion had freed Keil from her restraints, telling me to prepare.

Thanks to that, I was able to protect Prah just in time.

"More importantly, what will you do now? Still want to fight alone?"

"No, in this state, it would be difficult on my own."

Keil, who as the host was completely unaffected by the explosion her demonic sword had caused.

Just as Liri had predicted, she had joined forces with the sword and launched a surprise attack on Prah.

"To fight that one, I desperately need the contractor's assistance."

"Then it's decided."

Prah transformed back into a sword and returned to me.

The grip felt familiar and comfortable, as I had used it so often.

"Let's switch players and start round two."

A sword only finds its true value when it becomes one with its swordsman.

Until then, it was merely a sword fighting on its own, but now it's different.

Beyond the skill of the sword and swordsman, the outcome would be determined by which side had the stronger bond.

"Let's see just how strong you two are."

I flicked my index finger as if inviting them to come at me, and sharp sword energies rushed in from both sides.

Recognizing a swordsman of exceptional skill, I easily deflected the two consecutive strikes.

As soon as I successfully parried, a three-hit combo with increased precision came at me simultaneously.

While impressed by attacks that proved why she was called a genius knight from a prestigious count family, I calmly blocked them.

[Be careful, we don't know what abilities she might have acquired through absorption.]

Now that I had gauged Keil's skill level, the variable was the abilities possessed by the Demonic Sword of Absorption.

Having killed hundreds of people and stolen their abilities, even minor abilities could overwhelm through sheer quantity.

"Then the only option is to crush them with overwhelming power in one go..."

I heightened my senses.

Since I had no intention of using magic this time, I didn't pound my heart.

I simply gazed at my opponent calmly, silencing even my own breathing.

The Landgreen swordsmanship, refined over generations by addressing countless weaknesses—

It was difficult to find any openings, though not entirely without them.

While the general public might consider it nearly perfect, my eyes saw differently.

"Sloppy."

"...?"

Keil, who had been acting like a puppet until now, reacted to my harsh criticism.

Her sword strikes began carrying more power.

It seems she couldn't tolerate the subconscious disparagement of her family's swordsmanship.

"I think I understand what happened. You thought your swordsmanship was already perfect and sought ways to become stronger, so you got involved with the Demonic Sword of Absorption? Then pathetically lost your body to it."

"Ugh...!"

"You must have thought your swordsmanship was the strongest because everyone around you praised it, but that was your arrogant judgment."

"Uaah...!!"

"This pathetic swordsmanship is supposed to be the strongest? The swordsmanship I teach to passing dogs would be stronger."

"UAAAH!"

At my nearly insulting words, Keil pressed me with veins popping out.

Simultaneously, magic circles began forming on the Demonic Sword of Absorption, unleashing various elemental magics.

[Contractor.]

"Yes, I know."

A Dispel spell would make them all disappear.

But I didn't use magic. No, I couldn't use it.

I had completely closed off the magical power within me to focus my senses on the connection with Prah.

"It's okay if I cut it, right?"

[It's fine. Whatever form it takes, I can absorb it if it's a demonic sword.]

I smiled slightly and loosened my grip on the sword.

I held Prah so loosely she seemed about to fall, but I wasn't worried.

Prah would never leave my hand, nor would I ever drop her.

Mind-Sword Union formed through a strong bond of trust.

I swung the sword lightly and gently, as if sweeping with a broom.

Some might have thought I cut through empty air, but to my eyes, it was a strike that cut through space itself.

"I've finally reached that level too."

"Uah...?"

"You'd do well to remember this strike you're witnessing now."

Without any sound, the field of vision split in half and began to misalign.

If the slash I used against Chaos caused a rift in space, this was a cut that severed space.

It was a technique that matched the essence of a sword's "cutting" and was only possible for someone who had mastered the sword.

"It's the sword energy of someone who has reached the Grand Sword Master level, even if temporarily."

CLANG!

The Demonic Sword of Absorption was cut in half and fell to the ground.

Starting with that, all objects in front of me that I had been watching split in half.

I had cut everything from the village's outer wall to the mountains beyond the horizon.

It was the power that Kang Jun-hyeok had shown during the final battle with the Demon King.

"You probably can't understand anything right now. But if this memory remains, perhaps someday you too might reach this level."

I patted Keil's shoulder.

She collapsed to the ground and lost consciousness.

She must have passed out after being freed from the demonic sword's control.

"Prah, you can absorb it now."

"Understood."

Leaving my hand, Prah transformed back into human form and picked up the Demonic Sword of Absorption.

The sword changed into uniform particles and was sucked into her body.

Prah's body also began to glow, and she tried to hold back her laughter before finally letting it burst out.

"Ah, this thrilling and sweet sensation. How many hundreds of years has it been...?"

With the luminescence, Prah's body also changed.

Her hair grew even longer, and her figure became increasingly voluptuous.

"After enduring for so long, this day has finally come."

Prah was expressing her current feelings one by one with an ecstatic expression.

Is she really that happy?

As I pondered this question, dense demonic energy suddenly began flowing from Prah's body.

"Contractor, first let me thank you. Thanks to your efforts, I have returned to the time when I was called the world's strongest."

"That's good."

"But at the same time, you have become insufficient to wield me. So regrettably, our meeting ends here."

"Hey, you haven't forgotten our contract, have you?"

"Contract? You mean this?"

Prah pulled out a thin parchment and waved it in front of me.

Then she casually tore it in half and threw it behind her.

"Nothing can bind me now! Even a contract based on divine authority!"

Prah was laughing so hard it seemed the heavens and earth would shake.

"Out of consideration for our time together, I'll spare you alone. But I declare here that I will show no mercy to the detestable humans!"

And so began the end of humanity.

***

"Uhoook! Ohok♡"

"So what do you have to say?"

"I-I... never submit to anything...keuheung!!"

"That's not it. You need to say it properly."

"Heuik! Yes! Ugeuk!"

"Hurry up."

"I-I am the strongest...! Heuut♡ But before the Holy Sword, I am the weakest!!"

And thus ended the end of humanity.
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In the ruined village square, devastated by the Demonic Sword, Prah was prostrating herself before me as I sat on the edge of the fountain. Only corpses and collapsed building debris remained after all survivors had fled.

"I'm sorry!" she exclaimed.

"Hmm? What are you sorry for?"

"Though I wasn't in my right mind, I sincerely apologize for deceiving you and unilaterally breaking our contract!"

"Couldn't you come up with a better excuse?"

"It's true that I wasn't in my right mind! During the original regression, my mental state was compromised by the wills of all the demonic swords I had absorbed. I must have unconsciously rebelled against my contractor because I absorbed demonic swords with hostility toward humans."

"And now?"

"Now I have subdued all the demonic swords' wills and suppressed them. No other personalities will emerge, and I can promise to live solely as Prah, devoted only to my contractor."

"Is that so? But why have you been calling me your contractor? There's no contract between us anymore."

"Ugh...!"

Beads of cold sweat began rolling down Prah's cheeks at my icy tone.

Her pupils trembled violently, unable to focus.

I smiled cheerfully as I watched her floundering, but my smile must have felt like intense pressure to her, as she bowed her head deeply.

"W-would you consider making a new contract with me?"

"A new contract?"

"Of course, I'm not suggesting this empty-handed. I won't object to any conditions far more favorable to you than our previous contract."

"Even if we make a new contract, you might just tear it up again later."

"I have excellent methods to prevent that."

Prah explained in a measured voice various ways to make the contract unbreakable: making it impossible to access the contract without mutual consent, causing unconsciousness if the contract is touched, or becoming a lifelong slave if the contract is torn up.

She laid out one plausible solution after another.

"If you choose one of these methods, we can prevent something like this from happening again."

"Not bad."

"Then...!"

"But you're still a traitor, aren't you?"

Prah's expression, which had brightened with hope, instantly froze.

My final remark had apparently delivered the knockout blow.

I was about to add more comments like "Why should I follow a traitor's suggestion?" or "Aren't all your proposals hiding some loophole?" but I couldn't bring myself to say such things to Prah, who was already knocked down.

*I know she didn't really mean to betray me.*

If she had truly intended to betray me, she would have tried to kill me instead of showing mercy.

Moreover, she would have rejected my hand when I led her to the inn instead of showing off her abilities.

The fact that she submitted to me and even gave herself to me suggests that, even in her confused state, Prah's personality was accepting me.

She had explained with her own mouth that she wasn't sure if she could maintain her current personality after becoming the Primordial Demonic Sword.

*I know you did nothing wrong. But still...*

I simply enjoyed teasing her.

As if joining in my amusement, Solis approached me in her polymorphed form and leaned against me.

"Husband, I recommend... using me from now on...!"

"What nonsense are you spouting! I am the contractor's only sword!"

"A traitor... talking back?"

"Eek! Even if I'm abandoned, I'll absorb you before I'm discarded!"

"Kyaa."

Solis fled with a soulless scream as Prah chased after her.

It seemed Prah had definitely grown stronger if even the consistently rebellious Solis was running away from her.

Leaving the two bickering behind, I approached Rene and Rin, who had been watching us curiously.

"Were you surprised?"

"If I said no... that would be a lie. Yes, I was very surprised. I've never seen swords that transform into humans and think and move on their own."

"Really? I thought polymorph abilities were quite well-known."

"While it's an ability all dragons can use, it's nearly miraculous for other species to transform into humans. Even Queen Ant Maryan, after eating the legendary Orichalcum, couldn't become completely human-like, could she?"

"Now that you mention it, that's true."

I had taken polymorph abilities for granted since everyone around me used them so freely.

Even Chaos rolls around in the meadow every full moon night, wanting to temporarily become human.

Though his motives were impure—wanting to gain my favor—I still appreciated his effort.

"I had suspected that since you collected demonic swords, they might be able to transform into humans. I just never expected you to carry two swords with such exceptional abilities."

"Hahaha, one is the demonic sword I've been nurturing all this time, and the other was created by the Magic Tower Master."

"The Magic Tower Master... with his abilities, he certainly could create such a sword."

"That's high praise."

"While his personality was terrible, his abilities were fairly outstanding. Of course, compared to you, he was merely a mediocrity."

I nodded in agreement with Rin's objective assessment.

Though the Magic Tower Master was a bastard, as the leader of the Magic Tower, he created various artifacts and magical tools with many talented individuals.

In terms of leadership, crafting ability, and innovative imagination, even I had things to learn from him.

"You don't need to praise me that much. I proved my superiority when I killed him with my own hands."

"I apologize."

"I wasn't asking for an apology..."

"You can communicate with them, right?"

"Of course. Let me introduce them briefly—the one being chased is the demonic sword Solis, and the one doing the chasing is Prah."

I pointed at each of them as I explained to Rin and Rene.

I gave them just names and identities, suggesting they hear the details directly from the swords themselves.

I thought if I explained everything, they might miss the opportunity to become friends with each other.

"Then what about those tentacles from before?"

"About that..."

*Clap, clap!*

With two claps of my hands, a black dog and a purple slime emerged from my shadow.

Chaos performed an elaborate somersault and landed perfectly.

In contrast, Liri crawled out sluggishly.

Perhaps she hadn't fully recovered from the explosion?

"You've all probably seen this puppy before. He appeared suddenly when we encountered Qiongqi."

"Yes, I've known of his existence since we were traveling in the Northern Region."

"Ah, that's right, Rin, you've met him before."

"Yes. We first met when I was dealing with assassins targeting you in the snow field."

"Assassins? Tell me more about that."

"It's not a pleasant story. At that time, we fought thinking each other was a threatening enemy. That's all."

"Ah, I see."

The assassin story was news to me.

It was the first I'd heard about assassins coming after me during my travels in the north.

Still, I was glad their first meeting had apparently ended well.

"I've always regretted not determining a winner back then, so I'm glad to meet you again."

"Arr!"

Rin naturally placed her hand on her scabbard, while Chaos bared his teeth threateningly.

It seemed their fight wasn't over after all.

But I had no reason to stop them.

As a martial artist myself, how could I stop those who wanted to determine superiority?

I decided to mediate only if the fight got too intense.

"Pleased to meet you, dragon lady. I am Shoggoth. My master has bestowed upon me the wonderful name Liri."

"By master, do you mean Bern?"

"That's correct."

The sluggish Liri had transformed into her usual maid slime form and was now responding to Rene.

Liri was fundamentally polite by nature, so she wouldn't cause any friction.

However, I was slightly worried that her tentacles might reach toward Rin and Rene at any moment.

I hoped they would get along without any conflict.

"Contractor!"

"Hm? What is it? Is the game of tag already over?"

"My victory...!"

"I haven't given up yet!"

Solis raised both hands in a V for victory, rejoicing.

Prah scolded her but quickly turned back to me.

"I haven't given up on absorbing Solis, but I have urgent news for my contractor."

"What is it?"

"As I became the Primordial Demonic Sword, I recalled memories from before I was separated."

"And?"

"Don't be shocked when you hear this."

"I won't be shocked, so stop stalling and tell me."

I wondered if she was joking, but there wasn't a trace of playfulness in Prah's eyes.

This really was important.

"After the first Demon King was vanquished by the hero and the demon army was falling apart, I saw something. No, I couldn't help but see it."

"What exactly did you see?"

"A man with a different appearance but the same soul as yours!"

At that moment—

*Click!*

The pocket watch I had kept in my breast pocket, thinking it was broken, began to tick again.

Ch.249 - 240. The Primordial Demon Sword - 5
After the battle with Pink-Haired Slut who was mutating due to foreign gods.

I nearly returned empty-handed after missing her by a hair's breadth, but Prah's keen eye found something—a broken pocket watch.

It was sealed by some mysterious power, and would remain so until Prah became the Primordial Demonic Sword.

"Come to think of it, I completely forgot we had this watch."

"At the time we acquired it, I couldn't break the seal due to insufficient magical energy."

"So now that it's started moving again, does that mean the seal is broken?"

"No, the seal hasn't been broken yet. It started working for a different reason."

Prah gently took the pocket watch from my hand.

I felt sympathy watching her as she caressed the surface of the watch affectionately, as if some profound story was hidden inside it.

"More importantly, there was someone in the past who had the same soul as me?"

"Yes. I remember they matched perfectly with you."

"Before I ask about your past memories in detail—you could even see souls?"

"It's an ability of the sword that pierced your abdomen. It can sever the connection between soul and body. I've been taking over empty human shells after tearing out their souls."

"I was pretty lucky to survive after being stabbed by such a sword, then."

"The bond between a contractor's body and soul must have been too strong to sever easily. Anyway, that's not the important point."

Prah pointed at me with her finger.

"Why was there someone with the same soul as you in the distant past? That's what we need to figure out."

"Could it be reincarnation or something like that?"

"As I understand it, souls of the dead either suffer eternally in hell according to their sins, ascend to find peace, or are reconstructed to be born as new life. Even if it were reincarnation, it couldn't be perfectly identical to your soul."

"That's profound."

"The only way to keep a soul in the mortal realm would be to become undead, but your heart is beating perfectly fine, isn't it?"

"Of course. I've never experienced death."

"That's why I'm even more confused."

"What if the current me traveled to the past?"

"I can't rule out the possibility, but I remember the man's appearance was completely different from you, my contractor."

Prah twisted her lips with a troubled expression.

I couldn't understand why she was being so serious about whoever she had seen in the past.

Since I hadn't witnessed what Prah had seen, her concerns didn't really resonate with me.

Was it really such a problem that there was a man with the same soul as mine in the past?

I just scratched my head with a dubious expression.

"I don't think we'll find an answer by racking our brains over something we can't understand. Let's think about this issue slowly later."

"If that's what you want, very well."

"Besides, you said the seal on that pocket watch hasn't been broken yet, right? Wouldn't we learn something if we broke the seal?"

"Hmm... No, I think it's better to leave this seal intact for now. As you said, there are other matters we should focus on at the moment."

Prah returned the pocket watch to me.

The second hand of the watch, surrounded by a faint magical energy, was moving little by little.

I became curious about the secret hidden in the watch, but Prah was right.

The reason for completing the Primordial Demonic Sword was to crush Ignite, not to investigate the watch.

The watch's secret could wait until after the red lizard was eliminated.

"That's true."

End of the topic that was overheating my brain.

With the determination not to think about it anymore, I put the watch back in my pocket.

Then I looked at Prah directly again.

"Do you have anything else you want to say?"

"Well, except for getting a bit bigger, there's not much difference in your appearance."

"If I changed drastically, wouldn't it be difficult for you to accept this body? So I only slightly enhanced the parts you like."

"And the part you 'enhanced' was the chest?"

"I knew exactly where your gaze was directed when fighting against the Demonic Sword of Absorption."

"You should focus on the fight. Don't pay attention to where I'm looking."

"It was because your gaze was so intense. I won't say it's wrong to be true to your desires, but restrain yourself when others are fighting."

I tried to point out her mistake but ended up getting scolded instead.

Since everything she said was correct, I had no choice but to keep my mouth shut.

Watching an enemy's chest while allies are fighting—I deserved a harsh scolding.

"Alright, I'll restrain myself."

"Don't restrain yourself—just look at mine from now on! That's fine."

Prah proudly straightened her shoulders and showed off her chest.

Even after becoming the Primordial Demonic Sword, I thought she still maintained her competitive spirit in the strangest areas.

I smiled slightly and carefully asked the question I had originally intended to ask.

"By the way, apart from your appearance, has anything else changed significantly?"

"Of course! Can't you see how much stronger I've become?"

"No matter how much stronger you've become, I haven't had a chance to use you since you were completed."

"My, how demanding you are."

Prah returned to her sword form and lay down conspicuously in front of me.

I assumed she meant for me to freely handle her.

However, it felt awkward to use her without finalizing our contract renewal.

As I was hesitating, Solis approached me, causing Prah to jump up.

[Why are you dawdling? Hurry and experience my superior performance!]

"But we haven't renewed our contract yet."

[You're hesitating to use me over such a trivial matter?]

"Trivial? How do I know when you might betray me again?"

"Yes, that's a reasonable and rational concern..."

[Grrrr! Fine! Will this do?]

Blood began to form droplets on Prah's surface.

Using blood magic, she created a thin parchment with blood and wrote on it with dark energy.

The contract terms were straightforward.

Even if I died of natural causes, Prah would remain bound to me for life.

She could not rebel or harm me in any way, and only I could unilaterally terminate the contract.

Additionally, she had to fulfill any of my wishes, and if she disobeyed my orders, she would have to surrender herself to Solis—an absurd clause.

"Can you handle that?"

"Of course!"

The contract terms were completely disadvantageous to Prah.

Even I thought this was too much, but she pushed forward confidently.

I could feel that Prah was sincerely determined.

Still, the contract was too extreme, so I reached out to modify some of the content.

But the blood contract interpreted my gesture as agreement and my fingerprint, and the contract was sealed.

[Great! Now I am your only sword!]

Prah, who had been on the ground, spun in the air and wrapped herself around my hand.

At the same time, a vast amount of magical energy flowed from her into me, making power surge throughout my body.

I had been mixing Prah's magical energy with my sword ki before, but now the amount of magical energy was overwhelming.

My eyebrows twitched at her ability to endlessly produce magical energy, like a Dragon Heart that generates infinite magical power.

She truly demonstrated what a genuine demonic sword was.

[It's too early to be surprised! My capabilities don't end here.]

The runes that were part of Prah's identity emitted colorful light.

Suddenly, my world completely changed.

I could see all corpses within a 10km radius around me.

Even corpses buried deep underground.

Amazingly, I felt like I could control all these corpses as my limbs, regardless of their depth.

Considering that I could previously only resurrect corpses visible to my eyes with necromancy, I realized this was an incredible evolution in capability.

"This is insane."

[Hehe! It's still too early to be surprised.]

Prah visualized what she could accomplish and transmitted it directly into my mind.

Blood magic that could create a sea of blood across the surrounding area with just a single drop.

Replication ability that could multiply into tens of thousands, covering the world with demonic swords.

The ability to sever souls, not just killing (死) but completely erasing (滅) them from existence.

Polymorph ability to transform into any form, not limited to a sword.

And finally, the absorption ability to steal anything from opponents—their abilities, life force, magical power, and more.

If there was such a thing as a dream gift set, this would be it.

Each ability was among the most powerful imaginable.

"...Haha."

[You're so amazed by my excellence that you can't even speak properly!]

"That's part of it, but I'm actually laughing because there's something I absolutely cannot understand."

[What don't you understand? Do you think there's something among the images I showed that I can't actually do?]

"No, I'm not doubting you—I'm doubting the first Demon King's qualifications."

I couldn't believe the first Demon King was defeated by a hero despite possessing such a demonic sword.

With these capabilities, even a passing child could overthrow the Holden Kingdom.

If used by a Demon King, one could challenge not just heroes but even gods.

How could someone who created such a masterpiece be defeated so pathetically?

If I could go back in time, I'd want to find him and ask him directly.

[The first Demon King had a cautious personality and was afraid to use me. Also, I think the contract conditions I proposed back then were unreasonable.]

"That makes a bit more sense, but I wonder if it was okay for you to make a contract with me. Weren't there swordsmen all over the world who would give up their liver or gallbladder to contract with you?"

[A foolish question. No swordsman in the world could have replaced you.]

"Why? There might be someone like Rin somewhere with better swordsmanship than mine."

[Do you think there's anyone else who would subdue a demonic sword by thrusting a holy sword into it in a state of complete abandon?]

"Ah!"

There was no one but me.

Ch.250 - 241. Villains In The Desert - 1
The hot sun beat down strongly on the western desert.

Even in this place where nothing but sand could be seen in all directions, there were several clusters of people living together in small communities.

Among them, the Black Scorpion tribe, who wrapped themselves in turbans and long, thin clothes while riding camels, were heading to a nearby oasis today to obtain drinking and agricultural water.

"Hmph! I wonder how much the water fee has increased today..."

"Father, the Red Scale tribe's tyranny has become extreme recently. As a tribe living in the same desert, this is an unjust treatment!"

"What can we do about it? They have the Red Dragon backing them. Small tribes like ours have no means to resist."

"Many of our tribespeople are already talking about merging with the Red Scale tribe. Chief, shouldn't we make a decision soon?"

"...If we were under a dragon's protection, we could live comfortably. But there are many disturbing rumors. It's said that the Red Scale tribe routinely violates the men of subordinate tribes, and even works strong women like slaves."

"But if we remain as we are, their tyranny will only worsen with each passing day."

"Sigh! The oasis used to be the shared property of all desert tribes. Now it has become the exclusive possession of those blinded by greed..."

Not all desert dwellers followed the Red Dragon.

Long ago, the desert tribes worshipped the God of Fire, and many tribes, valuing tradition, refused to come under the Red Dragon's rule.

But one day, a Red Dragon came to the volcanic area at the edge of the desert and made it its nest.

Immediately afterward, the Red Dragon massacred the desert tribes with overwhelming force and ruled them through fear.

It committed atrocities, threatening to kill those who wouldn't follow it, forcing them to worship it.

As a result, the proportion of people who revered the Red Dragon more than the God of Fire had increased.

"The oasis was once a symbol of peace for all tribes."

"Father..."

"I must be getting quite old. To think that common desert sand would bring tears to my eyes..."

The old man, who appeared to be the leader of the Black Scorpion tribe, wiped away the droplets forming in his eyes.

Knowing that as chief he shouldn't easily show tears, he made up an excuse.

Though it was clearly due to his overwhelming emotions, he blamed the sand dust.

This showed just how desperate their situation had become.

The Red Dragon, now the power of the west, exploited humans by demanding food, entertainment, and even sexual gratification.

In return, it declared across the continent that it would protect those who followed it, giving rise to the Red Scale tribe.

The Red Scale tribe, backed by the Red Dragon's protection, immediately began pressuring other tribes.

They committed atrocities, demanding that others meet their demands if they wished to avoid the dragon's wrath.

They perfectly embodied the role of corrupt middle managers.

Their tyranny grew increasingly vicious and widespread, now spreading their influence across the entire continent.

As the perception of desert tribes worsened, other innocent tribes were also being unfairly blamed.

"Chief! Something terrible has happened!"

"What is this unseemly behavior before the chief? Lower your voice!"

"I-I'm sorry!"

"It's fine. What happened?"

"The monster of the oasis has appeared!"

"You mean the magical beast that's been devouring humans indiscriminately for the past few days?"

"Yes!"

When the messenger nodded, sighs escaped from those heading to the oasis.

As if the Red Scale tribe's tyranny wasn't enough, now an unidentified monster had appeared to torment them.

It was painful enough to make one want to tear their hair out.

"Chief, may I humbly offer a suggestion?"

"Go ahead."

"Now that the monster has appeared, there likely won't be any Red Scale tribespeople collecting water fees."

"So you're suggesting we take this opportunity to draw water from the oasis?"

"Yes."

"Foolish! As chief, I absolutely cannot permit such a reckless act!"

"Chief! Please consider it! The water stored in our village is almost gone. If not now, hundreds of our tribespeople will suffer from thirst, and the weak children will die!"

"But if we all die here, there could be no more irresponsible act!"

"You need not worry about that. I will sacrifice myself to lure the monster away! Meanwhile, the others can collect water and leave quickly."

"How could I leave behind my closest aide...!"

"Chief, you know about my daughter born this year who has a rare disease! She is so weak that she could die at any moment without water. As a father, I cannot let my child die first. Please allow my sacrifice...!"

"Ngh...!"

The chief was swallowing hard.

As chief, he couldn't sacrifice even one person, but he empathized with the man's feelings as a father.

If he were in the same position, he would have made the same choice.

A head of household could sell his soul to the devil to protect his beloved family.

Persuading a father determined to sacrifice himself? That would be impossible even for a king.

"...Very well. I promise on my honor as chief to look after your wife and child."

"Thank you!!"

In the end, they continued their journey to the oasis instead of turning back.

Until then, they had proceeded while exchanging conversation, but now a solemn atmosphere prevailed.

With the sacrifice of a tribesman decided—something no one wanted—no one could speak.

Awkward encouragement or comfort would only worsen the mood.

Silence was the only answer they could offer.

"I can see palm trees beyond the sand dune."

"Chief."

"I know. We'll depart in five minutes."

"Yes, I'll lure the monster as far away as possible."

The man rode his camel toward the oasis ahead of the group.

The party watched his retreating figure with sorrow, wiping away tears.

To his family, he was a dependable provider; to his friends, an irreplaceable brother; to the tribespeople, a kind neighbor.

Now that he was leaving them forever, their hearts couldn't help but ache.

"Let's get moving."

"Yes."

After five minutes had passed, the group, who had been observing a moment of silence, moved toward the oasis.

Not knowing when the monster might return, the Black Scorpion tribe moved quickly.

As they drew closer, the oasis became clearer.

And the sight of a massive tiger standing guard in front of it made everyone freeze.

The bait plan had failed.

Anyone would think so upon seeing the magical beast that stood over 5 meters tall.

Even if they fled desperately, they would be caught within seconds—escape meant certain death.

The chief urgently tried to order everyone to retreat, but unfortunately, someone had already noticed them.

"Hey! You fellows over there! Stop right there!"

"Ugh...!"

A man sat comfortably atop the giant tiger, chewing on jerky.

He gestured for them to come closer as they were about to leave.

The Black Scorpion tribespeople, unsure what to do after being called, waited for their chief's decision.

The chief's back grew damp with sweat under the weight of this heavy responsibility.

*Have those Red Scale bastards even tamed such a tiger...*

After much deliberation, the chief decided to respond to the man's call.

Leading his group to the giant tiger, the chief dismounted from his camel and assumed a submissive posture.

"D-did you call for us?"

"Nothing much, but there was a man who came to the oasis just now?"

Upon hearing this, everyone pictured the man who had volunteered to sacrifice himself and left ahead of them.

At the same time, all eyes focused on the tiger, assuming he must now be in the beast's stomach.

"I heard his situation, that you need water from the oasis? Take it."

"Pardon?"

"Didn't you hear me? I said you can take the water."

"M-may I ask how much the water fee is set at?"

"Water fee? You're a strange fellow, trying to buy oasis water with money."

"Aren't you from the Red Scale tribe?"

"No? If anything, I'm someone trying to crush those bastards."

The man boldly declared that he was opposing the Red Scale tribe in the middle of the desert.

His statement that he would resist the power controlling the entire desert was shocking.

Regardless, the man pointed over his shoulder with his thumb, telling them to pass through.

Could it be a trick or a trap?

The Black Scorpion tribespeople, not understanding the situation, hesitantly drew water.

And until the moment they mounted their camels again, the man made no move to stop them.

*Is he really opposing the Red Scale tribe...?*

Just as they were pondering this question, new visitors arrived at the oasis.

Among them were people familiar to the Black Scorpion tribe.

"Noble one! We've brought thieves who were trying to steal water from the oasis!"

"Oh, well done."

The man who had volunteered to be bait just five minutes ago, whom they thought would die, was now approaching on a camel.

The chief urgently approached him, demanding an explanation.

"You see, while our tribespeople were collecting water, this noble person asked me to scout the surroundings."

"T-then...!"

"Yes. This person has come to eradicate the tyranny of the Red Scale tribe."

An act equivalent to declaring war on the Red Dragon.

The chief silently admired the man who committed such an act without hesitation.

Could he be the hero who appears in times of chaos?

"Who are you people, secretly taking water from the oasis?"

"You fool! We are faithful followers of Lord Ignite! This oasis belongs to our Red Scale tribe! How dare you occupy it with such a beast? Do you not fear the dragon's wrath?"

"I'm not afraid of some red lizard. Therefore, this oasis is mine now. If you need water, pay for it, or become Qiongqi's food."

"I've never seen someone so insane!"

"Enough, decide quickly. If you don't have money, you'll be forcibly eaten?"

*Chomp chomp-!*

The Red Scale tribespeople hesitated as they watched Qiongqi licking its lips.

With the chilling fear of death creeping up their necks, they grimaced and carefully spoke.

"How much?"

"100 gold per liter."

"This is crazy!"

And thus began the legend of Bern Coolam.
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In a desert where water was scarce, one faction monopolizing the main water source was an utterly heinous act.

Water is essential for humans and directly connected to life and death.

The Red Scale tribe had been monopolizing this precious resource all to themselves.

*If the Red Scale tribe had dug through the sand to create an oasis, I might understand, but...*

According to legend, it was a natural oasis that had existed since ancient times, never drying up.

Even though it was clearly a shared resource for all desert dwellers, the Red Scale tribe monopolized it through force.

I couldn't tolerate such tyranny from the Red Scale tribe.

"Is it tasty?"

"Kruung!"

The Qiongqi, having devoured the Red Scale bandits, was grooming itself by licking the blood off its front paws.

It made a satisfied growl, pleased to have properly gorged itself after a long time.

After finishing its meal, it curled up to sleep—just like a cat.

Since we would soon be fighting against any Red Scale tribe members who came to the oasis, I let it do as it pleased.

"By the way, why are you all still here? You've already collected the water you wanted so badly."

"We wish to understand your intentions, noble one."

"I just explained it, didn't I? To crush that red lizard and his underlings."

"That's what I can't comprehend. The Red Scale tribe is one thing, but dragons are beings that humans cannot oppose, aren't they?"

"...Who decided that?"

"Pardon?"

"That humans cannot fight against dragons. Who said so?"

"No one has officially declared it as such. But common sense dictates..."

"Don't be bound by common sense. If you make such definitive judgments, humanity will never progress."

I dismounted from the Qiongqi and approached the old man.

Simultaneously, I drew my sword and pointed it at his neck. Those around him hurriedly drew their weapons to protect him.

However, the old man gestured for everyone to stand back.

He was quite a gutsy old man.

"Do you think this sword pointing at your neck has existed since the beginning of time?"

"Of course not. It's a product created as humanity evolved."

"Exactly. Humans who once crudely chipped stones created weapons that could kill with a single slash. And that's not all. Beyond weapons, humanity discovered the concept of 'martial arts' and grew even stronger. Do you really think humans with such limitless potential cannot kill a dragon?"

"...As you say, the relationship between humans and dragons might be reversed in the distant future. But not now. Until future generations become strong enough to raise the beacon, I believe we must sadly bow our heads to dragons."

"You don't understand the times. Future generations? No need to think that far. Humans have already become strong enough."

*Snap!*

I withdrew my sword and snapped my fingers.

From my shadow emerged Chaos, a black hound the same size as the Qiongqi, who gently lowered its body.

As the people were shocked by the appearance of a new magical beast, I mounted Chaos.

My destination was already decided, so all I needed to do was depart.

"Finally, don't try to pass your current problems onto future generations—solve them yourselves, you fools."

With those harsh words as a signal, Chaos kicked up sand and moved forward.

The scenery before my eyes changed instantly, and the people who had seemed close just moments ago now looked as small as beans.

Chaos was running at full speed from the start.

It seemed to enjoy the sandy terrain, sticking out its tongue as it charged forward vigorously.

We could have started more slowly...

"Well, it's fine."

I had cut off the Red Scale tribe's main supply resource and planted seeds of resistance among those who opposed them.

Considering that sufficient achievement, I lay flat on Chaos's back.

"Wake me when we arrive."

"Waoong!"

The desert was unbearably hot, but the strong headwind felt refreshing and pleasant.

It was perfect for a brief rest.

***

In the volcanic region where the Red Dragon's nest was located.

A human arrived there, sweating profusely, in a place so hot it was difficult to even step foot.

Wrapped in red-dyed cloth from head to toe, he knelt before Ignite and bowed his head, squeezing out words as if pleading.

"What did you just say?"

"Our main water source, the oasis, has been occupied by an unknown magical beast, hampering our war preparations!"

"So you want me to deal with a single magical beast that you couldn't handle?"

"Forgive me, but it was an opponent far beyond our humble capabilities!"

"There's a limit to incompetence. I've provided you with my scales and claws for war preparations, yet you can't even catch one measly magical beast?"

"We deployed the dragon weapons you bestowed upon us, but the warriors who went to the oasis..."

"Are you saying my scales and claws are inadequate?"

"N-no, not at all! This failure is entirely due to our warriors' inadequacy!"

The Red Scale tribal chief couldn't move under the crushing killing intent.

As the uncomfortable silence stretched on, the chief, still bowing his head, wished Ignite would just kill him.

He thought if death was inevitable, a quick and painless one would be better.

However, Ignite's next words were completely different from what the chief had expected.

"Your incompetence deserves extinction, but given the circumstances, I'll help you this once."

"Th-thank you!"

"Now get out of my sight. You disgust me."

"Yes!"

Ignite was displeased with the human who had come to him, just as he had been with the previous one.

The hot-tempered dragon gritted his teeth and furrowed his brow.

He was in a foul mood because the humans he had accepted as servants were proving more incompetent than he had imagined.

"Hey, Greenie!"

"Did you call for me?"

"Yes. I have a job for you."

"...Are you planning to make me do what that human just begged you for?"

"Good, I don't have to waste my breath explaining."

"Request denied. Our deal was for me to assist in the war, not become your errand runner."

"Are you sure you want to take that stance? I have a hostage who's desperately looking for you."

"...Fine. But you'd better be prepared. I won't forget this humiliation and will make you pay for it!"

"Do as you please."

The hostage Ignite mentioned had already left his grasp.

However, believing that Ernia was unaware of this fact, Ignite was crafting an elaborate lie.

After the war, he planned to reveal that there had never been a hostage to begin with. Until then, Ignite intended to exploit Ernia as much as possible.

*I'll suck you dry to the marrow and then discard you.*

Their relationship had already soured completely due to blackmail.

There was no way to make it amicable, and Ignite, who had no intention of becoming friendly, was secretly planning to eliminate Ernia.

*I'm already looking forward to what happens after the war.*

Ignite was excited at the thought of dismembering the humans who were thorns in his side and disposing of the tools he had used for the war.

It showed just how twisted this dragon was.

*Not much longer...!*

*Not much longer...!*

Ignite was elated, believing it wouldn't take long for his fantasies to become reality.

He didn't notice Ernia leaving the nest with an ecstatic expression, drooling.

It was still unknown whose delusions would become reality, but at least one of them was likely to be disappointed.

***

"Oh! Everyone's here."

"You're late! What's the point if the most important commander is late?"

"Sorry for being late."

"My lord! Have you been well?"

"I've been fine as always. I heard all preparations were complete, so I came."

"Everyone's been waiting anxiously, stomping their feet."

"Ugh! When you put it that way, I feel really bad."

"It's okay! It's not too late to start now!"

In an abandoned ruin in the middle of the desert.

Bern and his beloved companions had gathered in a place with only old tents to block the sand storms.

Naturally, those who had been with him for a long time like Rene, Rin, and Hades were present.

More recent acquaintances like Sestia, Meryl, and Liri had also come to help him.

Finally, hundreds of Orichalcum ants were lying in wait beneath the sand, with their representative Maryan also in attendance.

"Ahem! As you all know, we've gathered here for one reason. To end the life of the ruler of the West, Ignite."

Looking around at everyone, Bern cleared his throat and began the briefing.

As the person in charge of this plan, he put aside his playfulness and adopted a serious attitude.

"To do this, we have many obstacles to overcome. For starters, the number of Red Scale tribe members who follow him exceeds 3 million."

Considering them all as enemies, Bern tapped on the map of the western region that Sestia had brought.

It was a signal for everyone to focus on the map, and all eyes turned to it.

Confirming this, Bern continued his explanation.

"Looking at the red dots marked on the map, enemies are everywhere. It's hard to find a place without them. In such a situation, it would be normal to form an elite special unit to assassinate the enemy leader, but unfortunately, we can't do that."

Bern pointed to some particularly bright red dots among the others.

He sighed deeply and frowned.

"There are barriers on the path to Ignite's nest, and to pass through without permission, we would need to destroy all the guardian jewels located at the points I've indicated."

Having stated that shortcuts wouldn't work, Bern raised the corners of his mouth again.

It was the face he often showed when devising wicked plans.

His lovers, who knew him well, instinctively flinched at his expression.

Acting without thinking about consequences was also one of Bern's charms, and they gladly accepted him for it.

"Should we destroy the guardian jewels from the start to reach Ignite? Unfortunately, we won't do that right now. There will be plenty of Red Scale troops around the jewels."

Bern removed his hand from the red dots and pointed to blue dots instead.

"The places I'm pointing to now are water sources used by tribes in each region. I've already occupied one of them."

"Are you planning to occupy all water sources to cause dehydration in the enemy?"

"Tsk, tsk!"

At Sestia's guess, Bern shook his finger side to side, indicating that wasn't it.

"It would be difficult for us to defend all these places. So we need to use a different method."

"Are you thinking of poisoning the water?"

"Similar, but slightly off. We're not trying to kill all humans living in the desert."

"Then what method...?"

"Hades, bring that."

"Yes, my lord!"

Hades, who had arrived at the meeting place first, pulled out a box he had hidden in the sand.

The box was filled with pink-colored bottles.

"What is that?"

"It's a powerful aphrodisiac that would make even a demi-lich spurt marrow. I've already verified its effectiveness."

No sooner had he finished speaking than Hades's cheeks turned reddish.

Anyone could guess who had been used as the test subject.

"We'll pour this into all the oases. It's to replenish the tribal population that will be depleted by the war. And during the mass orgy, we'll destroy the jewels."

It was the moment an outrageous statement was born: "Reproduce as many as we kill. Of course, you'll be doing the reproducing."
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Our plan was proceeding smoothly.

After carefully observing the Red Scale tribe after putting aphrodisiacs in the oasis, I found that about 80% of them had been affected by drinking the drugged water.

The remaining 20% were keeping their distance from the oasis due to the current situation, deliberately avoiding the water.

However, they couldn't survive long in the desert without drinking water.

Since the water contained no harmful substances apart from the aphrodisiac effect, I was confident they would eventually drink it.

*Rather than suffering from thirst, it's easier to just drink the water and become a lust-crazed monster.*

While the plan was progressing smoothly, we did face some unexpected situations.

Before we could complete our work, a dragon visited the oasis that Qiongqi was guarding—an unfortunate development.

My heart sank at this unexpected turn, but even that proved to be an unfounded worry.

*Thankfully, Ignite is arrogant and lazy.*

Ignite hadn't come himself but had sent Ernia instead.

Thanks to his careless judgment, the situation proceeded even more smoothly.

After pushing back Qiongqi, we spread rumors among the tribe members that Ernia had driven it away.

Ernia's standing naturally rose, and the tribe members would drink the aphrodisiac-laced water without suspicion.

"I did exactly as you instructed!"

"Good work."

"Then as a reward, give me pleasure...♡"

"That will come later."

Ernia pouted when I postponed her reward.

With everyone so busy, there was no time to be embracing women.

"Bern! They've noticed someone's been tampering with the water and started redirecting their forces to the remaining oases!"

"I was wondering when they'd notice. They're finally responding."

"What are we going to do now? If we leave them alone, they'll restore normal water supplies in less than three days."

"It doesn't matter. Unlike with the Magic Tower, I don't plan to drag this out. Three days? I'll end this war by tomorrow."

During the Magic Tower incident, I had to consider external factors like Hades' crystal ball and the movements of outside forces like the Red Scales.

Moreover, I had to wait for the elves to prepare for war and devise countermeasures against the Crown Prince's assistance.

With so many internal and external factors to consider, the process of bringing it down was complex and lengthy.

But now it's different. I just need to slit the throat of that arrogant red lizard and be done with it.

Clear out all the annoying mobs and focus on defeating the boss—that's all.

*If the Magic Tower was like a standard dungeon raid, this is more like a speed run.*

I set down my command baton and readied Prah.

Hades' aphrodisiac had neutralized a significant portion of the enemy forces.

With their forces scattered to secure the few oases with clean water, this was the perfect opportunity to destroy the Protection Jewel.

"Call back everyone heading to the oases. Then send them to the remaining locations to destroy the jewels."

"...Wait, the place you're pointing to has the most troops! Are you planning to attack it alone?"

"You're quite perceptive."

"That's reckless. At least take some people who can support you..."

"It's fine. I'm enough on my own. Besides, I want to warm up before the real fight begins."

"Sigh! What if you get captured and become a hostage?"

"If I become a hostage, I'll bite my tongue and die."

"So all that talk about taking responsibility for crossing the line was a lie?"

"...I'll come back alive and well."

"Do as you please. But if you get captured by the enemy, you'll die by my hand."

"Ahaha... Understood."

Though Sestia's sharp criticism stung a bit, I felt somewhat relieved.

I now had a clear motivation to secure victory.

"I'll be going then, dear."

"Come back safely, you fool of a husband."

Sestia skillfully caught the joke I casually threw.

Thinking that I might be the reason why she, who was always so rigid, had softened, I felt oddly shy.

Having been teased when I meant to tease her, I hastily left the ruins.

[You may be a dominator in bed, but you're still awkward when it comes to romance.]

"I've slept with countless women, but I've rarely had platonic relationships."

[Truly the statement of a garbage playboy.]

"Keep quiet unless you want to get stabbed right here."

[At the point where you casually threaten to stab your sword, don't you think something has gone wrong?]

"Huh? What part is wrong?"

Isn't thrusting into your sword a basic quality of a swordsman?

[It seems you've become twisted at some point. That's good for me, but...]

I couldn't understand Prah's monologue at all.

Am I the strange one?

***

In the strategy room of the fortress where Bern had declared he would go.

The door burst open as a messenger rushed in urgently while everyone was spending their time leisurely.

"Chief! An unidentified enemy has infiltrated the fortress!"

"So the oasis was just a diversion, and their true target was the jewel all along."

"As expected, you're brilliant!"

"So how many of these rats are there? Since they've dared to invade our invincible central fortress, we should give them a grand welcome!"

"W-well..."

"Why are you hesitating? Is the number of infiltrators beyond imagination?"

"It's the opposite. The number of identified enemies is just one!"

"What...?"

The chief tilted his head as if struck hard, furrowing his brow at the news the messenger delivered.

He had predicted an invasion and prepared numerous traps, making thorough preparations, but the prey caught in the trap was just one person.

The chief, who was both commander and controller, exploded with anger at this fact.

"You dare to tell me that just one person—only one—has invaded the fortress I'm guarding?"

This fortress can be conquered by a single person.

That was the interpretation, and prominent red veins popped out on the chief's face.

Filled with rage to the top of his head, he drew his sword and struck down the table in front of him.

The chief's subordinates silently observed the cleanly bisected desk.

If they moved their tongues carelessly, they might meet the same fate as the table.

"Bring that rat before me immediately! I admire the audacity to infiltrate alone, and I will surely cut off all limbs...!"

"Understood! I will inform all troops to capture the intruder alive!"

Even after the messenger left, the chief's anger did not subside, and others in the strategy room carefully watched his mood.

The agony of subordinates having to read the mood of a thoroughly angered superior was indescribable.

They were hoping the intruder would be caught as soon as possible.

However, even after three hours had passed, there was no news, and the subordinates' minds grew hazy as the chief's breathing became increasingly rough.

Just as their resentment toward the reckless intruder and the soldiers draining their spirits was growing—

Finally, new information came through the returning messenger, though he appeared to be in a less than intact state.

"Ch-Chief...!"

"Hey, you bastards! How many hours does it take to catch one intruder? Do you all want to be beheaded?"

"This is no time for that! You must flee immediately!"

"Flee? Are you telling me to flee?"

"Yes! The enemy is...!"

But the messenger's words were cut short.

Unable to contain his anger at the messenger who advised fleeing out of fear of a single intruder, the chief beheaded him.

In the end, no one in the strategy room heard the messenger's full report.

But no one cared about the messenger's report. They were more afraid of the chief with his drawn sword than any enemy that might be out there.

"This is fucking awful. I feel fucking awful! I want to cut down everything I see...!"

Everyone straightened their backs at the sight of the chief trying to suppress his anger while breathing heavily.

They were extremely tense, knowing that if they gave him any excuse now, they would definitely be executed.

"Everyone get out! I can't stand the sight of you. Go outside and find the intruder right now!"

"Y-yes, sir!"

The officials who had been in the strategy room rushed out, and the room instantly became empty.

Meanwhile, the chief, now alone, rose from his seat.

Though infuriated by his incompetent subordinates' behavior, he also bore some responsibility.

Additionally, unless the enemy was stupid, they wouldn't have sent just one person.

Either that person was highly skilled, or the "one person" was a bluff, and there might be additional forces.

*If that's the case, sitting still would be the stupidest thing to do.*

As the fortress's chief commander, he began to move in earnest.

With so many troops stationed there, the entire place was inevitably bustling.

However, the west was unusually quiet, while the east was noisy.

The chief naturally headed east, assuming that most soldiers had gone there because the intruder was in that direction.

*It's gotten quiet around here.*

As he approached the source of the commotion, the noise gradually subsided.

Sensing that something was wrong, the chief's pace quickened, and he eventually began to run.

Upon arriving at the scene, the first thing the chief discovered was one of his officials sitting down and trembling.

This was the same person who had left the situation room just minutes ago, now with a face distorted by fear.

Recognizing this, the chief hurriedly looked at what the official was watching.

"Huk...!"

"So the head of this fortress has finally arrived?"

The entire room was filled with soldiers' blood and corpses, and the smell of blood was so strong it numbed the nose.

And in the center stood a black-haired young man.

The number of soldiers stationed at the fortress was well over a thousand.

The man who had killed all those people without a scratch smiled brightly at the chief.

"What's with that expression? Did you think we were having a group orgy here or something?"

The man shook the blood off his sword and continued in a low voice.

"I think I've shown enough mercy. If you had all just quietly drunk the aphrodisiac, I wouldn't have gone around massacring like this. Do you think I would spare you after you rejected such mercy? Don't be mistaken, this is war."

A smile filled with malice.

Among the fortress soldiers who saw that expression, not a single one survived.
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CRASH!

I shattered the protective orb stored in the fortress treasury with a forceful grip.

The shower of glass fragments cut my hand, but the wound healed after shedding just a single drop of blood.

It was ironic to think this was the first injury I'd sustained while attacking the fortress.

"Ugh! The blood is starting to congeal and it feels gross."

[Didn't I tell you it would be better to infiltrate, destroy the orb, and leave?]

"But the destruction of the orb will be discovered soon anyway. Then all these troops will be deployed to block the path to Ignite's nest, so killing them now or later makes no difference."

When I thought of it as eliminating future problems, it didn't seem so bad.

However, Prah was still displeased and voiced his complaints.

[Do you plan to leave the Orichalcum Ant legion as mere bystanders?]

"Having just the ant legion would make the war disappointingly easy, but I'm trying not to create debts with them if possible. The ant legion is my insurance, so to speak!"

[That's a strange thing to say. Didn't they come to repay the favor they received? If you accept their help, all debts would be settled and both sides would feel relieved.]

"That's precisely the problem. I don't know what attitude Maryan will take once our debt relationship is cleared. She might even kidnap me and make me her partner, which wouldn't be strange at all."

[I hardly think someone as powerful as you would ever be kidnapped?]

"If I fought Maryan one-on-one, I wouldn't lose. But I can't guarantee victory against the ant legion."

Maryan herself had grown significantly stronger after consuming orichalcum, clearly rising in rank.

But Maryan's true power lay in her ant legion.

Orichalcum ants with absolute loyalty to her commands.

A single ant's capabilities far exceeded those of an S-rank magical beast, so what if I had to face thousands of them?

The war with Ignite and the Red Scale tribe would seem like beginner difficulty in comparison.

"In that sense, I don't want to be on bad terms with Maryan, so I'd prefer to keep the debt outstanding. At least she won't harm her benefactor."

[Why not form a marital bond with her as well?]

"I'm perfectly willing to face a dragon in single combat, but somehow I'm not confident about flying sex."

[Even if it's a terrible experience, wouldn't you gain the strongest army afterward?]

"My ultimate goal is to leave the secular world and live in harmony with my loved ones. Not to become a king leading a great army."

[You've already reached a position equivalent to royalty. If someone called you a Demon King now, everyone would believe it.]

"Please don't joke about that."

[You continue to deny being a Demon King. Yet you're already doing things worse than what a Demon King would do...]

Ignoring Prah's slander, I slipped out of the fortress.

Then I turned my head to look at the volcano where Ignite's nest was located.

The translucent barrier on the path to the volcano.

It was thick at first, but now it had become noticeably thinner.

The protective orb that generated the barrier must have weakened after being destroyed.

"Not much longer now."

The moment I uttered those words.

A change occurred in the barrier I had been carefully observing.

The shield that had been hazily reflecting the volcano began to thin further, making the volcano appear more clearly.

"Our people are truly capable."

Considering I had started earlier than others but dawdled while annihilating enemies in the largest fortress, I had expected the barrier removal to take longer.

However, contrary to my expectations, everyone seemed to have given their all, completing the orb destruction mission earlier than anticipated.

Thanks to this, the path to the volcano was now open, allowing me to head directly to Ignite without returning to the assembly point.

"...Let's go right away."

[Wouldn't it be better to return to the assembly point first?]

"There's a saying: strike while the iron is hot. Ignite must have noticed the barrier disappearing and will soon establish defensive forces. So I'll infiltrate alone before troops are deployed."

The distance between the northwestern fortress where I was currently located and the volcano wasn't very far.

Moreover, since I had personally dealt with the main forces, it would take considerable time for reinforcements to arrive.

Now was the perfect opportunity to face Ignite one-on-one without any interference.

"Time to end this. This wretched grudge."

I was still dripping with blood, having had no chance to wash properly.

Though I disliked the smell of blood and the sticky sensation, what bothered me more was the fact that the red lizard was still alive and breathing.

Looking at the desert sands gradually turning red with blood, I made a resolution.

I would stain the volcano with Ignite's blood.

With that, I turned my steps toward the volcano.

***

Three hours before Bern headed to the volcano.

The southeastern fortress guarding the protective orb was in complete chaos.

This region had consumed the most water from the oasis laced with aphrodisiac, and the soldiers were frantically trying to isolate those who had ingested it.

"Chief! The detention facility inside the fortress is full!"

"Ugh! We have no choice. Clear out the barracks immediately and set up isolation rooms there!"

"Yes, sir!"

"What kind of disaster is this...!"

The southeastern fortress had suffered the most damage from the war with the Magic Tower.

In fact, there was even a precedent of the fortress falling to the Magic Tower once.

Although they reclaimed it when the Magic Tower collapsed, it couldn't function properly as they had to devote all their efforts to restoration.

During such a critical period, the aphrodisiac incident erupted, bringing chaos and making it impossible not only to respond to intruders but even to detect them.

"I didn't expect it to be this lax. This fortress is useless."

"Indeed. We entered through the main gate, not a secret passage, yet no one noticed. That's quite serious."

"At this level, I could have come alone without any problems."

"It's too early to let our guard down. As the frontline of the battlefield, elite soldiers are stationed in this fortress."

"You call soldiers who can't detect our intrusion elite?"

"I'd say it's because our lord's strategy is brilliant enough to fool even elite soldiers."

Sestia, Meryl, and Priden.

Though a somewhat unusual combination, they were by no means weak.

Having inherited the blood of the strongest species—Blue Dragon and Kpeterios—the two descendants possessed formidable power.

Additionally, Priden, who had become an undead, was originally a renowned battle mage from the Magic Tower, and he had once personally conquered the southeastern fortress.

He knew the fortress's internal structure, weaknesses, and infiltration routes thoroughly, which was why he had been selected.

However, the aphrodisiac incident had grown so out of control that information about infiltration routes became meaningless.

"Whew! In this state, we can destroy the protective orb without much effort."

"You said you know where the orb is located, right?"

"Yes. I saw it enshrined in the treasury in the central room on the top floor. If they haven't moved it, it should still be there."

"Then let's not waste time and head to the top floor right away."

"W-wait a moment, please!"

"What's wrong?"

"I have a good plan!"

Meryl grabbed Sestia, who was heading toward the nearby stairs, and held her back.

Though she had always been quiet, intimidated by Sestia's aura, she had grown enough to assert herself now.

"What kind of plan?"

"Judging by the rough moaning sounds coming from beneath our feet, it seems the fortress soldiers have locked up everyone who drank the aphrodisiac in the basement."

"And?"

"What if we release all of them?"

"What effect do you expect from releasing those intoxicated by the aphrodisiac?"

"The isolated individuals are driven mad with lust and can't think normally. I think they might even attack soldiers who haven't consumed the aphrodisiac."

"So you want to increase the chaos in the current situation to make our path to the orb even smoother?"

"Yes, exactly!"

"I think it's a good plan."

Priden raised his thumb in agreement with Meryl's opinion.

Sestia, on the other hand, wore a rather displeased expression.

After careful consideration, she presented a counterargument to Meryl.

"If we release these uncontrollable lust monsters, what about us? Do you think they won't attack us?"

"Ah... that's true."

"We'd have to fight back against the approaching lust monsters, and in the end, we'd be the ones expending the most energy. Unless you want to indulge in debauchery among those men?"

"N-no way! My body and heart exist only for one person!"

"Same here. So I can't agree with that plan...!"

Sestia and Meryl both declared that they could never betray the person they loved, even for the mission.

Watching them, Priden wore a warm smile.

*My lord must be truly happy. To have so many women who sincerely admire him...*

Priden vowed to inform Bern about this someday.

Not noticing that both women's gazes had turned toward him.

"Wait a minute, I just realized we have someone perfect for this task right here."

"That's right! Priden is the talent who can handle tasks that we can't!"

"...Excuse me?"

"He's single, male, and even an undead."

"W-wait a moment! Are you planning to send me alone to the underground prison?"

"Priden should be able to open the doors and return safely!"

"Aren't there hundreds of women remaining in the prison, not to mention the men?"

"But you're an undead, so you won't die, right?"

"I'd suffer enough to wish for death!"

"It's fine. Even Bern endured hundreds of Amazons, didn't he?"

"That was possible because he's our lord! I don't have the holy sword like our lord does!"

"Think of it as doing it for the lord you follow! We'll trust you and hide nearby until the situation calms down!"

"W-wait a moment! At least let me take a muscular elf woman like..."

But Sestia and Meryl dumped the burden on Priden and hastily fled from the scene.

Thus, Priden was left alone.

He began to feel strong doubts about being reborn as an undead.

But he still didn't know.

That someday, he would plead with Hades to equip his body with a demonic sword...
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Three sides of the fortress in the southwest were surrounded by mountains.

The Red Scale tribe that had made this place their stronghold strangely had an overwhelmingly high proportion of women.

Accordingly, most women had expressed their willingness to participate in battle, and more than 70 percent of the military force consisted of women.

Unlike the elves, this wasn't a gender-reversed world, but there were many women with tough personalities.

As a result, the minority of men experienced various inconveniences.

"Hah! This is driving me crazy."

"What's wrong? Did Deputy Commander Ner grope your butt again?"

"Hey, that would be a reward. And it's not that kind of sexual harassment issue."

The man waved his hands vigorously, emphasizing that it wasn't a trivial matter.

"Then what on earth has you sighing like the ground is caving in?"

"I went to report to the chief yesterday and got thoroughly chewed out."

"Ah! Don't tell me you..."

"Yeah, your guess is probably right."

"You're just cursed with terrible luck. Of all times to visit the chief when she was getting intimate with another woman."

The two comrades understood each other without needing further explanation.

His colleague seemed to have experienced something similar before and was sympathizing with him.

"She said her mood was completely ruined and even threw a sword at me. If I had turned my head just a little, I wouldn't be standing here now."

"The chief always says it, doesn't she? That she absolutely won't tolerate a pepper stuck in a flower bed."

"But to consider the chief a flower is..."

"Well, biologically speaking, she is a woman."

The two men pictured their chief in their minds and shook their heads in horror.

They were certain that if anyone defied the image of femininity, it would be their chief.

That's how rough the southwestern chief was, both internally and externally.

"Ugh! I want to seek asylum somewhere else. I heard the women in the east are really gentle."

"Wake up. There are already so many women complaining about the shortage of men, and if you try to escape, you'll face the punishment of being buried alive."

"Shit, that's terrifying."

The two soldiers were snickering and chatting near the window.

In the midst of their conversation, they spotted a woman outside the window.

A stylish black coat and white undergarments that revealed her upper chest.

A black-haired woman dressed in attire never seen in the desert was walking toward the main gate.

The two soldiers, remembering they were on constant guard duty, hastily drew their crossbows.

"Stop! Stop! Stop! Take one more step and we'll shoot!"

"Reveal your identity if you don't want to be hit by an arrow!"

"...I cannot provide detailed information, but I can certainly state my purpose. I've come to destroy the Guardian Jewel inside this fortress."

The Red Scale tribe had a total of four main strongholds, with fortresses built in each region.

Although each fortress had different roles, they all shared one common mission.

That was to protect the Guardian Jewel kept in the treasure vault.

"...Did I hear that correctly?"

"You came to destroy the Guardian Jewel? Alone?"

"I'm afraid I never said I was alone."

Just as mocking laughter was about to escape their lips at what seemed like a joke.

The sound of countless insect wings filled the air as dozens of ants landed on the sand.

The men were immediately intimidated by these bipedal ants with iridescent rainbow-colored exoskeletons.

Not only were they unknown enemies they had never seen before, but the aura they emitted was intense.

"I could conquer a fortress like this by myself. However, the person I adore would not tolerate even a scratch on my body. That's why I've received this assistance."

"Uh, uwaah...!"

"Now, let's begin the fortress conquest in earnest...!"

"Wait a moment!"

Just as Rin was about to cut through the main gate of the fortress.

Suddenly, the door opened on its own, and a woman with a large build walked out.

A woman with a scar extending from her cheek to the bridge of her nose and numerous wounds etched on her exposed abs made a striking impression.

With a hearty smile and confident demeanor, she was truly a gallant figure.

"I thought I smelled a fine woman somewhere, and it turns out to be an intruder?"

"And you are?"

"I am Barbashu, the chief who guards this fortress."

"So you're the enemy commander. I am Rin. I've come to destroy the Guardian Jewel here."

"Ha! You don't even flinch at the sight of me—I like you more and more."

"That's because I've seen many rough individuals on the battlefield, regardless of gender."

"Combat experience too, eh? Better than the men in our fortress."

Barbashu pulled out the spear she had been carrying on her back.

As her spearhead pointed toward Rin, Rin drew the longsword that Bern had given her as a gift.

It was a sword Bern had gifted her from the east, thinking it might suit Rin's fighting style.

After actually using it dozens of times, Rin's hand matched perfectly with the longsword, and it had become her weapon of choice.

"You're using a difficult weapon to handle?"

"You'll regret underestimating me."

"That's not my intention. I just want to make you a proposal."

"What is it?"

"Let's have a one-on-one duel! If you win, you can do whatever you want with this fortress. But if I win, you must become my woman."

"What exactly does becoming your woman mean?"

"Nothing much. Just throw away your weapon and clothes and come to my bedchamber."

"I see. Then I must decline."

Barbashu's eyebrows twitched at the sharp response.

She had thought highly of Rin as someone with spirit, but now it seemed Rin was backing down.

Displeased with this attitude, Barbashu clicked her tongue harshly.

"So you were just a scaredy-cat with no confidence after all."

"You're being quite rude. The reason I declined your proposal is not out of fear. First, I already have someone I adore and have given my body to. I cannot accept a condition that would betray that person, even as a wager."

"That's some impressive loyalty. I don't know who this person is, but can I meet them? So I can crush them completely with my own hands!"

Despite the provocative words, Rin's reaction remained calm.

Barbashu's expectation that Rin would fly into a rage and attack had been completely off the mark.

Understanding Barbashu's intention, Rin smiled slightly.

There was mockery in her smile, suggesting that the provocation was pathetic.

"Another reason is that I felt no value in betting because the difference in our skills is overwhelmingly in my favor."

"What did you say!"

"Even now, you don't realize that you've already been cut, do you?"

"Huh...?"

As soon as the words were spoken, Barbashu's vision began to blur.

Her spear had somehow been cut in two, and her body was slowly splitting apart.

The distance between Rin and Barbashu was about 300 meters.

Yet before anyone could perceive it, Rin's longsword had reached her.

The enemy commander had met a pitiful death from what could only be described as a mystical technique.

"Now that I've defeated the commander, this fortress belongs to me. I can do as I please with it."

"D-don't be ridiculous! Even if our chief has fallen, we will fight to the end!"

A female soldier declared her resistance against Rin.

She was Barbashu's lover and the commander of a unit.

Enraged by her lover's death, she boldly stated her intention to exact revenge.

"...Is that so."

"We don't need to hold back anymore, right? Girls, get ready."

The ant queen, Maryan, appeared beside Rin, who wore a sympathetic expression.

She smiled gently as she issued orders to the ants, and simultaneously, the worker ants all swelled their orichalcum abdomens significantly.

The fortress soldiers who witnessed this were horrified.

"My god! Is that size even possible...?"

"N-no way! It's bigger than my pet camel at home!"

"Wait, how do you know the size of a camel?"

The fortress interior filled with the soldiers' murmurs at the sight of the magnificent orichalcum ants.

Noticing this change, Maryan deliberately raised her voice.

"The only female in our nest was me, the queen ant. But for the sake of that person, our cute children have lived without knowing any women, maintaining their purity. And conveniently, this fortress has quite a number of females who could become their mates?"

The women who heard Maryan's words all trembled.

It was partly because her rank was far beyond theirs, but mainly because the explanation about ants that had never once released their sexual desires was terrifying.

It was obvious who their prey would be.

"Children. For today, cast aside all distractions and learn what a female is."

"...I offer my sincere condolences to these women."

"Charge all at once."

The orichalcum ants, their muscles bulging, charged toward the fortress.

The terrified fortress soldiers began to shower them with arrows, but they couldn't even scratch the orichalcum exoskeletons.

The ants began climbing the fortress just as they had when attacking the capital's castle, and soon, women's cries of pleasure echoed throughout the fortress.

While Maryan watched the scene with satisfaction, Rin slightly twisted her mouth.

"Perhaps you don't approve of my methods?"

"It would be a lie if I said I did."

"Hehe, don't worry. I'm not an ant without blood or tears."

"What do you mean?"

"I've instructed them never to touch women who have lovers or are married, and additionally, I told the children to only target women who emit the scent of aphrodisiacs."

Maryan shook the aphrodisiac that Bern had distributed during the strategy meeting.

Rin looked surprised at this.

"As someone whose goal is to build a happy family, I can't destroy other people's families."

"I apologize. My thinking was narrow."

"No need to apologize. Either way, I've essentially placed a curse on them."

"A curse?"

"Yes! A curse that makes them unable to be satisfied with anything but our children's..."

The terrifying fortress conquest.

And so, the southwestern fortress fell to the orichalcum ants.

Not just the fortress, but the women as well.

Ch.255 - 246. Villains In The Desert - 6
The northwest, with its large available forces, was one-sidedly massacred by Bern.

The southeast, with heavy casualties but many veteran soldiers, was sacrificed by Frieden.

The southwest, full of fierce female warriors, was invaded by ants.

Through these events, all fortresses were successfully occupied and the Protection Jewels destroyed.

The only remaining jewel was at the northeastern fortress, guarded by a man known as the Guardian of the West.

His name was Gilford Ignite.

As his name suggested, he was the child of the previous Red Dragon and a human woman, making him the half-brother of the current Red Dragon, Ignite.

Though of mixed blood, he was a Dragonian with dragon blood flowing through his veins.

Raised as a stalwart warrior with excellent lineage, he was a hero capable of fighting a hundred men alone.

"General, what are you looking at so intently?"

"A wind is coming."

"Wind, sir?"

"Yes, a wind that will sweep through this fortress."

The ordinary soldiers couldn't possibly understand what he meant.

Gilford, however, instinctively sensed it.

That a powerful being would soon arrive at the fortress.

The red scales emerging in patches across his skin told him so.

"It's growing stronger. All troops, stand by inside the fortress."

"Y-yes, sir!"

Though the meaning was unclear, his adjutant believed Gilford's words contained profound wisdom.

The time and experience spent by Gilford's side had proven this fact, so he strictly followed the chain of command.

Even after the adjutant hurriedly returned to the fortress, Gilford continued to gaze steadily at the sky.

"They're coming..."

As time passed, a shadow fell over the spot where Gilford stood.

It wasn't because clouds covered the sun.

Massive beings were gliding in the sky, large enough to block the sun from the entire fortress.

Everyone inside the fortress became tense as they realized this.

Still, they didn't panic prematurely. Even if giant monsters were blocking the sky, they firmly believed that their hero Gilford would dispatch them as he always had.

"All troops, stand by."

Gilford's low voice spread throughout the fortress.

All soldiers gripped their weapons and held their breath quietly.

The battle would begin with Gilford drawing his sword and severing the monster's neck.

While everyone was anticipating this, the massive beings blocking the sky vanished without a trace.

Instead of monsters, human women began falling one by one above the fortress.

"Is the jewel really here?"

"Yes, without a doubt."

"When I was coming and going from Ignite's nest, I only glanced at it, but it's in a more remote place than I expected."

Three women showed no particular reaction to Gilford standing right there.

Two of them were so identical they could be called carbon copies, with attractive silver hair and blue eyes.

The remaining woman was also breathtakingly beautiful, with hair and eyes reminiscent of a refreshing forest.

Though they were all exceptionally beautiful women, they possessed features that ordinary people couldn't easily approach.

Horns on their heads, reptilian tails touching the ground, and an immeasurable aura.

They were beings that should never be taken lightly.

"You are..."

Gilford tried to speak about the suddenly appearing trio but pressed his lips shut.

However, words already spoken couldn't be taken back.

The trio's gaze turned to Gilford, and they felt a strange sense of kinship.

"A dragon? No, a Dragonian like our Rene!"

"Oh? Didn't you say Ignite was currently single?"

"Ignite is single, but rumors circulated that the previous Red Dragon was a playboy with many hidden lovers. It wouldn't be strange at all if one of those lovers was human."

With just a glance, the trio immediately understood that Gilford was Ignite's half-brother.

Their exceptional insight, deductive reasoning, and ability to see through the essence unique to dragons were at work.

The trio that fell onto the fortress could tell he was a being with dragon blood.

"...This fortress is currently within the Red Dragon's territory. Even noble dragons cannot enter without Lord Ignite's permission."

"And?"

"If you don't wish to be at odds with Lord Ignite, I'd appreciate it if you'd leave promptly."

Gilford expressed his opinion even in front of dragons.

Knowing that territorial invasion between dragons was against regulations, he stood up boldly.

However, Gilford never suspected there might be hidden circumstances behind this invasion.

"How interesting, child. Did you just say 'if you don't wish to be at odds with the Red Dragon'?"

"That's correct."

"First of all, someone came to my territory and injured my daughter right before my eyes."

"..."

"That person returned to his nest without even offering a proper apology. I consider myself already at odds with such an ill-mannered fellow."

"Are you referring to our Dragon Lord, Ignite?"

"If you think it's someone else, then your head must be just for decoration."

With those words, a terrifying amount of killing intent erupted from the mature silver dragon.

The pressure was so intense that even the mighty Gilford swallowed hard and dropped to one knee.

He instantly realized this was an opponent neither he nor the fortress soldiers could handle.

Gilford surveyed the situation while continuously sweating.

"Child, from now on, you'd better choose your words carefully. Otherwise, even if you're the child of the previous dragon, I'll tear you to shreds right here."

Just as the dragon's killing intent was making him dizzy, a woman with a somewhat smaller build suddenly intervened to mediate the situation.

"Mother, calm down. That's why Bern is fighting on our behalf, right? To avenge us without us breaking dragon laws."

"...Yes, while he's making every effort for us, I shouldn't let my excitement ruin things."

The woman who had been emitting killing intent just moments ago now displayed an affectionate smile with a reddish blush.

The blue-green dragon, who hadn't been intimidated by the killing intent at all, smirked.

"To think someone exists who can calm the infamous Mad Dragon's anger and even charm the Mad Dragon's daughter. It's something I rarely see even in my long life. I thought it would never happen again after that human the Mad Dragon met hundreds of years ago."

"...It's a miracle born of love. Someone like you, who has never even formed a bond with anyone, let alone experienced love, would never understand, even if you died."

"I would have agreed with that in the past, but things are different now! Even I have found someone I truly adore!"

The Mad Dragon looked at the Green Dragon with surprise at the news that she, who had never married anyone, had found a new relationship.

She had expected the Green Dragon to live alone until her natural death.

Breeze's curiosity was piqued about who could have shattered such expectations.

"What kind of being is he?"

"Hehe! He's someone who overpowered me, a dragon, with his strength and carved true pleasure into my body as a female. Just imagining his sturdy arms, solid body, and pitch-black eyes makes my lower parts wet."

"Hmm, is that so?"

"What goes around comes around! Why don't you describe the being who seduced you, the Mad Dragon?"

"He's very gentle, with a charming smile. Another characteristic, like in your description, would be that he has black eyes. His hair is black too."

"Oh! What a strange fate indeed. The person I adore is also a human with black hair and black eyes."

"Really? That's interesting."

While Breeze and Ernia continued their conversation, Rene's feelings were becoming complicated.

Rene had recently gone with Bern to meet the Green Dragon.

Bern had told her that he had persuaded the Green Dragon after persistent convincing, but she hadn't heard the details.

But what if he had used the Holy Sword to conquer the Green Dragon?

That would lead to the conclusion that the person her mother and the Green Dragon were discussing was the same individual.

*Bern... what exactly have you been up to?*

By now, Breeze and Ernia were deeply engaged in conversation about their loved ones, completely disregarding Gilford and the fortress.

As their conversation lengthened, the two dragons began to harbor subtle doubts, and by the end, what Rene had feared happened.

"I suspected as much..."

"To think the person I adore is the same man you love...!"

The dragons glared at each other as they realized the truth.

Naturally, neither was willing to give up Bern easily.

"Didn't you have a husband before? Would you mind yielding to me this time?"

"I'm sorry, but I've already given half of my Dragon Heart and half of my daughter's to him. Wouldn't it make sense for you, who came late, to give up?"

"I can give my Dragon Heart for him too!"

"But you haven't given it yet, have you?"

"I plan to give it to him the next time we meet."

"What if he refuses? Wouldn't that be pitiful?"

"That will never happen!"

The dragons who had been conversing amicably until now were gone, replaced by two engaged in a battle of nerves.

As they bickered, telling each other to give up without reaching a conclusion, both harbored the same thought.

*In that case...*

*If that's how it is...*

"It's a competition to see who gets pregnant first!"

Seeing the two speak the same words as if rehearsed, Rene was about to explode with frustration.

She was actually the first to love Bern, yet her mother and a dragon old enough to be her aunt were competing for her lover.

The words "clean up this mess" rose to Rene's throat but went back down.

That's how chaotic the situation at the northeastern fortress had become.

Ch.256 - 247. Dragon Of Sin - 1
I passed through the desert region and finally entered the volcano.

The hot sunlight beating down on the desert was plenty warm, but it was nothing compared to the temperature of the volcano.

The heat was so intense that it could roast flesh to a golden brown if I stood still.

It was difficult to endure unless one had heat resistance or surrounded their entire body with cold energy.

"With Prihart's blessing, it feels like walking around on a summer afternoon."

[If the protection bestowed directly by the Ice God were to be overwhelmed by mere volcanic heat, the god's authority would be shaken.]

The discomfort level was high, but there were no harmful effects on my body.

Even climbing to the middle of the mountain where magma began to flow down wasn't a major problem.

"Screech!"

"Kreek?!"

Magical beasts like salamanders and magma imps occasionally appeared to interfere, but I continued forward, ending their lives with freezing magic.

Even if a phoenix were to appear, it wouldn't be able to stand against me now.

I climbed the mountain leisurely without rushing.

Before long, I arrived at Ignite's nest.

The thought that the final battle was approaching made my heart swell with excitement, but only for a moment.

Crack-!

I unconsciously bit down hard on my molars as emotions welled up inside me.

"What? He's not here?"

[Hmm, there's not even a trace of magical energy in the nest, so he can't be hiding either.]

I personally came to the home of the one who swore to kill me, but the person in question wasn't here.

That fact created a strong sense of displeasure.

"The owner of this place seems to have no idea how to welcome guests."

I calmly drew Prah and entered the nest.

Holding the sword in reverse grip, I arrived at the center of the nest and struck Prah into the ground.

The ground cracked around Prah, which had sunk deep into the floor.

As I pulled the sword out again, the cracking accelerated, and the nest began to collapse.

"So? Did you find out where Ignite went?"

[After examining the earth veins, surprisingly, he's nearby.]

"Really? I was worried he might have escaped through the sky."

[He's not in the sky, but I've confirmed he's underground.]

"Underground?"

As Ignite's nest collapsed, I climbed onto a flat rock that was sliding down the mountain.

I could descend comfortably by riding the rock, unlike the climb up.

The massive landslide that started from the mountain peak killed the remaining creatures, but I felt not a shred of guilt.

All living beings in the volcano area were Ignite's loyal minions anyway.

"Are you certain Ignite is underground beneath this volcano?"

[Yes, but I couldn't find an entrance anywhere. We might have to dig our way in.]

"Why make things difficult? I know where to go."

[Oh? How do you know that?]

"Because beneath the western volcano is one of the locations that appeared in 'Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator.'"

The only Deadly Sin dungeon that Kang Jun-hyeok conquered with his heroines.

The Dungeon of Wrath was right below where we were now.

Ignite, who had been the ruler of the west, met his end due to the revival of the Demon King and the rampage of the Mad Dragon.

Because of that, Kang Jun-hyeok was able to challenge the Dungeon of Wrath beneath the volcano without having to conquer the jewel first.

He challenged the Dungeon of Wrath to defeat the Demon King, but in exchange for gaining tremendous power, he lost his precious childhood friend.

"Putting aside Kang Jun-hyeok's story, the point is that the Demon of Wrath lives beneath this volcano, and Ignite has taken refuge there."

[Then you must also know where the entrance is?]

"Of course!"

I remembered it clearly since it was a chapter that was relatively close to the conclusion.

After reaching the base of the volcano, I jumped off the rock I had comfortably ridden down and created large ice walls around the area.

If more rocks accumulated, it would be difficult to find the dungeon entrance.

[So where is this entrance that even I couldn't find?]

"The reason you couldn't find the dungeon entrance is simple."

After quickly scanning the surroundings, I picked up an ordinary-looking black stone.

When I flipped over the small, dirty stone, a pentagram was engraved on it.

Looking more closely, there was even a goat image inside the pentagram.

Confident I had found it, I flicked the stone with my finger, dropping it in front of me, and the ground began to change.

"Bingo."

A magma zone formed in a 5-meter radius around the stone, melting the surrounding debris.

The bubbling appearance was like magma straight out of hell.

[I'm asking this just to be sure, but that magma isn't the entrance, is it?]

"It is."

[No one could enter that! It's a dungeon where the entrance fee is your life!]

"Come on, it looks like it would melt your bones, but it's not that hot."

[Still, I feel uneasy. Can't we just wait for Ignite to come out?]

"Sorry, but I'm actually more anxious about waiting. I don't know what Ignite is plotting by entering the Dungeon of Wrath."

After much effort, I had gained the power and skill to overwhelm Ignite.

I could confidently say I was much stronger now than Kang Jun-hyeok was when he fought the Demon King.

How could I not defeat a Red Dragon, who was supposedly weaker than the Mad Dragon?

I should be able to handle him easily.

However, if Ignite had made a deal with the Arch-demon, that would be a different story.

*Even though Kang Jun-hyeok lost his childhood friend, the power he received in return was nothing to scoff at.*

The Demon King who became so powerful that even Kang Jun-hyeok, who had defeated the Mad Dragon, couldn't see a path to victory.

The power given by the Demon of Wrath contributed most to reaching her level.

What if Ignite obtained that power?

Even I couldn't guarantee victory.

"I can't leave Ignite alone like this. We're going after him!"

[W-wait a moment! I'm not mentally prepared yet...!]

"There's no time to waste!"

I gripped Prah tightly and threw myself into the magma.

The hot, sticky liquid clung to my body.

The smell of burning meat was overwhelming, and my mind became momentarily disoriented, but I held onto my consciousness.

Struggling to move my limbs in the magma where it was difficult even to breathe, I headed downward.

"Puhaah!"

Falling from the ceiling along with some magma, I landed on a stone floor.

"Whew...! Correction, you were right. This place is inaccessible to ordinary people."

[That's why I said we should give up!]

"But I was fine thanks to Prihart's blessing and troll regeneration, right? All's well that ends well."

To be honest, it wasn't exactly "well."

All my clothes except my underwear had burned away.

It was fortunate I had cast a high-grade heat-resistant spell on my underwear the day before.

[Now you have to fight Ignite naked! What are we going to do?!]

"Calm down. At least my underwear survived, right?"

[What does that matter...!]

"Hey! Since ancient times, being naked with just underwear has been the signature look of the strongest!"

[I find it hard to believe such strongest beings ever existed in history.]

"Then I'll show you now."

I shook off the remaining magma on my skin and stretched my body.

With this inexplicable confidence flowing through me, I felt like I could do anything.

Flying sex with Maryan, even mating with Chaos might be possible?

"Hssss... Haaah!!"

Taking a deep breath and exhaling, I started running along the single path.

According to the author of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," the Dungeon of Wrath wasn't a maze but a single path.

So I just needed to run straight ahead to conquer it.

"Kieeek!!"

A Lava Wyvern, crazed with rage, opened its mouth wide from the opposite side and charged at me.

Neither of us could control our speed.

At this rate, I would end up inside the wyvern's mouth, but I wasn't worried at all.

I slightly altered my course and pressed myself against the cave wall.

The Lava Wyvern adjusted its trajectory to match my movement.

"As expected from the novel, it can't make rational judgments."

Pressed against the wall, I jumped up and planted both feet on it.

From that position, I took another running leap and passed over the wyvern.

"Passing through."

[Huh...?]

And so I left behind the Lava Wyvern that couldn't control its momentum and kept moving forward.

It's absolutely not because the Lava Wyvern was a difficult opponent that I didn't fight it.

I simply didn't want to waste even a second right now.

"Next should be the Geyser Turtle."

It was a magical beast that brutally spewed geysers in all directions.

Its killing power wasn't as strong as magma.

However, it was easy to get burned, and the geysers from its back had enough water pressure to sever limbs, if I remembered correctly.

[The next enemy!]

As I was recalling this, I began to see the figure of a giant turtle blocking the passage in the distance.

It recognized me charging recklessly and started spewing geysers from its shell and mouth.

"It's spraying quite ferociously."

[It would be better to cut through that one.]

[No, that's not necessary.]

This time, without showing any special technique, I ran straight ahead.

I slightly raised my magical power to emit cold energy forward, lowering the temperature of the geysers.

When I got close to the Geyser Turtle, I eliminated the friction on my body and slid forward.

Like sliding on ice, I passed under the turtle's belly and skillfully escaped.

"Passed through again."

[Wow...!]

After that, I brilliantly passed through the magical beasts that kept appearing and arrived at the deepest part of the dungeon where the Demon of Wrath lived.

The miracle of reducing the 6 hours it took Kang Jun-hyeok's party to reach this point to just 30 minutes.

"This is the look of an experienced player."

[I still don't understand.]

Since I hadn't exerted much energy except for running, I was in optimal condition.

The thought that I could fight Ignite at full strength made my confidence grow even stronger.

"Ignite, come out!"

Bang-!

Without hesitation, I kicked open the gate and entered.

Just like when I met Asmodeus and Leviathan, there was an infinitely vast cavern beyond the door.

I could see Ignite's back occupying half of that cavern.

"Hmm?"

Ignite reacted to my spirited call and turned his head.

His bright red pupils were directed at me, glaring as if to kill me.

But only for a moment.

"Puhahah!"

After seeing my state, Ignite burst into laughter and began to mock me.

"You've finally gone mad? To appear before me so boldly in just your underwear!"

"Underwear and a sword. These two things are all I need to deal with you."

"This is absurd. A human who can't even prepare properly thinks he can defeat me? There's a limit to arrogance, you fool!"

Ignite's booming voice echoed throughout the cavern.

At the same time, new horns were sprouting on Ignite's head alongside his dragon horns.

Goat horns. One of the symbols of the Demon of Wrath.

"You've already made a deal with the demon?"

"Yes! I made a deal with the Deadly Sin demon for power! I'll kill you here, go outside, and slaughter all the other dragons too!"

"......"

I came so quickly, yet I was still one step too late.

Ignite had completed his deal with Satan and gained tremendous power.

I realized that behind him, a demon with a black goat's head was watching ominously.

"Seeing how your chattering mouth has closed, you must be afraid of me?"

"Not at all."

I revealed that I had no fear of Ignite with a slight smile.

Ignite's face crumpled like paper when he saw that, but I ignored it.

[What do you plan to do now?]

*In this situation, I only have one option left.*

[First, we should retreat for now, then join forces with others to deal with Ignite...]

"Satan! Let's make a deal with me too!"

[...Oh! Contractor, please!]

Unlike Prah who was exasperated, the black goat demon's eyes curved in interest.

He showed a very positive reaction to my proposal.

If Ignite had become stronger, I just needed to become stronger using the same method.

Ch.257 - 248. Dragon Of Sin - 2
Satan had been watching the situation from a distance.

I boldly proposed a deal to him and even received a response that seemed promising.

They say that insightful businessmen recognize each other, don't they?

I raised the corner of my mouth, sharing a silent understanding with Satan.

"You stupid bastard! Do you think I'll let you make a deal with a demon?"

While I was making eye contact with Satan, Ignite, who had been a third party until now, suddenly screamed and lunged at me.

Despite this, I remained still, continuing to look at Satan.

Prahf shouted at me to dodge, and just as Ignite was about to scratch me with his razor-sharp claws—

The world I was looking at went dark, and suddenly my body was in a different realm.

"You're quite brave. If you had stayed there, you would certainly have died."

As Prahf and Ignite disappeared, a humanoid figure with a black goat's head walked toward me.

The demon with an ominous pentagram of blood engraved on his forehead.

His name was Satan, responsible for wrath among the Seven Deadly Sins.

"I expected you would pull me into your mental realm to make a deal."

"What would you have done if your prediction had been wrong? Such a reckless act."

"If it had been wrong, I'd just be disappointed."

"...Interesting. I thought you would say you'd be disappointed in me, but it seems my prediction was the one that missed the mark."

"Blaming or provoking you would be meaningless. After all, you're a demon lacking in wrath, aren't you?"

After going through the dungeons of lust and envy, I recalled what I knew about Satan from Akdokchoe and realized something.

The Succubus Queen, Asmodeus, who wasn't abnormally lustful.

Leviathan, who showed no jealousy toward me despite my being favored by her object of worship.

And Satan, who fought calmly and consistently even in front of the passionate Kang Jun-hyeok and his group.

These demons had one thing in common: they all possessed images opposite to the sins they represented.

Yet ironically, the price paid by those who made deals with them was always related to their sin.

"You're the first person I've met who knows so much about me despite this being our first meeting. If it's not rude, may I ask the source of your information?"

"I'll tell you if you're willing to trade information as payment."

"Oh my! Unfortunately, that would be too disadvantageous for me, so I must politely decline."

Satan bowed his waist and lowered his head in a gentlemanly manner.

Unlike an authoritative demon, one who treated me with such courtesy felt even more frightening.

Even in such a small gesture, there might be hidden evil.

"Our small talk has gone on long enough. Let's move to the main point. I heard you wanted to make a deal with me. What is your wish?"

"You can't break the contract with Ignite, can you?"

"You cannot interfere with another's contract. Even if you were a god."

"Then give me the power to counter Ignite."

"Is that your wish?"

I nodded, indicating I didn't desire anything more.

Satan observed me carefully and then expressed admiration.

"You've reached a level difficult to attain with a human body. Without a contract, you might have been one-sidedly defeated by the dragon guest."

"So can you give it to me or not?"

"Of course I can. But surely you understand there are certain points we need to clarify first?"

Snap!

When Satan snapped his fingers, a parchment appeared in mid-air.

Unlike Asmodeus, it seemed he preferred a written contract rather than a verbal one.

It was good that I could verify the terms of the deal, but I was curious about Satan's intentions.

I remembered that in the original story, Satan had made a verbal contract with Kang Jun-hyeok.

"Hmm? Do you dislike this method of contracting?"

"No, a written contract is reassuring. But I thought demons preferred verbal contracts?"

"That's a misconception. Written contracts are standard in deals between demons."

"But I'm not a demon."

"You're not a demon, but you've made contracts with other demons before, haven't you?"

It seems he noticed my contracts with Asmodeus and Leviathan.

I had to abandon my plan to trick Satan into cheating and then catch him in the act.

I didn't know how much he knew, but I hoped he was unaware of the details of my deals with the two demons.

"May I take it that you agree to the written contract?"

"Continue."

"First, no manipulation can be done to this contract, and after signing, the content cannot be modified without mutual consent. Do you understand this far?"

"Yes."

"Then please review the contract. The current content was written based on my subjective view, so if there's anything you want to modify, I'll carefully consider and adjust it."

The contract in Satan's hand floated up and came into my hands.

I carefully examined it for any fine print or magically hidden clauses, but there were none.

Since there was no need for further suspicion, I skimmed through the contents of the contract.

The overall content consisted of clauses related to the agreement.

In addition to the clauses Satan had mentioned verbally, there were also provisions about not unilaterally breaking the contract or disclosing the details of the deal.

"How is it?"

"Wait, I haven't finished reading yet."

"I apologize. Please take your time."

After the rules section came the actual terms of the deal.

To summarize the main text, in exchange for giving me power, he would place a curse of wrath on something I cherished.

It was the curse that had driven Kang Jun-hyeok's childhood friend mad with rage and killed him.

"Not bad. Though there's an element that seems a bit unfair."

"May I ask which part?"

"The curse. I don't want power to crush Ignite. I want power equal to his level. You assessed my level, so you must know the gap isn't that large?"

"You have a point. Very well, how would you like to modify it?"

"Make the curse effective for only 2 hours a day."

Kang Jun-hyeok's childhood friend had gone mad with boiling rage for his entire life.

But since I only wanted a portion of the power Kang Jun-hyeok received, it made sense that I should only bear a portion of the price.

"That's too short. It should be at least 6 hours."

"Then 4 hours."

"You're quite stubborn."

"Let's not be petty. Honestly, 4 hours is enough, isn't it?"

"...Alright. I'll be satisfied with 4 hours. If you could return the contract, I would appreciate it."

"Here."

When I returned the contract to Satan, he pulled out a human heart from a spatial void and crushed it.

With the bright red blood flowing down with bits of flesh, Satan modified the contract.

"Please verify it again."

After completing his work, he handed the contract back to me.

The clause I had pointed out had been modified as I wanted.

Recognizing there were no more objections to raise, I bit my finger and signed with my blood.

"The contract is established. From now on, I will bestow power upon you."

Satan smiled so widely his mouth seemed to tear, apparently pleased that the deal was made.

Black blood flowed from the corners of his mouth, but he didn't seem to mind at all.

"I'll have it ready soon, so please wait a moment."

Baa~!

Satan pulled out a young black goat from the same spatial void where he had taken the heart.

Immediately after, he ostentatiously cut off one of the goat's legs and collected the blood flowing from the severed surface in a wine glass.

When the black goat's blood filled about a third of the glass, he handed it to me.

"It may be disgusting, but just bear with it and drink it all."

"I won't turn into a demon from drinking this blood, will I?"

"I swear on my name. That will absolutely not happen."

"I was just testing you."

I knew there wouldn't be any side effects.

Kang Jun-hyeok had gained power in the same way in the original story.

The difference was the amount of goat's blood—Kang Jun-hyeok's glass had been filled to the brim.

Mine was noticeably less.

"I'll use it well."

"And I will enjoy watching your despair."

Without hesitation, I poured the blood into my mouth.

The fishy taste of blood made me frown, but as my chest grew hot, I stopped noticing it.

Power overflowed throughout my body, and I could feel my physical tissues being reconstructed.

When the power I received from Satan had somewhat stabilized, the world darkened again.

And as it brightened, I saw Ignite rushing toward me.

No time had passed in the real world while I was in the mental realm.

However, there was one definite change: I had become much stronger.

"Die, human!"

Clang-!

Ignite's shout was drowned out by the sound of collision as I countered with Prahf.

But that was momentary. With my silent sword strike, one of Ignite's legs was cut off, and his screams filled the entire space.

"Graaah!!"

"Sorry, but the deal you were worried about was already completed."

Now I had the power to counter Ignite, who had become closer to a demon.

At the same time, I could confirm right here that I had also received a curse as payment.

*Shit, I suspected it, but my hypothesis was right!*

Because Pink-Haired Slut was no longer the being I knew, she could no longer take the curse in my place.

My decision to take only part of the wrath curse instead of all of it was very wise.

If I hadn't done so, a very troublesome situation would have been created.

"...Amazing. To think your treasure was so close by!"

"Yes. This is the treasure I cherish more than my life..."

My holy sword that swelled up as I cut down Ignite with Prahf.

It was visibly bulging through my pants, more prominently than when lovers had tried to seduce me.

It was clearly recognizable as being under the curse of wrath.

"Ha, haha...! Ahahaha!!"

In this situation mixing both comedy and tragedy, tears and laughter came out simultaneously.

From today, for 4 hours a day, I would have to watch over a holy sword that couldn't control its wrath.
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I had to deal with an unfortunate side effect that made my lower half swell uncomfortably, but in exchange I became noticeably stronger.

I didn't fall behind at all in the power struggle with Ignite, and my attacks aimed at his openings landed effectively.

Even assuming he wasn't using his full strength, it was an impressive achievement, but I couldn't be entirely happy about it.

"Haha, this is maddening."

My center of gravity shifts forward due to the holy sword that's become stiff with rage rising to my head.

Setting aside the self-loathing, this wasn't exactly an ideal state for continuing the fight.

There was even the added pressure of having to fight while completely exposing a man's weakness.

If there's any consolation, my holy sword is as hard as diamond and won't break easily.

But even so, if it takes concentrated attacks from a dragon, it might be in danger.

*I have to fight while protecting my holy sword...!*

[Couldn't you just make it smaller?]

*It's in a state I can't control.*

[What kind of delusion did you have that made it stand so stiffly during battle......]

*It's not a delusion, it's a curse. I'll explain the details after the fight.*

[Well, well, this is the first time I've heard of a curse that enlarges the male organ......]

Ending our trivial conversation, I looked at Ignite.

By now, the foot I had cut off had fully regenerated.

Though not as impressive as a troll's, a dragon's natural healing ability was nothing to scoff at.

"Is that the end of your little performance?"

"No, there's still more."

I awakened the dormant Dragon Heart.

As magical power filled my body, all the magic inscriptions carved into my body activated.

Now I could create magic freely with just a wave of my hand.

Meanwhile, Ignite was quite surprised, his eyes wide open.

He probably never thought I would have a Dragon Heart inside me.

"I've been feeling this since earlier, but you're so bizarre I'm not sure you're even human."

"Oh fuck."

Even when I tried to set the mood, my enlarged holy sword made it impossible to maintain any dignity.

Maybe it would look better if I sheathed Prah and took a dragon-slaying sword stance with my holy sword?

I shook my head vigorously to clear my thoughts.

Is this the effect of the curse? I keep having these deranged fantasies.

[Contractor, regardless of what's happening to your groin, focus on the enemy.]

"I know."

I stopped thinking about how others might see me.

No matter who looked, my current appearance would inevitably seem ridiculous.

So I concentrated all my attention on what I could see before me.

[It's coming from above!]

At Prah's signal, I quickly retreated.

A massive fireball fell where I had been standing, surrounding the area with scorching flames.

The gradually encroaching flames restricted my range of movement, and Ignite was already preparing his next fireball.

"How pathetic. Did you think I wouldn't have any countermeasures?"

I manifested a magic circle on my palm, creating a snowflake-shaped piece of ice.

Then I sent it floating up into the sky.

*Crack!*

When the snowflake reached its peak, it naturally shattered, scattering snow powder around me.

The flames touched by the snow powder froze while still blazing, and as more powder covered them, new ice formed.

What started as fragments soon became a massive ice wall.

"Ice created by a human can simply be melted away!"

"You'll regret underestimating me."

Dozens of fireballs fell like shooting stars, striking the ice wall one after another.

Though the wall shook violently from the impacts, nothing except ice fragments reached my body.

Even the fireballs that had been hammering at the wall froze.

Surprised by the unexpectedly weak firepower, I gave a contemptuous smirk.

"Why are all your attacks so lukewarm?"

"Ha! Why do you think I drove you into that spot?"

"It's obvious. You're trying to distract me while preparing to finish me off with a pillar of fire erupting from the ground, right?"

"......"

"Your repertoire is predictable, you little shit."

I lightly lifted my leg and then stomped down hard on the ground.

Simultaneously, the cave floor began to freeze, creating an icy surface.

Ignite's planned finishing move had been completely blocked.

"Got anything else to show me?"

"...I'm starting to get irritated. Playtime is over!"

Ignite stopped firing projectiles from a distance and charged at me in earnest.

His physical attack, charging with his body wreathed in flames, shattered the ice wall that had seemed impenetrable.

I dodged the trajectory of his claws that broke through the wall and came right up to my face, drawing a line with my sword.

However, the high-temperature flames pushed back my sword, limiting me to just a shallow cut this time.

As soon as his claws were blocked, Ignite spun in place and swung his tail like a whip.

Due to its large volume and mass, I had to block it with my sword rather than dodge.

The heavy impact pushed me back slightly, but that was all.

I suffered no injuries like crushed bones or torn ligaments.

*It feels like I've become a transcendent being beyond human.*

[If only we could do something about that holy sword standing tall...]

*It's a curse I got in exchange for power, so please don't remind me.*

*Boom!* *Whoosh!*

He stomped the ground using his weight advantage and breathed out high-temperature breath.

I countered his physical attacks with swordsmanship and responded to dragon-specific abilities like breath attacks with ice magic.

I also tried to thrust my sword into any openings that appeared and used additional magic to try to bind Ignite's feet.

It was a flurry of attacks where not even a single mistake was allowed.

Fire and ice poured down without pause, and my sword and the dragon's scales repeatedly collided, creating shockwaves.

My breathing became rough, and sweat poured down my forehead like a soaked towel.

Sweat even flowed into my right eye, but I continued fighting without the slightest hesitation.

[This is truly a fierce battle between dragon and tiger. At this rate, the fight will never end.]

"Is it already time to create a change?"

[Isn't that enough probing?]

"You're right, time to use it. I've been saving this for now, after all."

[Then may I borrow your power?]

"As much as you need."

My physical and magical energy began to be rapidly drained by Prah.

Even while this was happening, I had to continue the fierce battle with Ignite, which made me dizzy, but I kept my wits about me.

*The wounds are getting deeper...*

As the cutting power increased, Ignite's outer skin, which I couldn't cut deeply before because of the flames, was now being visibly gouged out.

Additionally, every time I inflicted a wound, some of my depleted strength was replenished.

It meant the ability of 'absorption' was activating.

The longer the fight dragged on, the more advantageous it would be for me.

"What kind of trick are you pulling now?"

It seemed Ignite had noticed the anomaly occurring in his body.

It would have been nice if he'd let it happen without realizing, but that wish wasn't granted.

"I thought you were bringing out your trump card when I saw you infusing power into your sword, but instead you're slowly nibbling away at my power... Ha! Humans have always been like this. Using underhanded methods to close the gap with dragons! Such an inferior species!"

"Rant all you want. In the end, it's just the excuse of a loser."

"That's exactly what's foolish! Don't you understand that the very idea of a mere human trying to climb up to dragons, the strongest species, goes against nature, even the principles of the world!"

"What nonsense. Is there some rule that humans can't defeat dragons? Don't try to make up rules that don't exist."

"I regret it now. Even after hundreds of years, I should have eliminated a species that produces upstarts like you long ago!"

"Wouldn't it be better to remove one Red Dragon corrupted by superiority complex from the world rather than killing millions of humans?"

"Kup!"

Thanks to our relentless fighting, blood was splattered all around us.

I gathered the scattered blood, condensed it, shaped it into swords, and unleashed them at Ignite.

Additionally, I manipulated Prah's replica swords with sword magic to drive Ignite against the wall.

From the ground, skeletal bones appeared and clung to Ignite's ankles.

"The talk has gone on too long. Let's end this now."

I gathered sword energy and channeled it into Prah.

The sword emitted an ominous black aura that flickered menacingly.

I would recreate here the strike I had used when fighting against the Sword of Absorption.

With that determination, I raised my sword, but at that moment—

"Huh...?"

[Contractor!]

Suddenly, Prah felt as heavy as a thousand pounds and slipped from my hand.

The hand that had been holding Prah began to tremble uncontrollably, and the strike I had been preparing so ambitiously came to nothing.

Someone burst into laughter at my condition—none other than Ignite.

"What is this...?"

"Ahahaha! Now you've experienced it too. The devil's bargain, that is."

As soon as I heard Ignite's words, my gaze turned to Satan.

He was shrugging his shoulders as if feigning innocence.

It seemed he had taken Ignite into his mental world again and made some kind of deal there.

My face instantly contorted at this completely unexpected situation.

"Did you enjoy the entertainment so far?"

"Yes. I didn't expect someone who hated tricks to prepare such a trick himself."

"It's not a trick—I simply didn't limit my means and methods to punish a foolish human."

"That's exactly what a trick is, you idiot!"

"I hear a loser crying out somewhere."

Having temporarily lost all my strength, I could no longer restrain Ignite.

Prah was in a state where I couldn't lift it at all, as my hand was damaged by Satan's power.

Even if I drew Solis from my waist, the situation would be the same.

The only weapon I had left was...

"Oh, dear God...!"

"Now die, human!"

Fortunately, my legs were still fine, so I could dodge Ignite's attacks.

However, I couldn't counterattack without being able to hold my sword, so even the slightest touch would mean instant death.

Even though the situation had turned unfavorable, the method I could take remained the same.

*Prah, give me the power you've gathered. The location is...*

[I understand. You don't even need to say it.]

Now I could communicate with Prah even without being in contact with her, and we could also exchange power.

So I made a subtle request to Prah while taking my stance.

She would surely understand what I was planning to do.

"This is the end!"

Backed against the wall by Ignite, I jumped high.

Using Ignite's foot, which was trying to crush me, as a stepping stone, I leaped once more.

I jumped up above Ignite's head.

[Now!]

At my cry, Prah, which had fallen to the floor, emitted a jet-black sword energy.

The concentrated sword energy flowed into my body.

It was vast energy, difficult for a human body to withstand. However, as if by fate, there was one part of my body that could accept this high-level energy.

Conveniently, that part had become dozens of times stronger than usual due to the curse of wrath.

With a mighty shout, I thrust my hips forward.

*Crack!*

My one and only holy sword struck Ignite's head forcefully, crushing it in an instant.

I had doubts about whether it could be used as a weapon, but surprisingly, it was the best blunt instrument I had ever seen.

The all-out strike knocked Ignite down and rendered him unconscious.

"Great... Argh?!"

Before I could bask in the joy of victory.

A tingling pain surged from my groin, stiffening my waist and even my spine.

My legs automatically gave out, and I collapsed to the floor, supporting myself with my hands as I screamed.

"Aaaaargh!!"

If there's such a thing as a strike that burns your body, this must be it.

As my consciousness began to fade from the intense pain.

Someone's gentle hand was patting my waist.

I felt the pain subsiding slightly.

"Ahem...! Well, that was an excellent strike, contractor. Now rest easy."

"Ha, haha...!"

And so, in exchange for victory, I lost one aspect of my dignity as a human.
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I managed to subdue Ignite, though my method was a bit insane. Even with his skull caved in, he was still alive—dragons truly are resilient creatures.

I used Shoggoth cells to bind him in restraints he could never break on his own. I decided to deal with him later.

"Ugh...! My back still hurts."

"That's what I'm saying—why did you do something so reckless?"

"I suddenly got cramps in my hands and couldn't use any weapons. And using magic to deliver the finishing blow would have taken too long."

"Couldn't you have used swordless technique? At your level, you should have been able to wield it even without physical strength."

"Ah..."

I hadn't thought of that.

Regret washed over me briefly, but I quickly changed my perspective.

"A sword and swordsman must become one to unleash true power, right? I couldn't be certain a sword moved by thought rather than arm would have the same power as before."

"Oh? So you finished him with the Holy Sword that was truly one with your body."

"Ugh! W-well, what matters is that I won!"

I continued my usual petty bickering with Prah while resting. Judging from Ignite's condition, he wouldn't regain consciousness anytime soon. It seemed I would soon witness the highlight of my meticulously planned revenge.

"Impressive."

*Clap clap*

Satan approached us, clapping as we rested against the wall. When Prah showed hostility toward him, he stopped clapping and raised his hands above his shoulders.

"I'd appreciate it if you'd put away your hostility. I didn't approach to fight, but to commend the hero who defeated the dragon."

"Such shamelessness! My contractor nearly died because of you!"

"Prah, stop it."

"Are you not angry after what you went through?"

"I find it unreasonable, but from his perspective, it was natural. Making deals with someone in crisis—what demon would just stand by when presented with the perfect opportunity to extract any price?"

My rational statement caught Satan's interest. His eyes gleamed with curiosity.

If I had been just an ordinary trading partner before, I'd now been elevated to an interesting existence. He seemed amused by my refusal to show anger toward him regardless of the situation.

"You are the most unique person among all the beings I've encountered."

"Should I take that as a compliment?"

"Yes. I've never met anyone who would object to our deal, negotiate with me, and then accept an enemy's deal as justified."

Satan nodded repeatedly while staring at me intently.

"Just to be clear, I have no intention of making any more deals here."

"You needn't worry about that. My deals only work when the other party wants something and I can definitely fulfill that desire."

"So you don't force deals on people."

"Correct."

Though the price was bitterly harsh, deals with demons weren't inherently unfair. High risk, high return. Those afraid of the price could flee without penalty.

Since it was a rational, calculated exchange, I generally viewed contracts with demons favorably.

"I assume you'll be taking payment from Ignite too?"

"Yes. Though I cannot tell you what price he will pay."

"That's fine. I'm sure it'll be some unbearably painful price like all the others."

"Indeed."

"But could you collect that price later?"

"Why?"

"I want to execute my revenge plan first and crush his mental state. If he breaks from your price first, it won't be as fun."

I couldn't help but smile at the scenario playing out in my head. But for my imagination to become reality, Satan's price collection needed to be postponed.

I needed to convince Satan right here and now.

"To make a firm decision, I'd need to hear more details about this revenge plan you mentioned. Would that be acceptable?"

"Sure. It's not like I'm keeping it secret anyway."

I proceeded to explain my plan to Satan in detail. I struggled to suppress my smile as I explained.

However, Satan seemed to find it entertaining as well, grinning widely enough to show his teeth.

In contrast, Prah shook her head in disgust.

"What a refreshingly creative idea. I might use it as payment for future contracts."

"Glad you like it. So what about the payment?"

"With such an entertaining performance planned, I shouldn't ruin it. I'll collect the payment later. But I do have one request."

"What is it?"

"Would you grant me the honor of giving up your VIP seat to me?"

"You want to watch the revenge show up close?"

"Yes. If you'll just reserve me a seat, I'll pay for the ticket separately. Doesn't that sound appealing?"

"I like it."

Satan and I smiled brightly at each other.

My initial impression of him hadn't been wrong. In the original story, he was the main culprit who broke Kang Jun-hyeok's mind, but to me, he was like a business friend who understood me.

Since we understood each other, the subsequent procedures went smoothly.

"My contractor is like a great demon of sin... should I be happy about this or not..."

I heard Prah's grumbling from behind but paid no attention. I believed becoming a demon would be fine if it meant punishing those who hurt Rene.

If necessary, I was even willing to become a Demon King, something I'd avoided until now.

"Now that the plan is set, I know what ticket price would be appropriate. I'll prepare the stage for the performance. Just bring the actors and we can begin immediately."

"I appreciate that."

Satan turned to leave with light steps, but suddenly seemed to remember something and turned back.

"Oh my! I almost forgot to update the most important device needed for this performance."

*Snap!*

When Satan snapped his fingers, a change came over my body.

My Holy Sword, which had gone cold after four hours of exertion, began to revive.

It was displaying its magnificent form, just like when I was under the curse of wrath.

"I hope I haven't done something unnecessary?"

"No, for once I'm actually grateful for the curse."

"That's good then."

The revival of my Holy Sword signaled the beginning of my revenge.

***

"Ah, yes... ♡"

"Mmm...! Haa...!"

"Uh, hmm?"

Ignite groggily opened his eyes to the sound of women's sensual breathing.

Cold water dripping from stalactites touched his cheek, quickly bringing his hazy consciousness back. Yet his body remained completely immobilized, as if paralyzed.

"Oh! Finally awake?"

"That voice..."

It was a voice Ignite couldn't forget even if he wanted to.

He wanted to tear out the vocal cords producing that voice.

It belonged to the man he had looked down upon as inferior and fought with such hatred.

As Ignite's vision slowly returned to normal, he could make out the silhouette of the detestable man, albeit blurrily.

"You, you bastard...!"

*Clank! Clank!*

When Ignite tried to get up in uncontrollable rage, thick, solid chains wrapped around his body and tightened.

With the loud clanking of chains, his restrained body fell face-first onto the ground.

Bern, sitting on a spacious chair, looked down at the scene with contempt.

"Can't grasp the situation, can you? You lost to me. To the human you despised."

"Not yet! I haven't lost yet!"

"A dragon who can't even accept the outcome of a battle. Don't you know shame?"

"Shut up!"

"A loser talking back... how unsightly."

Bern stopped smiling.

He sighed deeply while looking down with a pitying expression, which was more humiliating to Ignite than any mockery.

"I'll kill you...! I'll definitely kill you!"

"How? Being weaker than me, you'll only suffer more no matter how long you try."

"Stop spouting nonsense! I am a dragon! The supreme species that all creatures should revere! Don't get cocky, human—you're nothing without your dirty tricks!"

"What do you think about that?"

Bern suddenly looked down and addressed two women kneeling between his legs.

They trembled briefly before looking at Ignite with contemptuous gazes.

"What ugly jealousy. It's embarrassing that such a creature calls himself a dragon like me."

"Regardless of being a dragon, his strength, his ambition—everything is inferior compared to my master."

"You, you two...?!"

Ignite hadn't paid attention to the women until he saw their faces.

But once he recognized them, he was speechless.

Snow-white horns and reindeer-like antlers, along with flowing silver hair and green hair—they were clearly etched in his memory.

Breeze and Ernia.

They were dragons like Ignite.

"Why are you two there...?"

"What a strange question. Can't you see we're devotedly serving the one we love?"

"Look at this. This is the symbol of a magnificent man that yours could never compare to."

"Stop that nonsense! With such a size difference, how could that insignificant thing be magnificent?!"

Seeing Ignite's continued defiance, the two women decided he wasn't worth engaging with.

They turned back and clung to Bern's Holy Sword imploringly.

Ignite couldn't contain his fury any longer.

"Wake up! You are not some lowly species fawning over humans—you are supreme beings!"

"You were utterly defeated by the human you looked down on, yet you say such things. Truly pathetic."

"Kuk...!"

"I don't need to check further. No, no female would like such a disgrace to our species. Perhaps castration would be better."

"Don't be so harsh. There might be women who would like him somewhere in the world."

"At least among dragons, not a single one."

"We prefer this magnificent, strong human over such a loser... ♡"

Each of their words cut deep into Ignite's heart, leaving great wounds.

The fact that Bern was the only one somewhat defending him drove Ignite to the brink of madness.

Moreover, seeing dragons like himself displaying affection and seeking love from the man he hated was shattering his worldview.

Ignite began thrashing about wildly while screaming in agony, but it was all meaningless.

The chains binding him insisted he watch this scene of despair until the end.

"But still, between fellow dragons..."

"Shh! Let's share our sticky love now instead ♡"

"That's right! I want to receive plenty of master's love and bear the bloodline of a superior human rather than an incompetent dragon ♡"

"Hahaha...! Can't be helped."

Finally, the public mating show between the human and dragons began—the show that would lead Ignite to his downfall.

Ch.260 - Side Story: Dragons Have Been A Delicacy Since Ancient Times - 1
I used magic to create a special sound barrier between us and Ignite before our intimate encounter, not wanting any interruptions. The barrier allowed sounds to escape from inside but blocked all external noise—a device designed to let us focus solely on our lovemaking.

"Finally, some peace and quiet."

With the irritating background noise gone, my mind felt much more at ease. At the same time, I could clearly hear the moans of the women who were touching themselves while breathing heavily.

Their gazes were fixed on my Holy Sword, which stood rigid due to the Curse of Wrath. If not for our revenge plan, I might have pounced on them without exchanging a single word with Ignite. I felt slightly disappointed thinking I could have inflicted humiliation worse than verbal abuse.

*Whatever approach I take, this will be a time of unparalleled shock and pain for Ignite.*

Ignite had strong pride in being a Dragon, similar to someone with a superiority complex. I intended to show him definitively that humans could conquer dragons too.

So, although I felt sorry for Ernia and Breeze Sephiron, I planned to be forceful and aggressive during this mating.

"What are you two staring at? Stop touching your heat-crazed pussies and lick my feet, you vulgar sluts."

"Haah...!"

"Yes...♡"

I stretched out my legs and pressed my feet against their faces. Though this would normally provoke anger, they trembled with delight.

Breeze began diligently licking the top of my foot, while Ernia sucked on my toes intensely, her eyes turning red—a unique characteristic indicating her arousal had been triggered.

"Haang... *slurp*♡ *lick*... Haah!"

"*suck*...! *slurp*! *sluuurp*!"

Though their styles differed, the sensation of their rough dragon tongues scraping against my skin was the same. My legs, though recently washed, were covered in calluses and scars that might have looked dirty. Yet they licked my feet and legs thoroughly without hesitation.

"Is that all you can do with your tongues?"

"Kyahut...♡"

"Haang...♡"

Even as they were diligently servicing me, I pushed them away with my legs. Then I forcefully pressed my foot against the breasts of Breeze and Ernia, who had fallen on their backsides.

"Kuhut?!"

"Kyahung?!"

Like I was disciplining them, I pinched their nipples between my big and index toes and pulled hard.

*Splash!*

They arched their backs as their love juices sprayed out. Apparently, they found pleasure in my sadistic actions.

"Coming already? Are all dragons masochists?"

"Haung...! I-I'm sorry! But...!"

"Anything feels good when it's done by someone you love...♡"

Seeing them both smiling with pleasure even while gasping for breath, I grinned. They could turn any act into pleasure.

I beckoned them closer with a flick of my finger, and they crawled toward me on all fours. They stopped when they were within leg's reach, but when I gestured for them to come even closer, they began breathing heavily.

The closer they got to my erect Holy Sword, the wider their eyes grew as they drooled. They looked almost like beasts barely restraining themselves before prey.

"You both want this, don't you?"

"Aah...! Huut!"

"Haah...! Haah...!"

Breeze and Ernia tried to avert their gaze from my manhood. My warning that whoever rushed at it first wouldn't get penetrated was working.

Watching them desperately holding back, my sadistic urges grew stronger.

*Slap-! Slap-!*

I grabbed my erect member and swung it left and right, slapping their cheeks alternately. I was taunting them with the implication, 'Don't you want to suck it?'

Their bodies were honest, with love juices flowing like a broken dam, but neither made a move. So I added a little spice.

"This is your chance to taste concentrated semen. I haven't released for days, so there's plenty."

"Uu, uuu...! Haum...♡"

"Ah!"

Unable to resist my provocative words, they both lunged for my Holy Sword simultaneously. Unfortunately for Ernia, my member was facing Breeze's cheek at that moment, so she was pushed aside.

"*slurp*! *suck*! *sluuurp*!!"

As soon as Breeze took the head into her mouth, she began sucking greedily. She filled her mouth completely with my manhood as if determined not to let it go.

"*sluuurp*♡ *slurp*♡ Pahaa...! *slurp*!"

"*suck*...!"

It wouldn't be an exaggeration to call her a heat-crazed bitch in this moment, sucking so obscenely.

Meanwhile, my hips were trembling from the stimulation I hadn't felt in a long time. I tensed my entire body, thinking I might ejaculate soon if I didn't carefully hold back.

"I-I want to lick it too! Haum...!"

"Mmm...!!"

Ernia gently pushed Breeze aside as she was monopolizing my manhood. While Ernia was impressive for immediately starting to lick from my testicles to the base, Breeze was equally remarkable for continuing to suck the head even as she was being pushed away.

"Don't fight over my cock, you heat-crazed bitches!"

"*slurp*! *suck*... *sluuurp*!"

"*smooch*! Haah...! Hmm...! *lick*!"

Despite my rebuke, they were both in a trance, either sucking or licking my manhood. I realized how much they had been craving it, but I couldn't just let them continue.

To make Ignite weep tears of blood, I needed to maintain control.

"Aah...!"

When I pulled my hips back and removed my manhood from the aroused dragons, they both let out disappointed voices.

The punishment for disobedience had to be firm, so I wouldn't go back on my decision. Instead, I stroked my member as the urge to ejaculate built up.

"Open your mouths."

At my command, they both opened their mouths and cupped their hands under their chins. It was amusing that they showed the same reaction without prior discussion, but even more arousing to see them sticking out their tongues and creating warm breath.

"Huu...!"

*Spurt-! Spuurt-!*

I sprayed semen on them as if using a toilet. The white fluid from my Holy Sword, filled with stacks of wrath, covered their faces, tongues, and hands.

"*slurp*! Haah...! Delicious♡"

"More...! I want to drink more...!"

They licked their lips, sucked their wrists, and even drank the semen that had landed on each other's breasts. Breeze and Ernia savored and swallowed the semen that clung to various places.

It was almost like cats grooming each other. The sight made my manhood throb even harder.

The Curse of Wrath would keep it alive for at least three more hours, but seeing such an arousing scene still felt good.

"As promised, Breeze, who rushed in first, will be excluded from penetration."

"B-but...!"

"Ernia. Stand up and turn around."

"Yes...!"

Ernia jumped up at my call. As soon as she turned with her back to me, I pushed her against the wall.

"Kyahung!"

I pressed Ernia's face against the wall while making her stick out her waist. Her womanhood was already soaking wet.

Without delay, I thrust my manhood all the way to the base.

"Kuhut! Haaang!"

"You liked it from behind, didn't you?"

"Haung...! Th-that's right...♡"

"I'll pound you until you lose consciousness."

"Ut! Ut! Haang...! Aaaang!!"

*Bang-! Bang-! Bang-!*

Ernia had shown masochistic responses since our first meeting. She would surely prefer forceful thrusts over gentle movements.

Sure enough, when I started pounding her womb mercilessly from the beginning, she began gushing love juices.

"This was your sensitive spot, wasn't it?"

"Ohok! Ayuk...! Kuheung!"

"I can tell even without your confirmation."

Not far from the entrance of her vagina, I felt a soft texture like leaves, different from the chewy and slippery vaginal walls. Having previously identified this as the Green Dragon's reverse scale, I continued to thrust at that spot with my Holy Sword.

*Squish-! Squish-!*

Each time I hit the reverse scale, Ernia's vaginal walls tightened and her love juices dripped to the floor.

When I inserted my manhood all the way, Ernia's breasts were pressed against the wall and her feet lifted like she was standing on tiptoe. The sight was quite erotic yet vexing.

"I'll penetrate all the way into your womb."

"Haut! Kuheung! H-horns... Unghook!!"

I firmly grabbed Ernia's horns from behind. When I pulled her horns in sync with my thrusts, my glans penetrated through her cervix and into her womb.

When I pulled out, her cervix clung to my glans, not wanting to let go. When I forcefully withdrew, she arched her back and climaxed spectacularly.

"I've taken your womb's virginity too? Do you still prefer rubbing pussies together after this?"

"Heuuu...! M-master's cock feels better...! Ut! Heung...! Hooot! B-being dominated by a superior male feels much better♡"

When I pulled her horns to see her face, Ernia had her tongue out, completely transformed into a bitch. Sublime dragon? There was nothing of the sort—she was vulgar and lewd.

With her white skin, the long curves on her back, her full breasts, and her womanhood craving my manhood—truly, the finest female was here.

"Ang! Ang! Aang! Heugk...! Huoot!!"

"How many times have you come already? I haven't even—ugh?!"

That's when it happened.

A tingling sensation from my testicles stimulated my prostate, and I almost climaxed instantly. Looking slightly behind me, I saw Breeze on her knees, sucking on my scrotum.

"B-Breeze?"

"You said I couldn't be penetrated, but you didn't say I couldn't suck... Haum♡"

"Kuk...!"

She wasn't wrong, so I couldn't argue. My shaft was being stimulated by the tightly squeezing vaginal walls, while my testicles were being continuously stimulated by her rough tongue.

Even clenching my sphincter couldn't stop the white fluid from rising in my urethra.

"In that case...!"

"Kuheung?! Ohoook!!"

Once again, my glans penetrated through her cervix and into her womb. At the same time, Breeze took my testicles between her lips, and the dam of semen finally broke.

"I'm cumming!"

"Hauuuung...!!"

*Spurt-! Spuuurt-!*

White fluid poured into her womb where her ovaries were attached, filling Ernia's belly. Conversely, her womanhood convulsed while spraying wet juices.

We both reached climax simultaneously and gasped for breath.

"Huk...! Huk...!"

"Heut...! Ut...! Heuung...♡"

And so, the conquest of the first dragon was complete.

I had intended not to touch the second dragon according to our prior agreement. However...

"How dare you do something I didn't ask for? Get down."

"Aah♡"

I erased the promise from my mind, resolving to pound her until she screamed with pleasure.

Ch.261 - Side Story: Dragons Have Been A Delicacy Since Ancient Times - 2
Breeze prostrated herself on the floor, completely naked in a position of deep apology.

I didn't say anything to her, just looked down coldly.

Then Breeze's body began to tremble slightly, and I realized she was experiencing ecstasy.

When I gently stepped on the back of her head, her trembling intensified, and the floor became wet with her bodily fluids.

"You're fully aware of what you did wrong, right?"

"I couldn't hold back and sucked your manhood without permission. I'm truly reflecting on my actions...!"

"Good, you understand. Then how do you plan to atone for breaking your promise?"

"...Treat my body like a tool♡"

"Fine. Then show me your value as a tool."

"Yes!"

Breeze lay down on the chair where I had been sitting.

Then, lifting her upper body slightly, she placed her hand on her private parts.

She spread her ripened labia wide open.

Her clitoris, erect and firm, whetted my appetite, but this was just the appetizer.

The true main dish was the hole that kept twitching and releasing fluid.

"Not bad."

When my manhood would be wrapped by her inner walls, my body would also press against Breeze's chest, embracing me warmly.

If there were such a thing as the ultimate living doll, wouldn't it be her?

I became excited at the thought.

My "holy sword" throbbed, eager to enter immediately.

I too approached Breeze with a satisfied smile.

"Ah...!"

I bent my upper body and pressed my manhood against Breeze's womanhood.

It would be nice to thrust right in, but this was punishment, not reward, so I pulled back slightly.

I didn't insert it, just rubbed my manhood against her womanhood.

Though it might be insufficient compared to penetration, this action alone made Breeze start making vulgar moans.

"Ugh! Haah...! Hnng...!"

"You're such a pervert, getting pleasure just from rubbing."

"Haaah...! B-but my clit...! Haaang!"

"If you make noise, I'll stop."

"Ugh...! Ungh! Kkhh!!"

Each time I rubbed, my glans passed over her clitoris, striking it.

Stroking her clit was good, but the response when I firmly struck it with my manhood was electrifying.

Breeze twisted her lips, desperately enduring the moans and pleasure.

I wondered how long she could hold out.

"Hek! Hek! Please...! Stop now...!"

After about 30 minutes of just rubbing without insertion.

Whenever she showed signs of climaxing, I pulled away, and she was slowly breaking down.

She wanted to reach a satisfying climax but couldn't, creating an ever-accumulating thirst.

The solution was right in front of her. She must feel like she's going crazy, unable to use it freely in this situation.

"Do you want me to put it in?"

"Ungh...! Y-yes! Please put it in♡ My vulgar pussy is hungry for your cock! So please...!!"

"You've truly become a perverted dragon."

After endless teasing, Breeze started speaking formally and acting coy.

I gave her a meaningful smile and straightened my upper body.

"Ah...!"

Thinking I wouldn't continue, Breeze's eyes welled up with tears.

Here, it would be best to wipe her tears with my finger and whisper something sweet.

But I must not forget. This is a public breeding show to humiliate Ignite.

I couldn't show any gentle or weak aspects.

I had to show myself as a thorough dominator conquering dragons.

So I thrust into the tearfully pleading Breeze without any warning.

"Kyahaaang?!"

Splashhh-!

Breeze's womanhood, which had been desperately aroused, reached climax immediately after one thrust, squirting fluid.

She had been holding back her moans, but now a scream burst from her mouth and her eyes rolled back.

I could tell how much I had been teasing her, but I didn't care about her feelings and started moving my hips.

"Haah! Ugh! F-finally...! Haang! It's inside...!"

"Yes, this is the cock you wanted so badly. How is it? Satisfied now?"

"Ang! Hawung...! I-it's good! Your cock...feels good...♡"

Squelch-! Squelch-! Squelch-!

Lewd sounds continuously emanated from where our genitals met.

With her legs hooked over my arms, I continued stimulating her by thrusting against her groin.

Her pubic hair had long been soaked with the endless flow of bodily fluids, and sweat running down my cheeks mixed with her juices.

"Whew...! First load."

"Kuheuuung...!"

Spurrt-!

I filled Breeze with my semen.

Yet I didn't stop moving my hips and continued.

When I was rubbing her womanhood earlier, I too was desperately holding back pleasure.

I had said I could control myself, but now that I was inside, control was impossible.

Breeze's skillful tightening gripped my manhood and wouldn't let go.

Unlike Ernia, her pressure control was perfect, prioritizing pleasure over pain as she squeezed.

Since I didn't need to force myself, my hips moved smoothly.

Was it because of such consideration? Once I thrust in and out, I couldn't pull out completely and kept diving in.

"Hnngh...! It feels so good...! More...! Please pound me harder, darling♡"

"Kuk! Alright...!"

The term "darling" bothered me, but I dismissed it as something said in the heat of the moment and intensified my thrusting.

Squelch-squelch-squelch-squelch-!

As the tempo increased, I eventually reached the point of lifting Breeze's body, feeling the heavy weight of the dragon on my arms.

For a moment, my posture almost collapsed, but I managed to endure thanks to casting a body strengthening spell on myself just in time.

I learned that handling a dragon requires various preparations.

"Whew...!"

"A-are you okay?"

"I'm fine, but let's focus on the current situation...!"

"Hnnnng...!!"

I drove Breeze's body down onto my manhood, letting gravity assist.

Her waist arched like a bow, and her face melted in climax.

Breeze's eyes, which had been looking at me with concern, instantly changed to those of a female in heat, and saliva dripped from her mouth.

Her inner walls convulsed intensely, squeezing tightly from base to tip.

But when I lifted her forcefully with my arms and lowered her again, the strength of her walls temporarily loosened due to her climax.

"Haang...! Mm! Mmwah♡ Haa...! Heu...!"

Breeze wrapped her arms around my neck for support and kissed my lips.

Her tongue invaded my mouth, seeking affection.

I had no reason to respond to her clinginess and kept my tongue still, but she still did her best to move hers.

"Slurp! Suck! Pahaa...! Hamm...! Mm...! Kuhng?!"

As she persisted without giving up, I thrust my hips to knock on the entrance of her womb.

Breeze's sensitive spot was near her cervix.

The tip of my deeply inserted manhood alternately struck her cervix and sensitive spot, making her dizzy.

She was deep-kissing me but pulled her face away, continuously moaning.

Just when I thought I was finally free, a soft palm rested on my cheek, forcibly turning my head.

In my turned view was Ernia with a desperate expression, panting, and she pressed her lips against mine without restraint.

"Mmm...! Hnngh...♡ Slurp!"

"Aang! Th-that's mine...! Hnnk! Haaang!"

Breeze looked at Ernia, who had stolen my lips, with resentful eyes.

But she was trembling from my manhood that continued pounding her insides.

She pursed her lips and moaned, captivated by the shape of my manhood gently scratching her inner walls.

"Hnngk! Ugh! Haaang! Ohk...! Kuhuut!!"

Slap-! Slap-! Slap-!

As the collision of flesh became more intense, I firmly grasped her large buttocks.

Satisfied with the volume of her buttocks that filled my hands, I continued thrusting without rest.

And at the end came a grand cry.

"Huaaaaaaang!!"

"Hnngk!"

Spurt-! Spurrrrt-!

Along with Breeze's climax, I also ejaculated heavily.

The white fluid filling her womb overflowed, mixing with her juices and dripping to the floor.

At the same time, the effect of the strengthening spell wore off, and I put her down.

With a pop! sound, my manhood pulled out of her womanhood, covered in bodily fluids, and Ernia immediately knelt down and began sucking it.

The cleaning fellatio was perfect.

Meanwhile, Breeze lay on the floor covering her eyes with her arm, starting to exhale rough breaths.

It would be natural to bask in the afterglow after such intense activity, but I had no such time.

"Slurp! Haa...! Master, please bestow your grace inside me too!"

"Whew! Alright. Let's continue."

Anyway, I couldn't rest until the curse of wrath subsided.

As I was about to push Ernia down and mount her.

Breeze got on top of Ernia first and pressed their womanhoods together.

"Please, me too...♡"

The well-ripened womanhoods merged into one, creating the pussy burger I had dreamed of.

Now I just needed to insert my manhood, serving as both patty and sausage, between them.

Unable to control my rising smile, I grinned and thrust my manhood between their womanhoods.

After that, I stopped counting. I just spent time in pleasure until the dragons' bodies were covered in white fluid.

Then suddenly I thought of Ignite and looked at him...

"Seems he couldn't endure until the end."

He had already vomited a handful of blood and buried his face in it.

His pride as a dragon must have been thoroughly shattered.

I became curious about his reaction when he regained consciousness.

Ch.262 - 251. Settlement - 1
With news of Ignite's defeat spreading, the Red Scale Tribe that once dominated the western desert quickly collapsed.

The desert tribes returned to how they were before the Red Dragon ruled over them.

However, the factions that never worshipped dragons in the first place grew much stronger—such is the inevitable fate of the defeated.

*I'm glad they acted with flexibility, unlike the narrow-minded Ignite.*

[Those who despised the Red Scale Tribe wouldn't behave like them. Doing so would only prove they're no different. Besides, the execution ceremony from the day before yesterday is still fresh in their minds, instilling fear.]

*Execution ceremony? Someone might think I killed a person.*

[You ended a man's life, so it was an execution. What else would you call it?]

*I just removed something that had become useless and cumbersome, that's all.*

Ignite, who had witnessed the breeding show between Ernia and Breeze firsthand, ultimately couldn't withstand the psychological trauma.

The aftermath left him with an incurable mental illness, so following Ernia's suggestion to just cut it off, I sent it away the day before yesterday.

After the public castration surgery, Ignite's troublesome personality died, and he became quiet.

Perhaps he felt that everything was meaningless, or maybe he just gave up.

[To think you'd send a dragon you've done that to over to the Black Scorpion Tribe to use as they please...]

*Castration alone wasn't enough to satisfy my anger.*

After the castration, I sent Ignite as a gift to the tribe I first met.

I transformed his Dragon Heart into an ordinary heart that could only maintain life, preventing him from using his powers.

Still, I cut off his legs, wings, and tail and handed them over to Sestia.

I told her to sell the dragon body parts to offset the damage the city had suffered because of me.

*With time, they'll regenerate naturally, but that's for the desert tribes to deal with.*

[Aren't you being too careless? What if Ignite escapes on his own later?]

*Well, according to yesterday's report, they're already using his mouth and anus for sexual relief. In my subjective opinion, what they're doing seems far more vicious than physical mutilation.*

[I can't argue with that.]

According to the report, they said it felt good because it was warm inside, befitting a Red Dragon?

Anyway, I sent a reply advising them to be careful about hygiene and then cut off all communication.

I thought only the Red Scale Tribe was like that, but most desert tribes turned out to be sexual deviants.

After my seclusion, I resolved to cut ties with the tribes and never set foot in the western region again.

"Now it's finally almost over."

I've accomplished one of my life's major goals: destroying the Magic Tower Master and the Red Dragon.

The remaining tasks would be the Outer God, the transformed Pink-Haired Slut, and the Demon King.

Among them, the most troublesome existence was undoubtedly the Outer God.

The culprit who turned the Pink-Haired Slut into a monster and an unknown being whose strength was immeasurable.

Since such a being was also eyeing me, I couldn't sleep comfortably.

*And Kang Jun-hyeok has gone missing too...*

The modern person who opposed me before my possession.

At first, I found him annoying, but now I feel a bit of pity for him.

My deviant actions broke the flow of the original story and unintentionally made Bern's body rise to the ranks of the strongest.

In that process, I monopolized the power that Kang Jun-hyeok would have only obtained in the middle to late stages, making him relatively weaker.

Furthermore, I used Hades to socially destroy him.

He became a wanted criminal who couldn't live peacefully anywhere, so from his perspective, I might be no different from an Outer God.

*Unlike me, in his case, he brought it upon himself.*

Having possessed the protagonist's body, he tried to follow Kang Jun-hyeok's path exactly.

He wanted Bern to be ruined and broken in the end, and not satisfied with just the Pink-Haired Slut, he tried to recruit Hades into his harem too.

To secure a happy life, I had no choice but to ruin him.

*If he had shown a different path from Kang Jun-hyeok, I would have tried to reconcile with him...*

But he continued to show hostility toward me until the end.

I probably won't ever get along with Kang Jun-hyeok.

It wouldn't be strange if he appeared modified by the Outer God, along with the Pink-Haired Slut.

Thinking about such possibilities makes my worries deepen day by day.

My ultimate goal was revenge against Ignite, and originally, this would have been the perfect time to end it.

"Haah...!"

"Lord Bern? Is something wrong?"

"Ah, Rene."

"I heard groaning sounds from the corridor, so I came to check."

"Oh, really? Sorry for making you worry."

"You don't need to apologize. But do you have something troubling you?"

Would it be okay to tell Rene?

I hesitated for a moment, but then decided to have as few secrets as possible in front of someone I truly love.

So I decided to let go of my worries.

"Yes, we've been traveling around the world and experiencing various things, right?"

"That's right."

"The cause of the unfortunate incidents that occurred during that process still remains."

"So, you're saying there are still enemies left besides the Magic Tower Master and Ignite?"

"Exactly. But I don't know where these remaining enemies are or what they're doing."

"What if we give a large sum of money to Albatross?"

"Hmm... I'm not underestimating their intelligence network, but I think even they won't know this time."

The Outer God was that shrouded in mystery.

If there was anyone who might know, it would be the Archdemons, but when would I ever find time to search for them?

In Leviathan's case, she was a follower of the Outer God, so she wouldn't tell me.

"By the way, who is this enemy you're looking for?"

"It's complicated to explain in detail, but it's someone who probably doesn't exist in this land we're standing on."

"Hmm... Then, Lord Bern, how about we go find the Sage grandfather again?"

"Sage grandfather?"

"Yes! Master Chester!"

"Who was that again...?"

"You know! The person who advised you to find the desert tablet and the retired elf! The one called the Sage of Truth!"

"Ah!"

As soon as I heard Rene's explanation, I remembered what I had forgotten.

The sage who told me the truth that to become a Sword Master, I needed to thrust into a sword.

Why had I forgotten about him?

"Since we're located in the desert right now, how about we visit the ruins Master Chester mentioned?"

"That's an excellent idea!"

In the days when I knew nothing about the Outer God.

I had tried to learn about them from the ruins, but progress was halted because the elf warrior who knew the location of the ruins had fallen into a deep sleep.

Perhaps that's why I had temporarily erased it from my memory.

"By now, the person who knows the location of the ruins should be awake, so we can just ask."

"That might be true. Rene, I'm sorry, but could you fly directly to the Elf Forest and ask for me?"

"Yes! Leave it to me!"

Rene left the room with a bright smile.

It seems she had been slightly concerned about not being able to contribute much for me.

My earnest request seems to have brought her joy.

That's a relief.

"...You can come out now."

"Huhuhu, our daughter is so innocent."

Breeze crawled out from under the desk where I had been sitting.

I can't explain in detail what she was doing under the desk.

Let's just say she was calming my curse.

Breeze wiped away the curved hairs around her mouth with a handkerchief.

"But is it right to continue doing this in front of your daughter?"

"What are you talking about? I was just checking my son-in-law's health. For the sake of the grandchildren I'll hold someday, I must inspect daily without fail!"

"But this kind of inspection..."

"You don't like my mouth? Should I extract it from somewhere else? Then we might create Rene's sibling instead of a grandchild?"

"No, that's fine."

I kept my mouth shut, fearing that if I continued to argue, it might really happen.

"By the way, you mentioned looking for desert ruins."

"Yes, what about it?"

"Hmm... I once heard from my now-deceased husband that he had visited the desert ruins."

"Really?"

"I didn't hear the exact location, but he said you need something like a pocket watch to enter the deepest part of the ruins."

"A pocket watch?"

"Yes, beyond that, my memory is hazy since it's from long ago."

"That's fine. Even that information is incredibly helpful!"

"Oh, is it?"

As it happened, I had a sealed pocket watch.

Since it was found in the space where I fought the Pink-Haired Slut who had been transformed by the Outer God, it might be related.

Thinking about it, I finally seemed to see a new path.

"Oh? Our daughter is back already? Excuse me for a moment."

"What? W-wait a moment!"

Breeze went back under the desk where I was sitting.

At the same time, the door flung open, and Rene entered.

"I'm sorry for the sudden return! I forgot something I left behind!"

"Ah, I see! So that's what it was!"

"I'll grab it and leave right away... Huh? Your face seems to have been red for a while now. Are you feeling unwell somewhere?"

"I-I'm fine! My condition is just a bit off. If I feel sick, I'll go see a healer."

"Alright! Take care of yourself then!"

"Y-yeah!"

Today, I learned firsthand that purebred dragons have even stronger libidos than mixed-blood ones.

Ch.263 - 252. Settlement - 2
Rene returned from the Elf Forest with a gloomy expression on her face.

When I asked if the elf she wanted to meet was still sleeping, she shook her head.

Before I could ask what had happened, Rene explained what had occurred in the Elf Forest.

"She doesn't remember, huh..."

"She said it happened during her active years, even her prime, so she couldn't recall anything about it."

"Well, it was decades ago. It would be strange if she still remembered it."

But that raised a question.

The Sage of Truth had told us to find the elf who was his former companion.

As if she would remember everything.

But she claimed to have forgotten, and Rene's trip had been for nothing.

Does that make sense?

"Hmm, I think we need to go there once more. I'll come with you this time."

"Even though she said she doesn't remember anything?"

"There's something that doesn't add up."

If this were true, the Sage of Truth would be nothing but a sloppy liar.

There weren't many who held the title of Sage, and each one possessed extraordinary powers.

Even the sages that appeared in Adokchoi's works consistently imparted wisdom to the protagonists.

But the Sage of Truth gave incorrect information?

That was unbelievable unless Master Chester was an impostor pretending to be a sage.

This also created issues with my trust in Lewen, who was definitely a regressor.

"It's not that I don't trust you. It's just that sometimes I need to see things with my own eyes..."

"It's okay, I understand!"

Rene smiled brightly as she approached me and gently leaned against my body.

Her cute behavior only lasted a moment before her expression turned cold as she looked up at me.

The warm atmosphere instantly turned to ice.

"By the way, Bern, you did it with my mother and Ernia too, didn't you?"

"Ah!"

"Judging by that reaction, you really did."

"T-That's...!"

"It's fine. There are many women after you. I expected this would happen ever since you got into bed with Rin."

"I'm sorry..."

"You really don't understand women's hearts. At times like this, I'd be happier hearing you say I'm the most precious to you, rather than an apology."

Rene puffed her cheeks to show she was upset.

Seeing her like that, I couldn't help but laugh and pull her into a tight embrace.

I could give her the words she wanted, but that wouldn't feel right.

"At this point, when I'm involved with other women, those words would have no sincerity."

"You understand quite well."

Rene's eyes narrowed, her gaze turning sharp.

I never knew falling out of favor could be so painful.

Still, I could accept this lovingly too. My feelings for Rene were genuine.

"Hahaha, but I can promise you this one thing. No matter what happens, I'll never leave your side."

"..."

"Is that... not enough?"

"No, it's plenty! You must keep that promise you just made! Understand?"

"Don't worry. I'll definitely try my best to keep this promise."

Rene and I spent some time with our heads resting on each other's shoulders.

The warmth from our clasped hands enveloped my heart, making me wish the world would stop right there.

Even without physical intimacy, time spent with a loved one was fleeting and beautiful.

I wanted to savor this moment slowly, but happy moments always pass quickly.

"Shall we head to the Elf Forest now?"

"Yes."

Our heads separated, but our hands remained connected as Rene and I walked outside together.

Even if our hands part, our hearts will remain connected.

***

The Elf Forest, which I hadn't visited in a while, was much more lively than before.

The female elves put more energy into their work, and the men were not only doing household chores but also transporting fruits.

The overall atmosphere was quite different from the calm one I remembered.

While looking around the village with interest, a female elf so large her shadow covered my entire body blocked our path.

"It's been a while!"

"Indeed it has, Lady Rosemary."

She was Marianne's twin sister and also a Saintess of the Great Earth Mother, Rosemary.

The last time we met was before I left the elf village, and she had grown much larger since then.

She was twice the size of the awakened Marianne.

Size isn't a measure of strength, but even I found myself shrinking back a little.

"You've gotten quite strong since I last saw you. I suppose you haven't been neglecting your training?"

"I'm not training to the point of coughing blood, but I do enough daily to prevent muscle loss."

"Hmm! It would be rude to ask a busy person to do more than average. Anyway, what brings you here?"

"I came to meet an elf living in the forest. She has information I need."

"Now that you mention it, I heard someone was looking for Old Lady Morks earlier today..."

"That's right. I came to see her."

Rosemary smiled faintly and pointed behind her.

"I just saw Old Lady Morks out for a walk. She's probably at the plaza."

"Thank you for letting me know!"

"And."

"Yes?"

"My sister is at the Magic Tower, so drop by when you have time. She'd be delighted."

"I... I will!"

"Now go on."

Resolving to visit Marianne later, we walked in the direction Rosemary had indicated.

We saw an elderly white-haired female elf sitting on a natural fountain created by the World Tree's roots soaked in groundwater.

Unlike other elves, she had grown thin with age, but her eyes were still sharp and alert.

She looked like a living veteran warrior.

"If I may, are you Lady Morks?"

"Hmm? Who might you be?"

"I'm Bern. I've come seeking your advice as recommended by Master Chester."

"Ah, earlier a nice young lady came looking for me for the same reason, and now a fine young man approaches this old woman."

"You flatter me."

"Hohoho! I suppose you're here for the same reason?"

"That's right."

Old Lady Morks was smiling, but soon her expression turned bitter.

As if she regretted not being able to provide the information I wanted.

"I'm sorry, my dear. If it's about the ruins discovered in the desert, the memory has faded so much that I simply cannot recall it."

"It's unfortunate that you don't remember."

"I wanted to help promising young people like yourselves, but I cannot. Aging truly is an unavoidable curse."

Old Lady Morks sighed deeply, gazing ahead with a distant look.

Neither her expression nor her gestures suggested she was lying.

If she were lying, Rene would have reacted more sensitively than I would, so there was no reason to doubt her from the start.

I just needed to look at a different aspect rather than questioning her truthfulness, and I was successful.

"...This might be impolite, but I don't think you've forgotten because of age."

"Hmm? What do you mean?"

"I shouldn't say this carelessly, but there's a seal on your mind, Lady Morks. It seems some of your memories have been locked away."

"That means..."

"Yes, perhaps someone sealed away a secret from the ruins that shouldn't be revealed to the world, or you might have sealed your own memories because they were too painful to recall."

Old Lady Morks seemed to have some idea as she fell silent, lost in thought.

As I waited patiently, she asked me a question.

"Can you tell what color the magic circle is?"

"Yes. It's faint, but it's purple."

"The magic circle of my dark elf friend who has passed away... It seems I sealed my own memories."

"Is that so? Then perhaps it's better to leave the seal as it is. I apologize for intruding."

She wanted to forget a terrible past.

To find the location of the ruins, I would need to uncover Old Lady Morks' past.

But I didn't want to cause her pain just to get information.

There's nothing more cruel than dragging out someone's trauma.

Giving up, I was about to bid farewell to Old Lady Morks and leave the forest with Rene.

If only her bony hand hadn't grabbed mine as I was leaving.

"I'm sorry for suddenly stopping you. But before you go, could you remove the magic on my mind?"

"What? But if that magic is removed...!"

"I know it will be very painful. But continuing to fear the past and run away from it is not befitting of a proud elf warrior. I want to overcome my past before I die."

"Are you sure about this? You might regret this decision after your memories return."

"Regret would also be my burden to bear. At least for now, I don't want to turn away from the truth."

"...Alright."

Old Lady Morks had a determined look in her eyes.

Though retired, she was still a proud warrior with unwavering dignity.

Ignoring her wishes and leaving would only inflict an indelible wound on her.

I nodded and created a magic circle in my palm.

The Dispel magic that I had been using effectively since my possession.

I placed the magic circle on Old Lady Morks' forehead.

"Urghh!"

"This will hurt, but please bear with it for a moment."

Crack-! Sizzle-!

Sparks erupted from Old Lady Morks' forehead as her face contorted.

Some pain was inevitable when erasing magic inscribed on a human body.

But the pain now wasn't a bad thing.

It might help alleviate some of the agony she would experience after regaining her memories.

Eventually, the sparks subsided, and the purple magic circle enveloping her head disappeared.

"It's done!"

"..."

"Lady Morks?"

"Mummy... vampire... Ah, aah...!"

"What? W-Wait a moment!"

Splash-!

After reciting a few words, Old Lady Morks fell backward into the fountain.

When I hurriedly pulled her out of the water, she was already unconscious.

As I had feared, there were terrible memories mixed in.

*Mummies and vampires, she said?*

Both were non-human races and undead that never appeared in the original work.

For some reason, Hades' face flashed in my mind, and I felt afraid.
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Though she had regained her memories, old woman Morks had lost consciousness due to the severe shock.

After waiting a long time with no signs of her waking up, Rene and I had no choice but to spend the night in the Elf Forest.

"Mmm..."

"Haha, she's snoring."

Rene fell asleep early, exhausted from flying back and forth between the desert and the Elf Forest.

I, on the other hand, was strangely alert.

Figuring it would take some time before sleep would find me, I stepped outside the building.

"Waoong!"

"Yeah, let's take a night walk together."

Though the night was dark, it wasn't difficult to see thanks to the many bioluminescent creatures that glowed like fireflies.

Besides, with my Night Vision ability, walking posed no problem at all.

So I strolled along the night path side by side with Chaos, feeling like a proper dog owner.

"It's been a while since I've been here."

After walking aimlessly, I found myself back at the hill in the forest.

This was once a place where Marianne and I used to stargaze together.

But now, clouds obscured the sky, making even the moon appear dim, let alone the stars.

Though it lacked the romantic atmosphere of before, it matched the calm and quiet mood perfectly.

Climbing up the hill, I slumped down with my back against a tree trunk.

"Waoong!"

Chaos seized the opportunity to jump onto my lap, claiming it as his personal seat.

Envying how carefree Chaos lived, I ruffled his head somewhat roughly.

Despite this, he wagged his tail happily, looking incredibly cute.

I felt foolish for ever having felt jealous of Chaos.

"I never knew living happily could be this difficult..."

"Keeung?"

"Just talking to myself. You can ignore it."

"Woof!"

Without stopping my hand from petting Chaos, I began to voice my complaints.

"At first, I just wanted to live however I pleased. Like a protagonist in a novel."

A world completely different from the one I had lived in.

When I was possessed into the body of my favorite character there, I felt an exhilarating thrill.

Becoming my favorite character was something that could never happen in reality.

Experiencing something that should only happen in novels, I thought I had become the protagonist.

I believed that whatever I did was the right path, the standard storyline.

"But my belief that I was the protagonist was just an illusion..."

Even after coming to another world, reality remained reality.

A reality where one mistake could mean death at any moment.

To survive, I reduced my mistakes and craved power.

And in that process, I learned about significant responsibility.

"I realized what impact my survival, relationships with others, and actions had on the world."

The butterfly effect wasn't just a saying.

My small actions could change the future, saving or destroying someone.

The Mad Dragon mother and daughter and the Blind Sword Saint escaped their fated deaths, and the Demonic Sword, which was destined to become a Holy Sword, found its true form.

The one who should have become the lord of the dead became a broadcaster, and the descendant of the strongest species left the dungeon and gained freedom.

Additionally, other races like elves, dwarves, and snow women were able to live peaceful lives because of me.

"I'm not some great hero or savior."

Sherin, Kang Jun-hyeok, the Magic Tower Master, Ignite, and the Holden Kingdom all suffered because of me.

Though it was largely their own doing, if I hadn't intervened, they might have lived fulfilling their desires.

In other words, I took away their happiness.

"I have no regrets, but it's troubling that I couldn't say anything even if I met the same fate as them."

"Keeuung...!"

I buried my face in Chaos's back with a deep sigh.

Chaos responded with a worried voice and began licking my fingers.

The soft fur and the ticklish sensation of his tongue on my fingers calmed my gloomy mood.

It was so comfortable that I could have fallen asleep right there.

"To be honest, I'm still anxious. I don't know what challenges I'll face in the future, or how much blood, sweat, and tears I'll shed. But still..."

"Waoong?!"

I naturally flipped Chaos over.

Burying my face in his protruding belly, I made a raspberry sound with my mouth.

Chaos wiggled his cute paws, clearly ticklish.

His bright, smiling face made me smile too.

"I'll keep trying till the end so I can keep smiling like this."

"Heck! Heck! Woof!"

Chaos jumped up and started licking my face.

He moved his tongue energetically, as if taking revenge for the raspberry.

Though my face was covered in Chaos's saliva, I didn't mind.

Having finished my complaints, I looked up at the sky.

Like my fading anxiety, the clouds were clearing, revealing twinkling stars.

Just as I was thinking how I wanted to cherish only these memories, which were both nostalgic and still beautiful...

A warm blanket was draped over my shoulders.

"You should always be careful with your body when wandering around on winter nights."

"...You're right. Thanks."

Liri had appeared behind me and covered me with a blanket.

I smiled warmly and thanked her.

Liri must have been listening to my story.

Even though I showed my vulnerable side for the first time, she didn't say anything and just supported me from behind.

Such a small consideration touched me deeply.

"The weather is getting colder. Shouldn't we head back soon?"

"I'll stay a bit longer. Chaos is enjoying himself right now."

I lowered my head slightly to look at Chaos.

His small black eyes were reflecting the beautiful stars.

I didn't want to disturb Chaos, who was staring with sparkling eyes, not even realizing his tongue was sticking out.

"Then I'll stay by your side and watch. Is that okay?"

"Of course."

Just as I was lifting my hips slightly to make room for her...

Liri quickly pressed down on my shoulder, saying there was no need, and made me sit back down.

Then she transformed into a fluid-like state and merged with the blanket I was covered with.

The blanket, which had only covered my upper body, now changed into something like a sleeping bag, wrapping around my entire body.

It seems the blanket Liri had initially covered me with was also part of her body.

"At least this way, you won't catch a cold."

"I suppose so."

The Shoggoth sleeping bag had a jelly-like texture rather than being fluffy, but it was still warm.

It was about as warm as when I was hugging Chaos.

It would be fine to spend the night on the hill like this, but I couldn't help thinking it would be an inconvenience to both Chaos and Liri.

Clouds began to cover the sky again, dimming the moonlight.

"Let's head back now."

"Waoong!"

"Yes."

Just as I was about to dust off my bottom and stand up...

I sensed a presence behind me and reflexively drew out Prah, aiming it.

"Who's there?"

"W-wait a moment!"

As the blade touched his neck, the intruder desperately squeezed out his voice.

It was a voice I had heard somewhere before, which made me curious.

Looking closely at his face, which was hidden in darkness, a familiar face appeared.

"Kang Jun-hyeok?"

"Yes, it's me! So please put that sword away!"

"I don't see any reason why I should put my sword away."

"What?!"

"You know it too. We're both possessed individuals, but we're competitors pursuing different paths. Knowing that we'll hinder each other's progress, there's no reason for me to show mercy."

"Ugh...! Not anymore."

He immediately backed down when the situation didn't go his way.

He was incredibly shameless.

"What's your basis for thinking that?"

"I've been caught. By the final boss."

"What?"

As I frowned at Kang Jun-hyeok's nonsensical words...

I detected another presence slowly walking towards us.

It felt strange for a new ally recruited by Kang Jun-hyeok.

Clean, refined black magical energy.

In the original story, beings with high concentrations of magical energy were rare, and none were among Kang Jun-hyeok's allies.

I tensed up, considering the possibility that he had recruited someone who hadn't appeared in the original work.

"You've brought quite an interesting companion."

"Hah! If only they were a companion..."

"Finally found you...!"

A slender yet solemn female voice.

Though I had never heard it before, I remember a similar description in the original novel.

It's extremely rare for me to remember descriptions from the novel, but if it's in my memory, there's only one.

It appeared in a chapter close to the conclusion.

And if it's the final boss that Kang Jun-hyeok mentioned, there's only one such being.

"Demon King...?"

"You recognize me. Indeed, this meeting was destined."

The Demon King finally revealed herself, pushing aside the leaves.

Her face was identical to what I had seen in illustrations.

Except...

"Pfft!"

Unlike the Demon King I knew, she was highly concentrated.
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I searched through my memories, trying to recall the image of the Demon King.

Black hair, red eyes, and a cold, haughty beauty.

She had the body of a mature woman, wearing leather bondage that barely covered the essential parts—leaving little to the imagination.

She was essentially a voluptuous older woman with charm close to that of a succubus.

But the Demon King I was facing now was a tiny runt with no trace of maturity.

"Why are you smiling while looking at me?"

"Ah, sorry. It's just that I never expected to meet the Demon King here, so it was kind of a surprised laugh."

"Is that so? Well, if not for that terrible catastrophe, I would still be sleeping soundly in my castle."

The Demon King's revival was already surprising news.

But the fact that she survived Breeze Sephiron was beyond surprising—it was miraculous.

The Demon King had survived the breath bombardment of a Mad Dragon capable of shattering continents.

Perhaps Breeze had held back, but even so, the chances of survival were extremely slim.

Was her revival mechanism made of Orichalcum?

"More importantly, you don't seem surprised to know I'm the Demon King. Are you in league with the demons of this land?"

"That's not it. I just have my own independent sources of information."

"That sounds like you're saying there's a traitor among the demons who benefits from associating with humans."

"Who knows? You're free to speculate, I won't stop you."

I shrugged, planting seeds of doubt in the Demon King's mind.

If this led her to purge innocent demons, it wouldn't affect me at all.

As long as she didn't touch Hades, that is.

"Well, anyway, putting aside the fact that you recognized me, does your presence here mean you're already starting your conquest?"

"That would be ideal, but I don't have that kind of power right now."

"Did reviving too early leave your powers incomplete?"

"You've got it exactly right."

From what I knew, the Demon King in the original story wasn't supposed to revive until a year from now.

Considering when Breeze left for the Demon Lands, the Demon King had revived about a year and six months ahead of schedule.

That explained why her appearance differed from the Demon King I knew.

However, one question still remained.

"I understand your situation. But why are you traveling with him?"

I pointed at Kang Jun-hyeok, demanding an explanation from the Demon King.

In the original story, Kang Jun-hyeok and the Demon King were mortal enemies who had to kill each other.

They were an impossible combination, so I couldn't understand why they were traveling together now.

Especially since the current Kang Jun-hyeok was a transmigrator like me, so he should know she was the Demon King.

"If you mean that man, he tried to assault me during our journey. So I subdued him and made him my slave instead."

"What the hell...!"

Setting aside the slavery part, I frowned in disgust at Kang Jun-hyeok for trying to assault such a small girl.

If she hadn't been the Demon King, she would have been a victim of his despicable desires.

When I showed my genuine revulsion, Kang Jun-hyeok burst out in anger.

"It wasn't like that! I did pounce on her, but she didn't look like this then!"

"Ah, I forgot that I had transformed into a form to conserve mana and physical strength."

The Demon King suddenly began emitting demonic energy.

She wrapped herself in the thick demonic aura and emerged from it like a butterfly from a cocoon.

The Demon King who appeared had grown into a girl who looked about middle school age.

"Is that your true form?"

"For now, yes. My true form is a bit more mature than this, but as I said earlier, due to my early revival, this pathetic appearance is my limit."

"So you were in this form when he attacked you?"

"That's right."

At the Demon King's immediate answer, I continued to look at Kang Jun-hyeok like the trash he was.

This time he didn't burst out in anger like before, but he gritted his teeth and started making excuses.

"Grrr! After everything that built up, I couldn't help it...!"

"The stench of a rapist is vibrating from your mouth. Would you mind holding your breath for a day?"

"What! I'm not—mmph!"

Knowing that he wouldn't listen to reason, I silenced him with magic.

My conversation with the Demon King wasn't over yet.

Normally, I would have cut off his limbs to prevent any strange moves, but since he was the Demon King's property, I refrained from such extreme measures.

"Now I understand how you two met. Next, you seemed to imply you were looking for me. What business do you have?"

"I was drawn by your vast demonic energy. I never expected the owner of that energy to be human."

"Ah, if you were following residual demonic energy, you were probably tracking this guy, not me."

I lifted Prah and pointed at it.

The Demon King's eyes widened in considerable surprise.

She seemed to recognize Prah.

The Primordial Demonic Sword was the exclusive property of the first Demon King, so it was natural for her to be surprised seeing it casually held by a human.

"H-how do you have that sword?"

"It all started at a blacksmith shop. I made a contract with one of the demonic swords that was about to be destroyed. After that, I traveled around the world searching for the other fragmented demonic swords."

"A human completing the demonic sword... It's honestly hard to believe, but since you're holding the real thing, it's an undeniable fact."

"So, the source of demonic energy you felt was this sword."

"Perhaps you'd consider handing it over to us...?"

"Are you kidding? If I gave away something I worked so hard to obtain, I wouldn't just be stupid—I'd be a complete idiot."

"I figured as much."

The Demon King nodded in agreement.

I thought she might throw a tantrum demanding its return as a demon artifact, but her reaction was surprisingly calm.

Despite her young appearance, her mental age was identical to the Demon King I knew.

"Aren't you giving up too quickly?"

"Even the first Demon King couldn't handle the Primordial Demonic Sword. If I forcibly tried to take it, I'd probably receive a terrible curse."

"That's wise."

"I can at least tell right from wrong. But I've been getting the strange feeling that you're looking down on me."

"If it felt that way, I apologize. I suppose your young appearance is making me unconsciously treat you differently."

"Haa! If only my revival hadn't been rushed..."

The Demon King sighed while fidgeting with her modest chest.

Originally, she should have had impressive assets that would hide her stomach, but now...

"Pfft! Excuse me..."

"I'd really like a detailed explanation of why you keep laughing when you look at me."

"It's nothing."

The Demon King glared at me as I desperately tried to hold back my laughter.

It was just too funny seeing the once cold, haughty beauty in the form of a young girl.

Perhaps I found it amusing to discover this unexpectedly clumsy side to her character.

As we spent time like this, a black dog came between the Demon King and me.

"Woof! Grrr!"

"Hmm? This dog..."

"Yes. There might be some Chaos's demonic energy mixed in too."

I picked up Chaos, who was threatening us with bared teeth, and hugged him.

Chaos retracted his teeth and started panting with his tongue out.

Then he began licking my cheek, actively showing affection.

"When you say Chaos, do you mean the Chaos I know?"

"If you're referring to one of the Four Perils, then yes. One of the creatures raised by the first Demon King."

"I heard that even the first Demon King couldn't handle it and abandoned it as a monster, but its current appearance..."

"About that. I suspect the first Demon King might have treated the Four Perils too harshly."

My cheeks were now covered in saliva.

Yet Chaos's tongue action wasn't over.

He moved from my right cheek to my chin, then to my left cheek, marking me in a state of ecstasy.

"What's strange is that he follows me so well even though I'm neither a Demon King nor even a demon."

"This is odd. From what I've heard, the Four Perils were beings that could never coexist with others..."

"That's what I'm saying—it's a misunderstanding. They actually have good hearts, but due to some misunderstanding, the story might have been distorted."

"Can we even call them the Four Perils then?"

The Demon King stared intently at Chaos.

Sensing her gaze, Chaos suddenly turned around and spat on the Demon King's foot.

Perhaps I should retract my statement about his good heart.

"A being acknowledged by the demonic sword and followed by one of the Four Perils..."

"Even I feel uncomfortable when you stare at me like that."

"May I try just one test?"

"Test?"

"Nothing special, just something from the study of kingship, a necessary virtue for rulers. There's a test item to determine one's qualification as a Demon King."

"Oh, that sounds interesting. Alright, let's hear it."

A test to verify kingship in this other world—something that never appeared in the novel.

I was excited to hear it directly from a local.

"A sword lies at your feet, and before your eyes is an enemy holding your beloved hostage. What would you do in this situation?"

"That's simple. I'd pick up the sword and stab the enemy."

"But your lover might die if you do that."

"I could make them drink an elixir. Even if they die, I could resurrect them with necromancy."

"Your lover would become undead. Would that be okay?"

"One of my lovers is already undead."

"What...?"

"These days, undead can not only mate but even get pregnant."

The Demon King's expression was decomposing like an undead's.

Was there some problem?
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"I see... I came looking to borrow your strength, but it seems we're not meant to join forces after all."

"Is that so? That's too bad."

I sheathed my sword while simultaneously sending Chaos back into the shadows.

I'd already revealed the source of the demonic energy the Demon King was curious about, so there was no need to show more.

From the beginning, I wasn't comfortable displaying my full power in front of Kang Jun-hyeok.

"I was hoping to recruit you for the revival of the demon race, but it seems you're not suited for the world I'm trying to create."

"What kind of world do you want?"

"Even if I told you, you probably wouldn't understand."

"Let me be the judge of that. Well, if it's a dream you think I'll laugh at, you don't have to tell me. I suppose it's just a pathetic delusion in the end."

"If you're planning to insult my dream, I won't stand for it."

The Demon King suddenly became angry, but she was the one who had been discourteous first.

I frowned at her attitude, testing people and immediately declaring them substandard.

How could I view favorably someone who lacked the basic courtesy expected of a person coming to propose collaboration?

I understand that having lived for ages as royalty, it's difficult to bow one's head to others.

However, she was the ruler of a fallen demon race. She needed to recognize her position and know when to yield if she wanted to achieve her greater purpose.

"Instead of cherishing your dreams, you should reflect on your situation. No matter how grand the dreams you speak of, they're nothing but empty words coming from someone who hasn't accomplished anything in this life."

"Kuh...!"

"I'm telling you to act rationally. Rationally."

Struck at her core, the Demon King twisted her lips without offering a rebuttal.

She must be incredibly frustrated. In the original story, she was the Demon King whom no one dared to face, but now she was nothing more than a fragile girl.

Moreover, the demons who had been her close allies had been reduced to ashes by the Mad Dragon's breath.

The Demon King was essentially stranded on a deserted island now.

Not that I particularly sympathized with her.

The demon race had killed Rene and tried to use Breeze Sephiron to blow away half the human continent.

They knew the price of failure would be immeasurable yet proceeded anyway—they had brought this upon themselves.

"...You're right. I responded emotionally without realizing it, worried that all my efforts might come to nothing. I should set aside my pride as the Demon King for now."

"Better late than never. At least you've proven you're better than those who stubbornly refuse good advice."

As an example of such stubbornness was right beside me, I turned to look at Kang Jun-hyeok.

He exploded in anger, but the silence spell was still in effect, so I easily ignored him.

"Before explaining my dream, there's something I'd like to ask."

"Another test?"

"No, this time it's a question related to a critical issue affecting the current world."

"That's not my strong suit... but go ahead."

"Have you never thought that this world is strange?"

"Fucking constantly."

The countless connections I'd made during my travels.

Among them, normal people were exceedingly rare.

Each time I'd been startled and horrified, but now I'd somewhat adapted.

I'd conquered dragons, both purebloods and mixed-bloods, and even mingled with swords and liches.

Each time, I recognized that I was becoming stranger myself, but I figured it was fine as long as it felt good.

"If you're already aware, I don't need to explain at length. My goal is to correct all those wrong aspects."

"Why?"

"Because they're calamities created by outside forces that are eating away at the demon world... and beyond that, the entire world."

"Outside forces? Can you explain in more detail?"

"You may not believe this, but this world is already severely distorted. At some point, countless living beings began to desire and love alien elements, accepting them as if they were natural."

"I'm sorry, but that's hard to understand. Could you explain it more simply?"

"I'll explain with an example. The dwarven custom of cremating deceased spouses and crafting weapons from their remains. When do you think that practice began?"

"I heard it was an ancient dwarven tradition, so wasn't it practiced since the first dwarves?"

"No, it's only been about 200 years. Yet all dwarves now accept this custom as natural, without feeling any strangeness about it."

Two hundred years might seem long, but dwarves, like elves, are a long-lived race.

Two hundred years for dwarves was equivalent to less than 50 years for humans.

Not even a century had passed, yet everyone was making weapons from family remains, calling it an ancient tradition.

Thinking about it again, it was bizarre.

"That's not all. Snow women and yetis were once bitter enemies who fought bloodily over everything. But now, snow women use yetis as pets and mounts. And the yetis are satisfied with such treatment."

"It does feel contrived..."

"The demon race is the same. Even my parents suddenly fell in love with other races. At first, I thought it was natural, but as I learned the history of the demon world, I began to feel something was wrong. Then one day, from a book I found by chance, I realized that a god from another world had created this situation."

I couldn't respond to the Demon King's words.

The god from another world had resurfaced as a topic of conversation during my meeting with the Demon King.

She was saying that all the abnormal sexual desires in this world were created by this foreign god.

*Indeed, none of the abnormal sexual behaviors I've witnessed were ever mentioned in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."*

At first, I thought the author was just cleverly hiding those aspects.

But the original work only introduced completely normal cultures, without any flaws.

I had found that strange at some point, but eventually stopped caring about it.

What if my way of thinking had been created by this foreign god?

A chill ran down my spine as I swallowed hard.

*Especially since I've even encountered this foreign god before...*

My mind might have been contaminated at some point.

Thinking this, fear surged through me and my mind grew hazy...

[Contractor, I apologize for interrupting your conversation, but didn't you feel sexual desire for this body even before contacting the foreign god?]

*Ah, that's right.*

I concluded that I had been abnormal from the beginning.

I'd made a fuss over nothing.

Whether it was a sword or undead, I'd always believed there was no problem as long as it tasted good—even before coming to this world.

After all, I'd read countless novels where holy swords transformed into humans and became heroines.

*Fortunately, it seems there's no influence on me.*

[That might be why the foreign god covets a child with you.]

*Fuck.*

This was no time to be relieved.

I'd been marked by a being that turns the normal into abnormal, precisely because I was abnormal from the start.

"Therefore, I've set my dream to conquer all continents to correct the world ruined by the foreign god and to stand against them. Do you understand my dream now?"

Instead of answering, I nodded.

The Demon King had declared her ambition to fight against the foreign god whose identity even I couldn't determine.

I regretted having belittled her ambition, calling it pathetic.

"So what do you plan to do now?"

"Since my forces consist only of demons, I must first unite the remaining survivors before considering conquest. I had planned to use your demonic energy's prestige to persuade all demons on the continent, but some might reject me because you're human."

"I'm sorry I can't help."

"It's fine. I've already considered alternatives."

"Mind telling me what those alternatives are?"

"I've received information that one of my loyal subordinates is in this territory rather than the Demon Lands. The Demi-lich, King of the Undead—he will surely help me."

A drop of sweat rolled down my cheek.

There was an entity I could infer from the Demon King's words.

What would happen if she learned that the lich she trusted was earning money by shaking his ass in front of humans under my orders?

I couldn't imagine. I'd need to send a letter on my way back.

"Anyway, it was very enjoyable meeting someone I could have a reasonable conversation with after so long."

"You're leaving already?"

"Time is of the essence. I need to move as much as possible rather than spending time chatting."

"I see. Then be on your way."

The Demon King turned her back on me without making any requests, despite my having revealed her goal.

She naturally made Kang Jun-hyeok kneel, gagged him, and mounted his back.

She pulled his leash like reins, riding him like a horse as he crawled on all fours.

The Demon King didn't seem to find anything strange about her behavior.

*She really is in a hurry.*

This suggested that her mind was also being contaminated by the foreign god's interference.

Though our meeting was brief, I had a strong feeling we would meet again soon.

Whatever the reason, she was opposing the foreign god just like me.

"Whew!"

And so, my evening walk came to a spectacular end.
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"Bern! It's terrible! Something terrible has happened!"

"Hmm...?"

After meeting the Demon King, my mind had become complicated, making it difficult to sleep peacefully.

As a result, I woke up much later than planned, and even then, I hadn't awakened by my own will.

I rubbed my eyes as Rene's urgent voice roused me from sleep.

"What's going on?"

"Morks has left the village!"

"What...?"

Here's what happened.

While I was sound asleep, Rene decided to visit old lady Morks's residence alone.

She went to check on her condition, but no matter how much she called, there was no answer.

Thinking she might have gone for a walk as usual, Rene searched around the village, but old lady Morks was nowhere to be found.

Even when she asked nearby elves, they all claimed they hadn't seen her.

So Rene resorted to somewhat forceful methods to enter old lady Morks's house, where she discovered a table with a letter left on it.

"This is the letter I mentioned. I've already read the contents, but from the first line it said she was leaving the village, so I thought I should inform you right away."

"You did well. Let's read the entire letter first and then decide what to do."

"Yes!"

I took out the letter from the already opened envelope.

It was a letter written with pigments from broad leaves and flower petals.

After briefly admiring the eco-friendly letter, I quickly began reading its contents.

The letter was concise.

It began with an apology, saying she had urgent matters to attend to and needed to leave in a hurry.

She repeatedly apologized for not directly providing the information we wanted after we had helped her recover her memories.

Instead, she had written detailed information about the desert ruins on the letter.

She revealed the location of the ruins, its mechanisms, and how to enter, but curiously, nothing about what was inside the ruins.

*I wonder what those mummies and vampires she mentioned before losing consciousness were all about...*

[Perhaps there's a restriction that causes one to lose consciousness or memory if they speak or write about what they saw in the ruins.]

*Hmm, that sounds plausible.*

Although we couldn't learn everything, the information we had obtained so far was satisfactory enough.

It would be more thrilling to discover the secrets of the veiled ruins firsthand anyway.

I carefully tucked the letter into my breast pocket.

I had initially thought we might need to search for old lady Morks who had suddenly disappeared, but that was no longer necessary.

I resolved to head straight to the ruins after making thorough preparations.

***

"A black stone structure that doesn't match the desert... Ah! My lord, I found it!"

A dark stone pillar protruding from the yellow sand.

Hades, who had been carefully examining it, began hopping up and down excitedly.

Just as old lady Morks had told us, there was a strange structure emitting an unusual energy.

"Good work."

"What should we do next?"

"Wait here for a moment. I'll solve the mechanism."

I approached the stone pillar and placed my hand on the stone disc embedded in its upper section.

Grrrng-!

The disc turned smoothly without needing much force.

I checked the letter's contents and adjusted the disc's position accordingly.

After finishing with the upper section, I moved on to the middle section, and then to the disc at the bottom, completing a total of three operations in succession.

"Great!"

Despite my satisfaction at completing the task, nothing seemed to change.

But this was merely an illusion.

"Hades, would you mind shooting any magic spell toward that direction?"

"Toward the empty air?"

"Yes."

"I don't quite understand, but I'll follow my lord's orders!"

Hades created a series of magic circles with a satisfied smile.

She could have simply created a small fireball and launched it, but instead, she was generating multiple high-level magic circles in succession.

She must have been itching to use proper magic after spending so much time just broadcasting.

[Shouldn't we stop her?]

*Let her be. As a lich, her mana regeneration is fast, and besides... what could possibly collapse?*

As soon as I finished speaking, Hades's eight consecutive spells manifested.

Magic composed of various elements surged toward the empty space I had pointed at.

Despite the tremendous power of the spells, strangely, the space rippled and the magic disappeared instantly.

They literally vanished as if they had never existed.

"W-what is this...?"

"Good, this is definitely the place."

Unlike the bewildered Hades, I smiled with satisfaction.

I'm sorry for her, but I knew from the beginning that magic wouldn't work.

Meanwhile, I sensed a presence behind us.

When I turned around, I saw a sheep-girl drenched in sweat.

"Haa...! Haa...! The magic disappeared midway...?"

"Though it looks like there's nothing there, our destination—the ruins—is right there."

"Is it hidden behind an invisible barrier?"

"That's right."

As I nodded, the stunned Hades began to express her feelings.

"B-but my lord! I can't understand how my magic was blocked so easily!"

"Don't be so discouraged. It's not because you're lacking. Even if I had tried, the result would have been the same."

"What kind of barrier is this? Was it created by some god of magic?"

"Not a god of magic, but something much stronger than that."

I tapped and stroked the top part of the stone pillar.

The part I was tapping sank in, and the pillar began to vibrate intensely.

Simultaneously, the surrounding environment changed.

The ruins appeared in the middle of the desert where there had been nothing before.

The exterior of the ruins was pyramid-shaped, fitting the desert image.

"Oh, ohh!"

"The ruins really do exist!"

"Did you think I was lying?"

"Meeeh?! I-I didn't mean it like that!"

"I know. I was just joking."

"Phew! I thought you were angry..."

Unlike others, Meryl didn't get angry or sulk when teased.

Instead, an inexplicable sense of guilt constricted my heart, making it difficult to tease her often.

But if I ignored her, she would be sad deep down, so I had to be careful in various ways when dealing with her.

"Anyway, has the barrier that absorbed all that magic been deactivated?"

"Yes. Unlike before, it would now collapse disappointingly easily."

"Then my lord! Please give me a chance to redeem myself...!"

"No. Our goal is to obtain the stone tablet, not to destroy the ruins."

"I see..."

Hades seemed quite disappointed.

If I had known this would happen, I would have instructed her to use basic magic from the beginning.

At least then her pride would have been preserved.

While I was pondering how to cheer up Hades, Meryl approached her and gently grabbed her shoulder.

"You can't destroy the ruins, but you can certainly crush any magical beasts or enemies that come out from inside! Wouldn't that be a good way to redeem yourself?"

"Y-yes, that method would certainly...!"

Hades looked at me with eyes that seemed to be seeking permission.

Meryl had taken the initiative to help, and I couldn't squander this opportunity.

"I'll permit the use of magic inside the ruins. But magic powerful enough to damage the structure is prohibited."

"Understood!"

"Meeh! That's great!"

Hades thanked Meryl for her help.

Although Meryl waved her hands saying it was nothing, Hades grabbed her hands and they rejoiced together.

Seeing the two who had instantly become friends, I naturally smiled, but only briefly.

Recalling their true identities, I found myself scratching the back of my head.

*The friendship between the last bloodline of Kpeterios and a demi-lich... normally, they couldn't coexist.*

A divine beast with its own holy power and a lich who is essentially the ruler of the undead.

The mummies and vampires that might be inside the ruins were undead.

That's why I brought these two who could respond to the undead, but I never expected this scene.

[This meeting wouldn't have been possible without you.]

*...I wonder if my interference in the story was the right thing to do?*

[Are you still caught up in that worry? Let it go already.]

*Sorry, I decided not to think about it, but it keeps coming back.*

[Whenever that happens, think of the faces of those who have become happy thanks to you and feel proud of yourself. Especially since I am one of them, so be proud!]

*Ahaha, that sounds good.*

With Prah's comfort, I gathered my resolve and looked at the ruins.

At least now was not the time to look back, but to move forward.

As I was about to take a step forward toward the ruins.

"My lord, if I may be so bold, there's something I'm curious about."

"Hmm?"

At Hades's questioning, I stopped in my tracks as I was about to lead the way.

When I turned my head, I saw Hades examining the stone pillar.

"What is it?"

"You manipulated this pillar to deactivate the barrier, didn't you?"

"Yes, I did."

"By what principle was the barrier deactivated?"

True to her nature as a lich who became immortal to endlessly accumulate knowledge, she was curious about the pillar's mechanism.

However, unfortunately, I couldn't give her a satisfactory answer.

"I don't know either. I only knew the method to deactivate it."

"Then do you know how to reactivate the barrier? If I knew that, I might understand the principle and be able to use it myself."

"I don't know that either."

"Hmm."

Hades didn't ask further and began examining the stone pillar from various angles.

After investigating for a while, she exclaimed as if she had discovered something.

"There's a hole at the back of the pillar!"

"Maybe it formed due to weathering after being abandoned for many years?"

"The shape of the hole is too clean for that. Moreover, the inside of the hole is strangely moist and soft."

"The hole is moist and soft?"

The stone pillar was far from being moist or soft.

It was absolutely impossible, so I checked the hole that Hades had discovered.

A hole large enough to insert two fingers.

To verify if Hades's words were true, I inserted just my index finger.

"Gasp...!"

Indeed, the inside of the hole was soft and strangely sticky.

It was almost like a living organism.

"That's interesting."

"Could there be a button to activate the barrier at the deepest part of the hole?"

"I can't say it's impossible... Whoa?!"

Just as I was trying to insert my index finger deeper to check if there was something like a button, suddenly, a viscous liquid gushed out from the hole, soaking the area around the pillar.

"My lord!! Was it a trap that sprays poison?!"

"I'll purify it for you!"

"D-don't come closer!"

Hades and Meryl were startled and tried to assist me, but I shouted at them to stay away.

They showed uneasy reactions, so I responded in a calm tone.

"The liquid that was just sprayed isn't harmful. But just to be safe, stay a bit away."

"O-okay."

"Alright..."

Hades and Meryl took a few steps back.

I was satisfied seeing them at a distance.

More importantly, I stared intently at the stone pillar.

"Haah...! Haah...! M-more...!"

A very faint breathing sound coming from inside the stone pillar.

Catching that sound, I pursed my lips tightly.

*I never imagined someone would be inside the stone pillar.*

[What?! T-then your actions of turning the disc on the pillar or probing the hole were...!]

*...Let's stop investigating.*

I had completely let my guard down.

This world was currently being corrupted by foreign gods.

Therefore, it wasn't strange for a living being to be inside what I thought was a simple mechanism.

The hole in the stone pillar was probably like a confessional hole from those adult books I'd read.

Thinking this, I got up from my spot.

"Alright! I'm fine, so let's head to the ruins now."

"B-but...!"

"If we stay here and the barrier reactivates, we might never be able to enter again."

"That's true."

"Come on, let's go!"

I pushed Meryl and Hades's backs, guiding them toward the ruins.

As for the woman inside the pillar... I decided to erase her from my memory.

There's a high possibility she's a vampire anyway.
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The barrier disappeared just as we hurriedly entered the ruins.

Torches lit up as if welcoming our arrival, illuminating the dark passageway.

One thing was certain—the inhabitants of the ruins had been notified about intruders.

"My lord, allow me to take the lead."

"Are you sure that's wise? As a mage, wouldn't it be better for you to stay in the rear?"

"It's fine. Before I am a mage, I am a loyal servant—I cannot allow my lord to take the vanguard. Besides, I'm not being reckless."

Hades pulled out a glass vial and sprinkled the bone powder inside onto the floor.

He bent down and drew a magic circle with the pile of bone powder.

Soon, the completed magic circle glowed and created a pitch-black hole.

From within the hole, slender female human arms began to stretch out.

"Planning to use rag golems as meat shields, I see?"

"Hehe, unfortunately, the rag golems are scheduled to be used as sentries guarding treasures, so you won't see them often."

"Then what are those?"

"Seeing is believing. Watch and you'll understand!"

I wasn't sure what he was plotting with that confident smile.

As I stared blankly at the hole, finally one of the arm's owners crawled out.

Surprisingly, the figure emerging from the hole was a human woman who looked nothing like an undead.

Just as I was wondering why humans were coming out of Hades' summoning circle, an incredible sight unfolded before me.

Bikini armor—something I had never seen since coming to this world.

Six women wearing such destructive outfits appeared.

"...When did you hire human mercenaries?"

"My lord, I have never hired humans."

"What? Then those are..."

With suspicion in my heart, I carefully observed the female knights appearing one after another.

Though they all looked different, they had one thing in common.

There was a thin line drawn around each of their necks.

The identity of these female knights was Dullahan—the elite among Death Knights.

"I've prepared only the highest-skilled death knights. If you give them orders, they will gladly serve as your shields."

"...I understand they're undead, but why are they dressed like that?"

"Hehe! As expected, my lord has a keen eye. There's a grand purpose behind it! I'll show you right now!"

*Clap clap*

When Hades clapped his hands twice, the Dullahans gathered in one place.

They lined up and, without any command, split into left and right formations.

As they each struck different poses, I was reminded of a TV program.

It resembled the setup of idols appearing in different poses to start a performance.

My impression wasn't wrong—they all began dancing in unison.

After showing off their precise choreography for a moment, Hades clapped his hands, and the Dullahans immediately stopped dancing and formed a horizontal line.

"Did you see?"

"Hmm... I saw the preview. Now would you explain what this nonsense is about?"

"These are Dullahans who will bring a new change to my broadcast! I call them 'Dullahs'!"

"So basically, you put human skin on Dullahans and taught them to dance to use them for your broadcast?"

"Exactly! After the previous incident, I realized something. It's difficult for me alone to cater to everyone's tastes! So I created Dullahs with various charms so more people can enjoy my broadcast!"

This was something often seen in the broadcasting industry.

Popular streamers establishing companies to train newcomers.

I never expected to see modern customs in a world dominated by swords and magic.

More than that, I was secretly terrified that Hades was developing the broadcasting industry on his own without any advice from me.

It almost felt like he was reading my mind.

"I understand why you formed the Dullahs, but we're not here to broadcast, are we?"

"The advantage of Dullahs is that they can be reliable female knights when you need them, my lord!"

"Shouldn't you at least change their outfits? Their skin is completely exposed."

This was reality, not a game world.

Unrealistic things like gaining more defense by wearing less didn't happen here.

However, Hades shook his head, denying my thoughts.

"Since they're essentially undead, no attack except holy power can inflict fatal wounds."

"Still, I think it would be better to have them heavily armored for battle."

"Hehe, I was trying to keep this secret, but there's actually a crucial purpose behind their outfits!"

"What is it?"

"They're designed to stimulate your sexual desires so they can later serve as biological sperm banks for the seeds I'll place inside..."

"Everyone, without exception, go back and get properly armed."

"Yes."

Dismissing Hades' ambition, I ordered the Dullahans to return with proper armor.

My rank was much higher, so they obediently followed my command.

Hades started grumbling with disappointment, but I couldn't respect his wishes this time.

I'd grown accustomed to his broadcasts and didn't mind what he did there, but operating a sperm bank was a different matter.

*As if the curse of rage wasn't already making each day difficult enough...*

He might have heard about my curse somewhere and come up with this clever plan.

As soon as we finished exploring the ruins, I'd need to find the source of this information and have a stern word.

*Why are your handles wet?*

[...It's because of the moisture in the ruins.]

*Is that so?*

I waited with a smile until the Dullahs returned to their proper form.

Meanwhile, Meryl was disappointed, saying she wanted to see the dance to the end.

I wasn't sure how far the outer god's mental corruption had progressed.

"We're ready."

"Good. Let's get started properly."

Having completed our preparations, we advanced slowly through the ruins with the Dullahans in the lead.

The structure of the ruins was a single path until we descended underground, so we didn't get lost.

Vampire bats and ratmen appeared to threaten us along the way, but they didn't evoke any emotion.

That's because they were brutally sliced apart by the Dullahs.

Watching magical beasts die before we could even properly see them made me feel like a high-level player in a low-level dungeon.

"They're creatures not even worth turning into undead."

"We're still at the entrance. Stronger specimens will appear as we go deeper."

Having only explored insane dungeons until now, I'd forgotten the basic structure of dungeons.

The rule was that weaker monsters appear first, with stronger ones showing up as you progress.

This was the standard, but I had completely forgotten it at some point.

The perverted gentleman orc, yandere father-complex snow woman, furry sage's dungeon, tentacled angel statues, shoggoth pretending to be a maid, and the massive rage beast.

After encountering only abnormal creatures while exploring dungeons, it was natural that my concept of dungeons had become distorted.

"Meh? Are you okay? You don't look well."

"I'm fine. Just remembering things I'd rather forget."

"If it's difficult, why don't we rest for a while?"

"I'm fine. There's nothing physically wrong with me."

With the outer god potentially interfering at any moment, I didn't want to waste time.

As evident from the woman in the pillar, this place was already corrupted by the outer god's abnormal desires.

Given the records about outer gods, it was certain this was a place they could reach.

"My lord, we've reached a fork in the road! However, the left path is a dead end."

"This signals that the real maze is about to begin."

I'd heard that actual pyramid structures weren't that complex, but most dungeons in this world were mazes.

They needed to use as many traps and monsters as possible to drain the explorers' strength before they reached the boss room.

Dungeons with simple structures had mostly been conquered, making them hard to find.

It's a good example showing that complex internal structures make conquering more difficult.

"Now there are three paths. None of them appear to be dead ends."

"How about splitting the Dullahs in half for reconnaissance?"

"Including us, there are exactly nine people. We can split into groups of three."

"Then from now on, I must protect my lord!"

"I can protect myself, so don't overdo it."

"Aww, understood."

After sending the Dullahs to the left and right, we proceeded straight ahead.

Since the Dullahans who had been taking the vanguard were gone, I took the lead this time.

Hades offered to summon other undead, but I firmly refused.

Summoning consumes a considerable amount of mana.

I couldn't allow wasteful mana consumption when we didn't know what might happen next.

"Hmm, if we hit a dead end, it'll be quite annoying to go back."

"Perhaps it would be better to summon other undead for scouting?"

"That would take the fun out of exploring the dungeon."

This was a traditional dungeon I hadn't encountered in a long time.

As someone who admired adventure, I didn't want to rely on shortcuts too often.

"Meh! There's something ahead!"

"An enemy?"

"No, rather than an enemy..."

Before Meryl could explain in detail, I saw something too.

Peculiarly, there was a stone box placed beside the passage.

Unknown characters were engraved on it.

"What's this?"

"These are runes. I can't translate perfectly, but let me try!"

Meryl dusted off the box and carefully examined the letters.

As she read each character and made inferences, I could see the scholarly traits she inherited as the daughter of a sage.

A child born between the strongest species and a sage. Though overshadowed by the strongest species' blood, the sage's blood couldn't be ignored either.

"Use... free... ly?"

"Use freely? Maybe there are torches inside?"

"I don't think so. Oh, there's an arrow here!"

Everyone's gaze followed the arrow.

At the end of the arrow was a large hole, from which some kind of breath was coming out.

Simultaneously, I could feel my facial muscles stiffening in real-time.

"There are characters here too! But these are characters I've never seen before."

"My lord, I apologize, but I've never seen such characters either."

The phrase they couldn't interpret.

Yet, ironically, I could read it.

It wasn't terminology from this world.

'Free Play Mimic♡'

The true nature of the ruins was gradually being revealed.
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A suspiciously odd-looking box.

It would be better for my mental health to ignore it and move on, but there was something about it I couldn't just pass by.

"English writing, huh..."

There were terms in this other world that resembled loanwords.

However, I had never once seen anything like the alphabet, let alone English words.

A world where foreign words were used but actual English didn't exist—that was the peculiarity of this novel's world.

I had accepted it as just how things were, but now English had appeared for the first time.

[Is there a problem with seeing characters that only you can understand?]

'Of course there is. The being who created this box might be connected to me somehow.'

[Hmm, then it must be an important clue. So what does that bizarre writing mean?]

'Well, about that...'

I had momentarily forgotten the meaning because I was so surprised by the appearance of English.

'Free Play Mimic'

Free Play probably meant to freely play with it or enjoy it for free, and the word after that...

"It says mimic."

"Is this box's identity a mimic? If it's a mimic, then it's a shape-shifting magical beast. I'll destroy it right away."

"No, don't destroy it. Just wait and see."

"Is there a problem?"

"I have something I want to try first."

Even if the box's true identity was a magical beast, since it had English writing on it, I couldn't just pass by without examining its contents.

Mimics in this world, while magical beasts, all contained important treasures.

Therefore, this bizarre mimic likely contained a significant treasure related to me.

'The question is how to open the box...'

Breaking the box and checking its contents would be the quickest method.

However, if the treasure inside happened to be fragile, that would be disastrous.

Though troublesome, it seemed best to follow the traditional approach.

"Hades, a bone."

"Yes! Here it is!"

As soon as I spoke to Hades, he promptly brought me a neck bone, which I tried to insert into the hole.

But the moment I brought the bone close, the hole suddenly narrowed until it was only large enough for a twig to enter.

It seemed this mimic wasn't willing to accept just anything, so I'd need to use a different approach.

"Waoong?!"

"Hey! Stay still."

I summoned Chaos and picked him up as he excitedly rushed toward me.

Then, grabbing his wagging tail, I aimed it toward the hole.

A dog's tail hair should be thin enough to enter any hole.

Meanwhile, Chaos was very flustered by my actions and squirmed.

"Keeng! Keeng!"

"Don't be nervous. I'm just going to insert the tip of your tail and pull it right back out."

"Woof woof!"

Chaos protested loudly, as if he hated the idea.

They say don't feed a dog that doesn't work.

He seemed to have grown lazy from spending too much time in the shadows lately.

"If you keep being uncooperative like this, I'll have to evict you from my shadow."

"Woof!"

[He says that's tyranny]

"The homeowner is always the boss."

"Keewoong...!"

Chaos finally seemed to give up, drooping his body.

I patted his back and stroked his fluffy tail.

Normally, I would have asked Liri instead of Chaos to investigate inside the hole.

It would have been more efficient and safer to entrust it to her, a shoggoth.

However, I had instructed Liri to track down the mysteriously disappeared old lady Morks, so she was currently absent.

"Still, it's better than asking you to put your foot in the hole, right?"

"Keewng."

Chaos's ears were still drooping, but he wasn't resisting like before.

Thinking I should do this quickly before he changed his mind, I brought Chaos's tail close to the mimic's hole.

Chaos's fur was thin enough to enter at least partially, no matter how much the hole narrowed.

I was curious about how the mimic would react this time, when suddenly—

"Kyaang?!"

The mimic's hole suddenly stretched like a mouth and bit Chaos's tail.

Chaos screamed in shock while the mimic sucked in his tail with tremendous force.

I briefly thought how fortunate it was that I hadn't inserted the Holy Sword, but now I needed to quickly rescue Chaos.

"Keewng! Keewng! Keewng!"

[He's desperately begging you to save him.]

"I was going to help anyway, so just hang on a bit!"

I tried to separate Chaos from the mimic, but the mimic's suction power was absurdly strong.

If I tried to pull him out by force, Chaos's tail might be torn off.

With no other choice, I quickly drew my sword and struck the mimic hard with the back of the blade.

Clang-!

With a clear, resonant sound, Chaos and the mimic separated.

Freed, Chaos rushed into my arms, continuously making pained noises.

It seems that even one of the Four Perils can panic when its tail is intensively attacked.

I patted Chaos's trembling back to calm him down.

"Is there really no way to check the contents without breaking it...?"

One remaining option was to use the Holy Sword.

However, I wanted to avoid using the Holy Sword on a magical beast whose gender I couldn't even determine.

Though I always called it the Holy Sword, it was ultimately my precious reproductive organ.

I had conquered many beings over time, but at least I had only mixed bodies with those who had human-like appearances.

That was my last remaining humanity, and I didn't want to give it up.

"Grr...!"

While I wanted to preserve my humanity, I was curious about the mimic's secret. But if I closed my eyes and did it, I feared an outer god might be trying to infiltrate me through the mimic.

It was an impossible situation.

As I was racking my brain, I felt someone tapping my shoulder.

"Would you like to share what you're worrying about with us?"

"Meryl..."

"If we all put our heads together, we might find a solution, right?"

"You're right, we might."

Agreeing with Meryl's suggestion, I shared the only remaining solution I could think of.

When I said that sacrificing my body might reveal the mimic's secret, both of them strongly objected, as expected.

"My lord, that would be like giving up bones to gain flesh."

"I don't think that's a good solution either."

"But there's nothing else I can put in. It rejects non-living things, and when I try specific body parts, it sucks them in terribly. Yet there's no sign of the secret being revealed."

I even tried inserting my hand, but just like Chaos's tail, it only sucked hard.

Most importantly, no matter what I did, the box's lid wouldn't open, which was frustrating.

It seemed the mimic was demanding a specific body part, and judging by the fluid-like substance dripping from the hole, the answer was a reproductive organ.

"So you're saying if you insert your manhood into the hole, it will be resolved?"

"Probably."

"...Wait, don't you already have something suitable for that?"

"If you're talking about my Holy Sword, as I said before..."

"No, not that. Remember that thing you were grinning about when you stored it in your spatial storage as a trophy?"

"Huh? There's no such... oh, there is?"

I opened my spatial storage and pulled out a thick rod.

Its appearance was like an elongated pebble lying on the ground, but when the outer shell was peeled off, its hidden form was revealed.

It resembled a phallus—it was Ignite's member, which I had cut off with the promise to return it when he repented.

"But I was supposed to return this to Ignite when he reformed?"

"That evil dragon's nature will never change. Let's just use it!"

"Besides, I heard from my father, who was a sage, that when a proud man's spirit is broken, there's a high probability he'll fall like a female."

"That's gender reversal..."

"Anyway, he might have already given up on getting it back. We're just putting a worthless object to good use!"

"When you put it that way, you both make sense."

Since when did I start considering Ignite's convenience and circumstances?

Accepting their reasoning, I thrust the grotesque rod into the mimic's hole.

Thinking this might also be the wrong answer, I held my breath and observed the mimic's reaction.

This time, it neither narrowed the hole nor sucked it in. It just trembled slightly.

"Is this right?"

As I was starting to wonder whether this was the correct answer or not—

Click-!

The seam of the box opened slightly, and a part of a stone tablet peeked out.

Since forcing the mimic open seemed risky in many ways, I just pulled out the stone tablet.

At the same time, the box's seam closed again, and it began to act.

It started rapidly rotating and sucking in Ignite's manhood that was stuck in the hole.

Everyone watching the scene, including myself, recoiled in horror and moved far away from the mimic.

"Something seems seriously wrong here."

"I-I think so too."

"We've got what we wanted, so let's hurry and leave."

Deciding to check the stone tablet later, we quickly moved away from where the mimic was.

Seeing the mimic's state, it somehow felt like the right thing to do.

However, our uneasiness was reflected in reality faster than expected.

Human arms and legs sprouted from the trembling box.

Eventually, the mimic stood up on its own and suddenly rushed toward us.

"This is insane! Absolutely insane!"

A mimic with arms and legs.

Its appearance transcended bizarreness—it was fear and madness incarnate.

"M-my lord! What should we do now?"

"I don't know! Just run!"

If there was one thing I knew for certain, it was this:

If it catches us, we're screwed.

Remembering how it had sucked in Ignite's manhood like a vacuum, I spurred my legs on.

"Shit!"

The dungeon image of vampire bats or ratmen appearing was already forgotten in my mind.

We had stepped into the realm of an outer god.

This was just the beginning of the real ordeal.

"Old lady Morks...! You were right!"
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A maze within the ruins so vast that one might doubt it had an end.

For exploration, one would normally need to conserve energy, but Bern's group had no such luxury.

Unless they escaped the pursuit of the bizarrely shaped mimic, stable progress was impossible.

"My lord, wouldn't it be better to confront it rather than flee?"

"I'd like to, but we can't. If we damage the mimic, the stone tablet it spat out will be destroyed too."

"But you stored the tablet in your spatial storage, didn't you? Shouldn't it be safe there?"

"I confirmed that the tablet and the mimic are connected, even if briefly. Remember when I struck the mimic with the back of my sword to save Chaos? I noticed that the tiny crack I made also appeared on the tablet."

Killing the mimic would damage the tablet.

Similarly, destroying the tablet would finish off the mimic, but Bern hadn't yet read its contents.

In the end, they needed to avoid the pursuit without harming the mimic and then decipher the tablet.

"Ah! There's a gap on the left that people can fit through!"

"Great! Let's go through there."

"Yes!"

The gap Meryl discovered was a passage only wide enough for one person at a time.

Meryl and Hades, with their smaller frames, entered relatively easily, but Bern got stuck at the entrance.

The space was so narrow that even after removing the two swords at his waist, it would be difficult to enter.

With the mimic closing in, Bern took out the tablet from his spatial storage and handed it to Hades.

"I'll keep running! You two stay here and decipher the tablet!"

"What?! B-but I don't know how to interpret ancient text!"

"If you, a lich, and Meryl, the daughter of a sage, work together, you'll definitely be able to decipher it, even if it takes time!"

Hades and Meryl were the most knowledgeable people Bern knew.

That's why he could entrust them with the tablet.

"Once you finish deciphering it, destroy the tablet!"

With a thunderous shout that drew the mimic's attention, Bern fled once more.

This was an extreme escape where he couldn't afford to hit a dead end until the deciphering was complete.

However, he didn't know that the true danger had yet to arrive.

***

"Huff...! Huff...! Huff...!"

He ran, pacing himself to stay just ahead of the mimic.

He'd been running for 30 minutes already.

So far, there had been many forks in the path, but not once had he encountered a dead end—a stroke of luck he wished to boast about.

"If only I had this kind of luck in gacha games!"

The memories from before his possession were now hazy.

Though it had been just over a year since he possessed Bern, he felt as if he had always been Bern.

However, no matter how hard he tried, he knew he could never become the steadfast Bern from "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

Though the body was the same, without that noble spirit, he wasn't truly Bern.

'My name is...'

He couldn't remember.

He could try to recall it, but deliberately chose not to.

His original name from the other world held no value here.

It was bitter, but now he was Bern, and everything he did would be Bern's responsibility.

"Haha...!"

Though he had no desire to return, the world worked in mysterious ways.

If his possession were to end, this body would return to its original owner.

As unpleasant as it was to imagine, he couldn't complain about essentially borrowing someone else's body.

So at the very least, he wanted to give the original owner the best possible happy ending.

"At the very least, I should make sure he doesn't end up with the nickname 'Box Opener'!"

He gritted his teeth and ran to avoid being caught by the mimic.

As he ran endlessly, he took the opportunity to examine the interior of the ruins.

Though it seemed pointless with the similar structures and sand bricks continuing endlessly, there were subtle differences.

'The arrangement of bricks changes with each fork in the path...'

Every fork he had encountered so far showed differences.

It would be hard to notice without a keen eye, but he wasn't that dull.

[It seems they've designed different brick arrangements for each section.]

'Did they make it that way to make it easier to distinguish?'

[I can't say for certain, but your guess is probably right, contractor.]

The brick arrangements served as a kind of guide to prevent getting lost.

If so, who were these different arrangements meant for?

Obviously not for intruders.

Even if one noticed such a mechanism, it would be of no help to someone visiting the ruins for the first time.

'There must be someone else wandering inside the ruins.'

He sensed a presence at the end of the path he was taking.

It would be nice if it were Duraz, but unfortunately, there was only one presence detected.

"...Damn, I'm cornered."

In the distance, he saw a figure draped in a black cloak, face hidden.

The scent of death at the tip of his nose confirmed it was undead.

It couldn't be a vampire, as they had a strong blood scent. Could it be a mummy wrapped in rags?

"Prahf, can you control it with necromancy?"

[It seems to be wrapped in some kind of power that prevents interference.]

"No choice but to take it down then."

Unlike the mimic, this was something he could kill without any problems.

He drew magical power into his hand, forming a magic circle as he advanced.

Since he didn't know what he was facing, he first dropped a lightning bolt on its head as a warning shot.

The black cloak, which had been standing still, suddenly bent backward and received the lightning bolt in its abdomen.

More precisely, the lightning was being absorbed into its abdomen and disappearing.

"What the...!"

My words were cut short by the astonishing sight before me.

After effortlessly absorbing the lightning magic, the undead straightened up again.

The body of the undead, which had been hidden by the cloak, was now revealed.

The face was still covered, but the body was human.

However, the skin was severely pale, and the body resembled that of a woman.

"This is ridiculous. What kind of weird fetish is this now!"

The problem was that the chest and groin were wrapped in bandages, making it just an exhibitionist.

It was like the appearance of a woman disguised as a man in romantic comedies, wearing compression bandages.

The issue was that she had breasts so large they seemed about to burst through the bandages.

If you asked whether this was arousing, the answer would be no.

Even with an attractive figure, how could one be excited when she was absorbing lightning bolts through her abdomen?

I was simply afraid of what other depths this exhibitionist mummy might possess.

[Surely you're not captivated by that figure?]

"Can't you see my hands trembling?"

The human-limbed mimic following me was already beyond what a normal human could accept.

I had long abandoned the thought that the mummy in front of me would be normal.

"Anyway, now that I know magic doesn't work, I'll cut it down..."

I drew out Prahf and glared fiercely at the mummy.

Simultaneously, bandages flowed out from the mummy's arms and lunged at me like snakes.

I tried to cut through the bandages, but they suddenly turned black and hardened.

In the end, I couldn't cut through them and only managed to deflect them.

However, even after being deflected, the bandages rushed at me again.

[Don't hold back your strength.]

"I guess I have no choice."

As I converted mana to magi, and magi to sword ki, Prahf's runes turned red.

When I swung the sword imbued with red energy, the once-solid bandages were easily severed.

Just as I was about to cut the mummy in half along the grain of the bandages,

The mummy turned around and began to flee.

"Hey! Don't run away!"

It was ironic coming from me who was running from the mimic, but I couldn't help feeling annoyed.

It was like an exhibitionist magical beast committing public indecency and then fleeing.

Moroks' party probably experienced something similar.

"Let's see how far you can run!"

I squeezed out a long sword ki and sent it flying toward the mummy.

Just before the sharp sword ki reached the mummy's legs, it suddenly turned around and absorbed the sword ki into its abdomen.

Just like with the lightning, it showed the remarkable ability to absorb sword ki as well.

This meant that all ranged attacks were useless unless I directly cut it with my sword.

I clicked my tongue and continued to follow the fleeing mummy.

"That place...?"

The mummy, which had been running straight ahead, suddenly veered right and slipped into a gap between the walls.

Unlike the gap that Hades and Meryl had entered, this entrance was wide enough for me to follow.

I naturally shook off the mimic's pursuit, which made me feel better.

But with the unidentified mummy still around, I remained vigilant.

"Light."

Ping-!

A small sphere of light formed above my hand, illuminating the dark space.

Seeing a faint light on the other side, it seemed the gap in the ruins was a secret passage leading to another space.

Confident that the mummy would be on the other side, I quickly passed through the passage.

"Oh, looks like I've been lured."

The vast space was filled with bandages.

It felt like entering a jungle full of spider webs.

A black shadow moved through the jungle of bandages.

Certain it was the mummy from before, I readied myself.

"This is going to be annoying."

The mummy showcased dazzling movements, traveling along the bandages.

With rope actions not even seen in wrestling, the mummy moved in all directions.

It moved so quickly to prevent me from predicting where it would attack next, reaching a level where my eyes could no longer track it.

I had fallen right into the trap set by the mummy.

[Do you have a plan?]

"Either cut all the bandages or..."

I drew up magical power and formed a material transformation magic circle.

The target of the magic was all objects within a 1-meter radius. I set the transformation material to ice.

"I need to make it impossible to travel on the bandages."

"Eek?!"

The mummy, who had been busily traveling along the bandages, was about to jump down to attack me.

Unfortunately, the last bandage it stepped on transformed into ice, causing it to slip. The place it fell had a long ice pillar.

Moreover, since it fell on its crotch, a cute moan escaped from the mummy's mouth.

If it were a man, it would have been strange not to die from shock from such an injury.

Of course, that doesn't mean it wouldn't hurt for a woman.

"Uh... S-sorry."

The mummy lay prostrate on the ground, pitifully trembling.

I wanted to rub the injured area to comfort it, but that would turn into caressing, so I could only watch.
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The mummy was doubled over, clutching her groin.

Even though I wanted to give her time to recover, I couldn't show mercy to an enemy, so I gathered up the bandages scattered nearby.

Then, following what Marianne's squirrel had taught me, I tied up the fallen mummy with bandages and hung her from the ceiling.

Her nearly naked body combined with the turtle-shell binding made it impossible to look at her with innocent eyes anymore.

Turning my gaze away from her voluptuous figure, I looked at the hood covering the mummy's face.

"Come to think of it, I've never seen the mummy's face before."

[Is there any need to see it?]

"I'm curious."

[I'm concerned your idle curiosity might bring you trouble.]

"What's the worst that could happen?"

I grabbed the edge of the hood and pulled it back.

To be honest, I didn't care what the mummy's face looked like.

If she was beautiful, it would match well with her voluptuous body, and if she looked hideous, well, she was undead, so that would make sense.

But the face hidden under the hood was beyond my imagination.

"What in the world...?"

Mosaic—one of the video techniques commonly used for censorship.

The mummy's face was distorted like a mosaic.

Before I could even judge whether she was good-looking, I couldn't make out any features at all.

*I never thought I'd see an actual mosaic in real life rather than in videos...*

Is this even possible?

I wondered about it, but then realized it might be possible with the power of an Outer God.

"Eek...!"

Meanwhile, the mummy, whose face was now exposed, struggled desperately as if trying to cover herself.

She seemed to be aware of the state of her face.

She showed an extreme aversion, desperately wanting to hide her face.

But because her body was tied up, she couldn't cover her face unless I put the hood back.

*Hmm... something just occurred to me.*

[You're not thinking something strange again, are you?]

*That's rude. As a human being, I can't help but be curious!*

[Fine, I understand. So what were you thinking so deeply about?]

*If I were to ejaculate on the mummy's censored face, would the white fluid also become distorted in the same pattern?*

[...I was a fool to have trusted your words even for a moment.]

Prah's nagging continued for a while after that.

I had asked with pure intentions and complete honesty, yet I ended up getting scolded harshly.

Originally, I was curious about what would happen if I made the mummy hold the Holy Sword in her mouth.

But that seemed too obscene, so I toned it down, yet I still got scolded.

I'm not sure how much self-restraint I need to show.

[Contractor, if you keep having such abnormal thoughts, don't you think that's why Outer Gods are taking an interest in you?]

*I thought any young man with a healthy sex drive would have similar thoughts...*

[If you don't want to antagonize millions of young men, listen to me!]

I decided to yield first, fearing that Prah might really get angry if I kept arguing.

I covered the mummy's face with the hood again and looked around.

Since this was a magical beast's dwelling, I checked if there was anything worth taking, but there was nothing except bandages.

Just as I was about to lie down in disappointment.

A glint of light caught my eye from between the bandages.

"What's this...?"

[It's a stone tablet like the one we obtained before.]

A blunt stone tablet wrapped tightly in bandages.

I almost missed it.

I cut through the bandages and took the stone tablet in my hand.

It looked completely similar in structure to the tablet we got from the mimic, but the content pattern was different.

In other words, it was the same type of tablet as the mimic's, but it dealt with different content.

"I wonder how far Meryl and Hades have gotten with their interpretation?"

Not only did I need to ask them to interpret this new tablet, but I also needed to break the tablet to escape from the mimic waiting at the entrance.

In the end, I was stuck here without being able to take a single step out.

"I guess I need to rest for a bit."

I put the tablet into my spatial storage and sat down.

Having run for nearly an hour without rest, I needed time to catch my breath.

"How should I put it? This is much harder to conquer than the previous dungeons."

[Given that this is a ruin with Outer God involvement, it can't be taken lightly.]

"There wasn't even a mention of Outer Gods in 'Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator,' so I don't understand why I have to go through such hardships."

I lay flat on my back and looked up at the ceiling.

I could see the mummy dangling from the bandages.

She was tied up in such a vulgar way—though I didn't know who did it.

Even though I knew I was the one who did it, I wanted to deny it.

"Hmm, it's boring to just rest. Should I try to have a conversation?"

[Do you think she'll understand?]

"We won't know unless we try."

Looking up at the mummy on the ceiling, I tried various conversation starters.

I started with greetings, then asked about her name, hobbies, and the ruins, but all I got in return was silence.

She wasn't ignoring me. I could feel her gaze fixed entirely on me.

She probably just couldn't understand what I was saying, or didn't know how to speak.

[See? I told you it would be meaningless.]

"Wait. It's not over yet."

Even with someone who doesn't understand your language, there's one communication method that always works.

Body language, often called the universal language. I raised my index finger and tapped my cheek.

"Keeek!!"

With just one gesture pointing at her face, the mummy became furious and struggled violently.

Her previously calm gaze now radiated killing intent, making my skin tingle.

Clearly, her face was her most hated flaw.

Having poked at such a sensitive area, she probably wanted to tear me apart right now.

"I don't know how you're taking this, but I have no intention of mocking you."

At my firm statement, the mummy flinched and stopped struggling.

She seemed to understand my words but couldn't respond.

Well, that made sense since her mouth wasn't properly formed for speech.

But I confirmed that everything below her chin was intact, so she could probably scream or moan.

"You can't answer normally, right?"

"...Kik."

"Good. From now on, I'll take that scream as a yes. For no, make a longer scream."

"Kik."

"Was your face born like that?"

"Keeeek!"

"Don't get angry. I'm asking without malice."

Though her emotions were heightened, she made a long scream, so I should take it as a no.

If it wasn't a congenital condition, then someone must have changed her face.

The possibility of a curse was high, and only an Outer God could cast such an incomprehensible curse.

"Do you know about Outer Gods?"

"Keeeek."

"Then do you know what made your face like that?"

"Keeeek..."

"Did your face suddenly become like that overnight?"

"Kik!"

It seems she was cursed without warning, making her face appear mosaic-like.

My suspicions pointed to an Outer God, but there was no concrete evidence.

If there was anything that could be considered evidence...

"Is this stone tablet yours?"

"Keeeek."

"Do you know who gave it to you?"

"Kik."

"Do you also know where the person who gave you the tablet is?"

"Kik."

"Lastly, did your face change after receiving the tablet?"

"Kik!"

"I think I understand why your face changed."

The bizarrely shaped mimic was connected to the stone tablet.

This suggests the tablet itself might be the culprit that made magical beasts bizarre.

In other words, breaking the tablet might remove the curse on the mummy's face.

*Is it okay to break the tablet before it's been interpreted?*

The best approach would be to wait patiently for Meryl and Hades.

But could I afford to waste time like this?

Perhaps it wouldn't be a bad idea to ask the mummy to guide me to whoever gave her the tablet.

I could interrogate them and get more information.

Crack-!

Without any hesitation, I struck the stone tablet.

Immediately after, I summoned the zombie crow I used for communication and gave orders to Hades.

An order to stop interpreting the tablet and break it right away.

"Let's see."

I sent a sword ki toward the mummy, cutting the bandages that bound her.

As she started falling unexpectedly, I caught her flailing body.

The impact caused her hood to come off.

Realizing this, the mummy hurriedly tried to put the hood back on, but I grabbed her hand.

"Keek!"

"Calm down. It's okay now."

I created a translucent ice and held it close to the mummy's face.

The reflection showed an exquisite face that couldn't be hidden even with bandages.

"You're pretty. There's no need to hide anymore."

After giving my honest assessment with a gentle smile, the mummy's pale cheeks turned slightly red.

She tried to avoid my gaze, then tightly closed her eyes and turned her head.

She hid her face, showing only the bandage-wrapped side.

I couldn't understand why she would openly display her sensual body yet hide her face.

*She doesn't seem to feel any shame about exposure...*

Just as I was about to awkwardly laugh it off.

Suddenly, my lower body felt like it was burning up.

The Curse of Wrath had activated at the worst possible timing.

"Oh, f-fuck...!"

The Curse of Wrath wasn't easy to hide.

My rapidly growing Holy Sword poked the mummy's back, and in response, her gaze fixed on my groin.

The mummy looked back and forth between my face and crotch.

Smiling broadly, she took out bandages and began binding our bodies together.

The endlessly extending bandages eventually created a private space.

"Com...muni...cate...!"

One word from the mummy's dainty mouth.

After that, we engaged in a secret conversation using body language, the universal language, in that dark place.
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There was a mishap where a curse of rage occurred, but I managed to maintain my integrity.

I judged that mindlessly engaging in physical intimacy without proper discernment would be improper.

I resolved the curse with Prahf's help.

However, if you're wondering whether I completely ignored Mira, that wasn't the case either.

We spent a happy time observing and touching each other's impressive "treasures" that we were both proud of.

If I were to compare it to childhood innocence, it was like children showing off their prized possessions to each other.

*This feels a bit shameful to call it childhood innocence...*

[If what just happened was based on childhood innocence, this world would have been ruled by succubi long ago.]

"Right, that was a slip of the tongue."

After quickly acknowledging my mistake, I looked at Mira, who was still basking in the afterglow.

Seeing how her previously pale skin now had a healthy glow, I felt satisfied that supplying protein to her face had been worthwhile.

Mira had even happily licked up the protein mass.

[Your heartbeat seems to be gradually quickening. Surely you're not having lewd thoughts?]

*N-no way!*

I calmed my mind by mentally reciting the first verse of the national anthem.

It's interesting how singing a song can reduce excitement—my patriotism naturally increases.

The sad part is that even with heightened patriotism, I'm not sure if I'll ever be able to return to Korea.

Even if the opportunity arose, it's uncertain whether I would choose to go back.

So I should focus on the present.

"Hey. If it's not a problem, could you guide me to the person who gave you the stone tablet?"

"...Why?"

"They might be able to answer my questions. That's why I came to these ruins in the first place."

"..."

Mira kept her mouth shut for a long time.

She must have realized that the stone tablet was the cause of the mosaic curse.

If it were me, I would have immediately sought out the person who gave me the tablet to exact revenge, or at least demand an explanation.

However, Mira's expression was filled with worry and concern rather than anger.

It suggested that she was dealing with someone she couldn't oppose.

"If guiding me is difficult, I'd appreciate if you could just tell me the general location. I'll find the rest on my own."

"No."

Mira broke her silence and shook her head.

She stood up abruptly and gestured for me to follow her.

Though she didn't give a verbal answer, her actions showed she would guide me personally.

I got up and followed her.

"Wait! Shouldn't there still be a mimic at the entrance?"

"There's no mimic."

"Oh?"

Instead of a mimic at the entrance, there were piles of debris that appeared to be the remains of the mimic's box.

Judging by the strange slime trail leading elsewhere, it seemed the main body inside the box had escaped.

*Looks like the familiar I sent to Hades arrived just in time.*

Indeed, if it hadn't arrived yet after all the time I wasted resolving the curse, there would have been a serious problem.

And right on cue, I sensed Meryl and Hades approaching.

"Someone's coming."

"No need to be on guard. They're my companions."

I patted Mira's shoulder to signal her to relax.

She responded by retracting the bandages that had flowed from her arms.

I was curious about the secret of her cloak that produced endless bandages.

However, I decided against prying, fearing I might offend her like with the mosaic-covered face.

"My lord! You're safe!"

"Welcome."

"Are you hurt anywhere...!"

"I'm perfectly fine without a scratch. No need for such a fuss."

I pressed down on Hades's head as he tried to rush toward me, pushing him away slightly.

Though he might have finished cleaning up with magic, if he got too close, he might somehow smell the bodily fluids.

Despite being undead, Hades had an exceptional sense of smell, which had caused me considerable trouble before.

"I'm sorry. You trusted us with the task, but we couldn't fully decipher it."

"It's fine. The content of the tablet isn't important anymore."

"Is that so?"

"Yes. I've confirmed there's someone who can tell us about the tablet directly. We were just about to meet them."

I received the crushed tablet from Meryl and pointed behind me with my thumb.

Mira was standing there, looking dazed.

Meryl seemed to understand that she was our guide and nodded.

"So while being chased by the mimic, you encountered another magical beast and tamed it. As expected, you're amazing!"

"I didn't tame her. We reached an amicable agreement through dialogue."

In exchange for lifting the curse on Mira, she would guide me.

It was simply a matter of receiving and returning favors.

"Anyway, that's enough small talk! Can you guide us now?"

"Follow me."

Mira, whose attitude had grown noticeably colder, walked past me and moved forward.

After that, she walked endlessly without looking back even once.

*She's upset.*

[She's upset.]

Mira's behavior was easy to read, as both Prahf and I had the same thought.

Anyone with a bit of perceptiveness would easily recognize this emotion.

We hadn't directly engaged physically, but we had shared excitement while watching each other.

Then, shortly after, if one party shifts their attention to others, it's understandable to feel hurt.

Even if we weren't in a romantic relationship, there would still be an inexplicable sense of betrayal.

*Male-female relationships are so complicated...*

[This wouldn't have happened if the contractor had kept his lower body in check.]

*It was because of the curse of rage.*

[But who was it that expressed willingness to make a contract with Satan in the Dungeon of Rage?]

*It was a necessary deal to defeat Ignite.*

[There must have been other good methods. But the contractor wanted a shortcut and ended up with a curse. That's self-inflicted.]

*I eliminated variables because things might have gone to the worst-case scenario.*

[But why do you take all the responsibility? Sometimes you should share the burden with others!]

*That's why I entrusted the interpretation of the tablet to Meryl and Hades earlier.*

[The scale of responsibilities is vastly different!]

While being guided by Mira, I bickered with Prahf.

I understood what she was worried about.

She didn't like that I was shouldering everything alone while damaging my body.

But the war with Ignite was entirely my decision.

Rene, who had been directly harmed by Ignite, didn't want me to seek revenge for her.

Breeze also said the same thing—she would handle her own revenge, and I didn't need to step in.

Despite this, I insisted on taking Ignite's head.

Given that those around me had accepted my stubborn determination, who else should bear the responsibility if not me?

The wounds from the fight with Ignite, as well as Satan's curse—it's only natural that I bear them for life.

*I don't regret making a deal with Satan to harm Ignite. Even if I went back in time several times, I would make the same choice.*

[...Yes, I thought you would say that. I won't argue about that matter anymore. But if you continue to suffer alone in the future, I will knock you down to stop you.]

*...Says the demonic sword that lost to the holy sword.*

[S-shut up!]

Disputes with Prahf always ended with one side laughing.

This time was no different. I smiled gently and caressed Prahf's handle.

This might not completely appease her, but it was my way of expressing affection.

Our relationship was uniquely precious to me.

"Here."

"We've finally arrived?"

The place where Mira stopped was in front of a long corridor.

At its end was the entrance to what appeared to be a cemetery, and in front of the entrance stood a statue that looked like a gargoyle.

It seemed like a guardian protecting an important location.

"Thanks for guiding us. We'll go on from here by ourselves."

"...Before that, I have one piece of advice."

"Hmm? What is it?"

"This is the Path of the Dead. The living cannot pass through. If you want to live, conceal your presence. Don't reveal even the slightest trace."

With those words, Mira turned her back.

She seemed to be leaving coolly, but she made her chest brush slightly against my arm.

Then she left with the meaningful words, "Next time..."

I didn't try to guess what she meant.

I had just calmed the cursed holy sword and didn't want to stimulate and arouse it again.

"So we need to conceal our presence..."

"If it's a path only the dead can travel, I should have no problem."

"I-I have an artifact inherited from my father, so I should be fine somehow!"

Meryl took out a spatial pouch and pulled out a translucent poncho from it.

When she draped it over her body, her presence vanished as if by magic.

I knew that Pelex's legacy included rare artifacts, but I had never paid much attention to them.

Once we finish exploring these ruins, I should ask Meryl's permission to take a look at them.

"What does my lord plan to do?"

"Hmm..."

I was neither an undead like Hades, nor did I have an artifact that could completely erase my presence.

With proper use of abilities and magic, I could hide my presence, but not completely erase it.

As I was pondering without a good solution, Chaos suddenly peeked its face out from the shadows, its eyes twinkling.

It seemed to be suggesting that I enter the shadows.

It might be possible if I brought Chaos along, but I declined because it was an unknown realm.

"Ah, whatever! I don't know!"

With my current strength, I was confident I could overcome any enemy.

The pains that failed to kill me had fully become my power.

With that confidence, I took a step into the corridor.

"Why does a living being attempt to traverse this sacred path?"

A solemn voice echoed from beyond the corridor.

Before I could even notice, a large man was standing at the cemetery entrance.

Upon seeing him, I doubted my own eyes.

"Have you received permission from the God of Death? If not, you'd better abandon any hope of returning alive."

"...Fuck."

A man with the head of a fierce hawk.

While it was surprising to encounter a being that seemed straight out of an Egyptian wall painting, that wasn't the issue.

What troubled me was the sight of the hawk-headed man repeatedly swinging his pelvis from side to side.

[It wasn't the Path of the Dead, but a passage to hell.]

I was certain.

The abyss was right here.
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"Excuse me."

I tried to back out after seeing something I shouldn't have.

But I couldn't retreat even a single step, as if there was an invisible wall behind me.

Moreover, Meryl and Hades, who had been following me, were pounding on empty air and shouting something.

"How foolish. Did you think you could escape now?"

"So I'm free to enter but not to leave?"

"Quick-witted, aren't you? But it's too late."

"...Your dignified speech is fine and all, but could you stop gyrating your pelvis? It's seriously unsightly."

"To not appreciate this magnificent dance, you must have knot-eyes that are utterly useless."

I felt annoyed that the very cause of my developing knot-eyes was mentioning knot-eyes.

"Haah...! I was hoping to handle this amicably."

One avoids excrement not out of fear but because it's filthy.

Having to deal with this bird-man, I wanted to avoid him as much as possible due to his repulsiveness.

However, I wasn't the type to stay quiet after hearing insulting remarks from such a disgusting man.

"Since leaving as if nothing happened is impossible, and dialogue seems futile, I guess I have no choice but to beat you down with force."

I clenched my fist and took a stance.

I heard Prah's complaint about not using him, but this time, I wanted to fight with my own strength.

If I judged the situation to be dangerous, I wouldn't hesitate to draw my sword.

"Despite carrying a weapon, you choose not to use it... Arrogant, but I like the idea of flesh-to-flesh combat, so I'll oblige."

"For a bird-brain, your tongue is quite long. Just hurry up and come at me."

"I, Horus, will make you acutely aware of your powerlessness."

The corridor was shaped like a single log bridge.

In such a confined space, it would be difficult to use fancy techniques, so this would mainly be a battle of strength.

Recognizing this, I charged at Horus with full force, and he moved similarly toward me.

Finally, at the center of the corridor, we threw punches at each other.

Bang-!

As our fists collided, a shockwave strong enough to blow our hair back erupted.

After the collision, my right hand throbbed, but it wasn't injured enough to cause problems with muscles or bones.

The same was true for Horus. This meant our physical strength was equal.

"To think a frail human could develop a body of similar caliber to mine..."

"You should look forward to it. I have much more to show."

"Now that's an exciting statement."

"Ah, shit! I told you to keep your pelvis still!"

As soon as I finished speaking, Horus started shaking his pelvis again, so I kicked him in the side.

However, Horus flexibly bent his waist, and my leg cut through empty air.

Using the recoil from the kick, I turned my body around.

With one foot on the ground, I delivered a back kick with the opposite leg, striking Horus's abdomen.

"Kuhm!"

Horus was pushed back, but the groan that escaped his mouth didn't convey any pain.

It felt like my attack connected but didn't really connect.

Although it wasn't my full-power attack, I couldn't help but frown.

"Not a bad attack. But you focused too much on technique, making the power insignificant."

"Don't evaluate me as you please. That attack was just improvisation."

Having never even attended a Taekwondo academy, there was no way I could skillfully reproduce martial arts.

Even if Bern's body remembered some martial arts, it would have many flaws compared to the real Bern.

That was an area I could never replicate, even if I were to die and come back to life.

"I haven't even revealed my true capabilities yet."

"Well, let's see what you've got."

Bang! Bang!

The full-scale brawl began.

We pounded each other's bodies with our fists without blinking an eye.

The sound of collisions, like hammering steel bars, echoed as we silently extended our arms to the point of exhaustion.

"Ssup...!"

"Kuhm! Hup!"

Since it was a place where we couldn't dodge or move diversely.

It was a death match where we couldn't stop the fistfight until one side collapsed.

Cheeks began to swell, and blue bruises appeared on the skin.

On the other hand, Horus's muscles quickly returned to normal no matter how much I pounded them.

[Contractor! Stop being stubborn and draw me out now!]

'Just wait. It's not over yet.'

[Your injuries are increasing, while your opponent remains unscathed. Even if you have troll blood, it means your opponent has even greater healing power!]

'So?'

[Stop this petty fistfight and use me to cut down his body in one stroke!]

'...I'm relieved. If you haven't noticed, then neither has he.'

[What are you talking about?]

I haven't learned martial arts at all.

As Prah said, no matter how much I hit Horus, I probably couldn't bring him down.

Nevertheless, there was one reason I didn't stop punching.

"This should be enough."

"Are you already giving up!"

I crossed my arms to block Horus's punch.

The impact, like being hit by a truck, pushed me back.

I deliberately blocked it even though I could have dodged. This action was, of course, part of my plan.

"You know, I have something like a conviction that I must absolutely uphold."

"What are you suddenly talking about?"

"It's not a long story. It's a kind of declaration."

"Declaration?"

"Yes, a declaration that I won't just take it anymore."

With an uncontrollable smile, I pointed my finger at Horus's chest.

Horus's gaze naturally turned to where my finger was pointing.

However, being a bird-headed man, his large beak obscured his view.

He could check by turning his head this way and that, but it would look somewhat ridiculous.

Seemingly disliking that, Horus glared at me without checking his chest.

"Pathetic. The first to back down resorts to pointing fingers to provoke."

"Was it really provocation? While pounding your entire body, I kept hitting your chest specifically."

"You must have been trying to break through at one point. Without realizing it was useless."

"...Are you sure you don't want to check your chest?"

"Even if you've pulled some trick, it won't work on me."

"Really? Then let's see."

Snap-!

As I snapped my fingers, an ice spike burst through the skin from inside Horus's chest.

"Kup?!"

The ice chunk protruded large enough not to be hidden by his beak.

This time, a groan mixed with pain came from Horus's mouth.

"I never intended to compete with fistfights from the beginning. I was hitting you to embed the magic circles engraved on my fists into your chest."

"Such a vile method!"

"You said it yourself that it would be useless. Don't you know you can't take back words once they're spoken?"

"...Yes, you're right. I won't be defeated so pathetically by something like this. Hrup!"

Horus grabbed the ice chunk with both hands.

Then, with a shout, he pulled it out with all his might and threw it to the floor.

Blood not only flowed but gushed from Horus's chest, yet the wound began to heal shortly after.

"There! Your trump card is finished. What will you do now?"

"I never said it was my only card."

"What do you...? Kuk?!"

Ice protruded again from Horus's chest, which had healed completely.

His face was filled with bewilderment.

"Why are you so surprised? You must have known I didn't hit you just once."

"Don't tell me with every punch...?"

"Correct. With each punch, I engraved one magic circle into your chest."

"Ha, haha! Uhahaha!"

"Have you lost your mind?"

"No, I laughed because it was truly enjoyable."

Horus grabbed the newly sprouted ice on his chest.

Blood vessels were clearly visible on his body as he expanded his muscles to increase his volume.

Even then, his pelvis was shaking as usual.

"If ice keeps coming out, I'll just pull them all out. After that, I'll turn you into a corpse."

"...It would be troublesome if you thought I only engraved the same magic."

Kaboom-!

This time, as I snapped the fingers of my other hand, a massive explosion occurred inside the ice, scattering ice fragments in all directions like a grenade.

Thanks to Prihart's blessing, I couldn't be harmed by ice, so I only had to be careful of the explosion, which is why I had retreated early.

For Horus, it was a different story.

The explosion alone was fatal, and additionally, the ice fragments pierced through his body, crushing him.

"Let's see how long you can endure with that body."

I sequentially activated the ice and explosion magic I had engraved on Horus.

I repeatedly froze and exploded him as many times as I had punched him while deliberately taking hits.

By the time there was no response no matter how many times I snapped my fingers, Horus's body was unrecognizable except for his lower half.

"Whew...!"

He was the most chilling opponent I had encountered so far.

Normally, he should have disappeared without a trace due to the magic I had unleashed.

Yet, the fact that even his lower half remained was evidence of how sturdy Horus's body was.

"This is truly an insane level of vitality."

Horus's remaining lower half was moving normally like a lizard's tail.

The sight of him eagerly gyrating his pelvis while kneeling.

It was beyond astonishment; it was now approaching awe.

"Ugh! Let's never meet again."

I kicked the filthy monstrosity and moved forward.

At the same time, the pocket watch I had kept inside began to vibrate.

Not much time left now.
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The transparent wall blocking the entrance to the Path of the Dead disappeared as Horus breathed his last.

Hades and Meryl, who had been repeatedly pounding on the wall, swung at empty air and fell forward.

At the same time, the lower half of Horus that Bern had kicked away landed right in front of them, causing both to scream.

"Hyaaaaaah!!!"

"Ah, sorry."

Thinking it looked grotesque, he'd tried to clear it away, but unfortunately, his timing couldn't have been worse as it landed right in front of the duo.

Even someone with nerves of steel would be startled if a severed lower body with its pelvis still twitching suddenly dropped before their eyes.

Bern wasn't confident he wouldn't have been startled himself, so he quickly apologized.

"M-My lord? This corpse is..."

"The guardian of this place. His name was Horus, a man with the head of a falcon."

"I've heard of a god named Horus in ancient texts, but surely..."

"If he were truly a god, I'd be the one lying there. I'm certain he wasn't the original deity, though he might have been an avatar."

"To defeat such a powerful enemy alone in such a short time—as expected of you, my lord!"

"Well, he was formidable, I suppose..."

Bern acknowledged that Horus had surpassed him in both strength and durability.

The limitations of a human body.

With the power of Prah and the Dragon Heart, he could transcend those limits, but the conditional nature of that power left Bern feeling conflicted.

Even with the consistent training he'd learned from Rin, he couldn't shake the feeling that it wasn't enough.

"My lord? Is something troubling you?"

"Yes! Ah, no! I was just deep in thought."

"Are you injured somewhere?"

"As you can see, I'm fine. Though he was strong, he wasn't powerful enough to compare to a god."

Bern felt grateful once again for the troll blood.

The swelling and bruises from Horus's punches had long since disappeared.

The thought of the commotion that would have ensued had his injuries remained made his head throb.

"Anyway, now that we've defeated the guardian, let's move on."

"This time, we'll take the lead!"

"Don't push yourselves unnecessarily."

"We're not pushing ourselves."

Because Bern had taken the lead into the Path of the Dead, the space had been cut off.

Hades and Meryl had been unable to provide any assistance.

Dissatisfied with this fact, the two volunteered to take the lead.

"In case the same situation occurs again, we've prepared a proper countermeasure."

Hades summoned a mindless zombie and ordered it to move forward.

The zombie walked aimlessly until it reached its destination.

The moment the zombie turned around at Hades's call to return—

A beam of intense heat shot from behind it, instantly incinerating its already tattered body.

"Did you see that? By sending a scout first, we can avoid problems and gather information."

"Not bad."

"Should I keep summoning more to send ahead?"

"That won't be necessary."

Bern reached out and gently took hold of Hades and Meryl's hands.

Without explaining why he had taken their hands, he cast his magic.

Blink.

Instantly arriving at the entrance where the gargoyle statues stood, Bern deployed additional magic without hesitation.

"Kreek!"

"Keeek!"

The gargoyles, which had kept their eyes closed until now, turned their heads to glare at Bern.

However, what appeared in their vision was not Bern but a blue magical formation.

Sharp, solid ice crystals burst forth, blowing the gargoyles' heads off.

"Let's go."

"You could have left those small fry to us..."

"Sorry for taking away your chance to shine. But I have some unpleasant memories associated with gargoyles."

Bern recalled the time he borrowed the Magic Tower Master's bathroom.

A gargoyle, frozen with its mouth open, where the toilet should have been.

Seeing the description that blatantly labeled it as a "golden shower gargoyle," Bern had cursed inwardly.

How far could a toilet's wickedness go?

It remained a shocking memory that made such thoughts circle in his mind.

"Could you tell us what happened?"

"Well... it's not really a story worth hearing, and I'd rather not explain it myself. It's also not the kind of story to share right before a major battle."

Avoiding Meryl's curious gaze, Bern sent the burned zombie's remains away with the wind.

Leaving the scattering ashes behind, he boldly entered the depths of the ruins.

Unlike the view from outside, a completely black space greeted Bern's group.

"It seems the space was completely shifted the moment we entered."

"Isn't this different from when Mr. Zombie went in?"

"They probably recognized that as just a scout. Otherwise, I might be the cause."

The Path of the Dead, where the living were not permitted.

They wouldn't leave intruders alone who had broken the rules and disposed of the guardian.

"Everyone, stay prepared. It wouldn't be strange if enemies attacked at any moment."

"Yes, I can definitely feel an intense energy even though I can't see anything in this space."

"Ngh! I wanted to illuminate the surroundings with holy power, but it seems any holy power I release is being absorbed."

"We'll be fine. Use your holy power on your eyes."

Even without Meryl's help, Hades was naturally accustomed to darkness, and Bern had his own countermeasure.

Bern awakened the Dragon Heart and heightened his mana sensitivity.

Even in the pitch-black space where nothing was visible, mana overflowed.

He had reached the level where, like Rin, he could sense mana through his skin and perceive surrounding objects.

"Hmm?"

"Hmm..."

"Eh..."

Having each prepared countermeasures for the visual obstruction, they all began to make meaningful sounds.

The only object visible to them was a large statue at the center of the vast space.

It was a stone statue with its arms crossed in an X-shape above its shoulders.

What was peculiar was that there was a crack running from head to toe along the side of the statue.

It resembled a sarcophagus with a unique form rather than a sculpture.

"Does anyone know what this statue is?"

"I'm sorry, my lord. To be honest, I don't know."

"I don't know either. It's my first time seeing such a statue."

"I have some idea..."

The statue's form was similar to coffins used in ancient Egypt.

Moreover, with a large jewel embedded in its forehead, it was interpreted as a royal tomb containing a king's remains.

In this space they had been dragged into without knowing why, the sarcophagus of an unknown king stood prominently.

Bern interpreted the current situation as having to face an ancient king in the darkness.

"My lord, what should we do with that statue?"

"It doesn't show any signs of firing beams like before."

"It's ominous that it's just sitting there doing nothing."

Not knowing what mechanisms might be in the statue, Bern's group couldn't attack recklessly.

If they tried to destroy it and their attack was reflected back, it would be disastrous.

Yet they couldn't remain in this isolated space indefinitely.

"Instead of breaking the statue, let's try to split the crack on its side."

"We don't know what's inside. Is that really okay?"

"We don't know how long we'll be stuck here. If we waste time, we'll be at a disadvantage."

Water and food were limited, and time was too precious to waste.

Without hesitation, Bern drew Prah and climbed onto the statue's head.

The slightly open crack.

Bern thrust his sword into the gap, then jumped down, slicing downward.

He felt the sensation of a latch midway but cut through it without concern.

The narrow gap began to widen gradually, just as they were about to glimpse the inside of the statue.

"Are you the one who disturbed my eternal rest?"

Despite the gentle voice, Bern flinched and trembled.

The voice was so clear it felt as if someone had spoken directly into his ear.

Bern quickly turned around, but there was no one behind him.

Meryl and Hades were nowhere to be seen.

"Hades! Meryl!"

"It is useless to call for your companions so desperately."

Wondering if the mana had been cut off, Bern called out to his companions, but there was no response.

In this enclosed space, another isolated dimension had been created.

This was a realm impossible to achieve without the power of someone at the level of a dragon.

Bern quickly heightened his senses and released mana around him.

"As soon as I opened my eyes, I specifically invited you to my domain."

Bern gathered three pieces of information from spreading his mana around.

First, the being making him tense was sitting on top of the statue, looking down at him.

Second, an overwhelmingly thick smell of blood emanated from this arrogant being, making his head spin.

Third, this being, who might be the king of vampires, was a girl with plump skin.

He hadn't expected a vampire to emerge from an ancient Egyptian coffin, but considering the circumstances, it wasn't implausible.

"I smell fresh blood from you. For your insolence, you shall offer your blood to me as payment!"

"...Fine, suck it."

A vampire's method of blood-drinking was always the same.

They pierce the skin with sharp fangs to puncture blood vessels and drink the blood within.

The vampires of Adokchoi were no different.

Bern unfastened his belt and threw it far away.

"Of course, that's assuming you can suck it."

What would happen if he confronted this vampire who referred to herself as "we" with a holy sword?

Having been raised nobly, she would surely be flustered and take it as an insult.

Convinced of this, Bern smiled mischievously, but...

"Oh? You know that I also enjoy cream sauce? How impressive. Add blood to it, and you have the ultimate rosé sauce!"

The girl was formidable.
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The darkness lifted slightly, brightening the surroundings enough to see ahead without using mana.

The vampire I had awakened was now clearly visible—just as I had sensed with my mana, she had the appearance of a young girl.

She had looks that wouldn't seem out of place on a noble lady.

Red eyes that matched her seductive smile, and between her slightly parted lips, fangs prominently protruded.

Her hair color was unique—neither gold nor silver, but black hair darker than mine.

Unless you looked carefully, it seemed hidden in the darkness.

"I don't recall giving permission to stare at my countenance."

"Don't be so stingy about a face that's nothing special."

"Hmph! Your words and actions have been quite provocative from the start. What benefit do you hope to gain from this?"

"Personally, I'd like you to get pissed off and charge at me without thinking."

"Unfortunately for you, I am no beast. With your intentions so transparent, it would be foolish of me to act emotionally."

She was a vampire girl with a difficult personality to deal with.

People with high self-esteem like the Magic Tower Master and Ignite were true to their emotions, making them susceptible to provocation.

This opponent also seemed to have high self-esteem rather than low.

However, she remained calm even when faced with outright insults, not even raising an eyebrow.

Instead, she wore a meaningful smile, seemingly interested in me despite my provocations.

"That attitude of yours, holding your head high before me. Truly arrogant enough to make me want to kill you on the spot, but judging by the noble aura I sense from you, it's not mere vanity."

"Getting recognition from a stranger doesn't particularly please me."

"How cute, trying to sneakily extract information about me like that. Well, fine. I'll specially tell you about myself."

The girl lightly cut her thumb with her sharp nail.

I thought the shallow cut on her white skin would barely produce a drop of blood, but I was mistaken.

Blood gushed from the gap and began floating around her.

Only one vampire in this world could perform such a feat, and the identity I had suspected was confirmed by her own words.

"I am the Primordial Empress, the Endless Nightmare, also known as the Vampire Progenitor, Aira Marshel Chiocul."

"So for short, Irama—"

"Do not abbreviate my name like that."

"Alright."

My blood ran cold under Aira's icy gaze.

It was perfect material for provocation, but it seemed I would earn contempt rather than anger.

Besides, I wasn't a child, and I didn't want to childishly mock her name.

I was just privately amused that shortening her name brought a peculiar word to mind.

"If you don't fix that twitching corner of your mouth, I'll extract your blood in that manner."

"Ahem...!"

I cleared my throat and picked up the belt I had thrown away, fastening it around my waist again.

Aira had called it a preference, but I didn't want to witness alchemy that turned my bodily fluids into rosé sauce.

Resolving to control my potentially catastrophic mouth, I emptied my mind.

"By the way, being a Progenitor means you're thousands of years old, right? Isn't it embarrassing to look like that?"

"What a foolish question. This appearance isn't based on my preference. I've reduced my size to use my resting place more comfortably, despite its spaciousness. Don't you humans sometimes sleep with just underwear or nothing at all for comfort?"

"That's true."

"And I have no fixed form."

The blood floating around Aira enveloped her entire body.

When the blood scattered in all directions, there stood not a girl but a mature woman.

"Age is meaningless to a Progenitor."

Once again, blood gathered around Aira and dispersed, transforming her into a bat.

"I can transcend the barriers between species."

This time she dissolved into the darkness, disappearing from sight.

"And I am not bound by the limitations of form."

"You're similar to the slimes I know."

"By slime, you mean a shoggoth, correct?"

"...!"

Aira's words hit me like a strong blow to the back of my head.

"So you do know about the Outer Gods in detail."

Asmodeus, the Progenitor of succubi like Aira, and Leviathan, another demon of the deadly sins, had only vaguely explained about the Outer Gods, not seeming to know much detail.

Yet Aira, the Vampire Progenitor, mentioned shoggoths, products of the Outer Gods.

This suggested some connection between her and the Outer Gods.

"Quite an amusing expression. I've given up counting my age, but I can proudly say I've lived longer than anyone else. Wouldn't it be strange if I didn't know about the Outer Gods?"

"Have you met the Outer Gods directly?"

"Of course. It wasn't particularly beneficial, but I'm probably the only one who has faced them without going mad."

"How close are you to them?"

"I have exactly two things I enjoy: taking a good rest and drinking fresh blood. I place little value on anything else, so I asked nothing of them, and they demanded nothing of me. We're merely acquaintances."

"For someone who says that, you seem to know quite a lot."

"I can extract hundreds of pieces of information from a single conversation. Even without them telling me, I could learn much."

Aira poked the blood floating in the air with her finger and brought it to her mouth.

She spoke as if extracting information from Outer Gods was no big deal.

I had already understood she was an extraordinary being, but this couldn't be dismissed as mere boasting.

Her unwavering demeanor in any situation exuded the aura of a true powerhouse.

"Hmm, our conversation has drifted to strange topics. Now, back to the main point—you were going to give me your fresh blood, weren't you?"

"I'd rather not give it away for free. Let's make a deal."

"Have you already forgotten your crime of disturbing my sleep?"

"That's your problem. Besides, you're the one who brought me to this unknown place first."

"I brought you here first?"

"Yes. As soon as I stepped into your chamber, you dragged me into this lightless world with only a bed prominently displayed. Who would just stand still in that situation?"

I spoke with the determination to say everything I wanted to say, even if I died for the blasphemy.

Better than dying with regrets.

However, Aira didn't get angry but stroked her chin thoughtfully.

After a while, she seemed to realize something, snapped her fingers, and laughed.

"Now I understand. It seems one of the Outer Gods has taken an interest in you."

"How did you...?"

"It's simple. An Outer God isolated you in my chamber and then orchestrated this situation. Their plan was probably to appear before you like a ghost when you were in mortal danger from me."

There was no evidence for her words.

But it was plausible enough to make me nod in agreement based on circumstantial evidence alone.

While the minds of Outer Gods are unfathomable to humans, they don't always act outside the bounds of common sense.

I sighed deeply and scratched my head vigorously.

It felt absurdly unjust that I had to suffer such humiliation by getting entangled with beings like Progenitors and Outer Gods who had never even appeared in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

"So you're saying both of us fell into an Outer God's scheme?"

"I haven't fallen into any scheme. This is a world I created, and even an Outer God cannot descend here without my permission."

"So it's a completely sealed space?"

"In theory. I can't give a definitive answer since I don't know what might happen if an unknown power intervenes."

She clearly trusted her own power, but even more so, she judged the situation coolly.

I've fought many opponents, but she seemed like one I could never defeat no matter what I tried.

We hadn't properly fought, but my instincts predicted defeat.

Most decisively, Prah and Solis, which should have been at my waist, had been ejected from this space.

Fight bare-handed like with Horus against an opponent I couldn't hope to defeat even with Prah?

That would be plain suicide.

"Now let me ask you. Do you still wish to make a deal with me, powerless as you are?"

"...That hasn't changed."

"Surely you know the difference between courage and recklessness?"

"Kill me if you want. This is who I am—someone who never makes a losing deal."

"Hah! How amusing! You're the first to be so bold before me. You've entertained me, so I'll accept your deal."

Unexpected luck.

I couldn't waste this opportunity, so I tried to carefully consider the terms of the deal.

But before I could think it through, I received a sudden announcement.

"The terms will be that you provide your blood, and in return, I grant you one wish. I won't accept any objections."

"What?"

"Additionally, I prefer my blood mixed with cream in a 2:8 ratio. I'll take that much."

Aira had somehow approached to close range and reached for my lower abdomen.

Instead of unbuckling my leather belt, she simply tore it apart like paper.

"W-wait! Weren't you just going to drink my blood?"

"You were the one who suggested it to me first. That suggestion deeply impressed me, which is another reason I'm accepting the deal, so accept it."

"This is tyranny!"

"I am the Progenitor. My word is law and power."

The cold empress revealed her other face as a tyrant.

Ch.276 - 265. The Empress Needs Blood - 2
I was about to be ravished by the Vampire Progenitor.

Until now, I had always been the one to take the lead and confound countless women, but this time was different.

This empress, bordering on tyrannical, was pinning me down with overwhelming strength, attempting to both drink my blood and exploit me simultaneously.

If I squeezed out every ounce of power I possessed, I might be able to resist, but that would only buy me time.

With no way to escape from the space created by the Progenitor, resistance was meaningless.

Perhaps it would be more peaceful and mutually beneficial to just let her bite me once and then have her let me leave this place.

"...Tsk! I suppose I'll have to postpone my tasting for later."

"Huh? So suddenly?"

"An intruder has arrived much earlier than expected."

Aira gently pushed my body away and fastened a belt made of coagulated blood around my waist.

She had been acting forcefully, but now she voluntarily stopped her blood-drinking midway.

"Didn't you say this place was perfectly isolated?"

"Yes. No one can intrude here. That fact remains true now and will continue to be so."

"Then why are you stopping and talking about an intruder?"

"Didn't I just tell you? Sleep is what I value most. Fresh blood comes second."

"That's right."

"An uninvited guest from another world is trying to destroy my bedchamber. They're trying to summon me, not knowing their place."

"Oh my."

Aira's voice remained gentle and soft.

However, the emotion in her eyes had dried up, and their vitality had disappeared.

The eerie atmosphere surrounding us was like fog—the empress was a sleeping dragon submerged beneath a misty lake.

The uninvited guest outside was a fool trying to destroy the lake to summon the sleeping dragon.

"I am benevolent. I can overlook the rudeness of those who visit without prior notice, such is my generosity. However, if wet-behind-the-ears fools wish to test my patience, I will show no mercy."

"Are you planning to punish me too?"

"You certainly were rude to me as well. But you weren't ignorant. You know how to respect others and didn't kick away the kindness I offered."

Crack!

Jagged cracks appeared in one corner of the dark space.

Black fragments fell through the gaps as light leaked through.

"On the other hand, the intruder outside has disrespected me. This isn't my first encounter with beings from other worlds, so they should know what kind of entity I am. Yet they still try to destroy my precious bedchamber?"

Crack! Crunch!

The cracks, which had started as forearm-sized fissures, now spread throughout the entire space.

The dark fragments that fell turned to ash and disappeared upon touching the floor.

Eventually, the isolated space transformed like a broken eggshell, illuminating the surroundings.

"Is that the one?"

"Yes."

A knight wearing teal full plate armor was facing off against Hades.

Unlike the black angel statue, there was no ominous feeling, but instead, an alien energy emanated from it.

Though it was clearly moving, it had no vitality whatsoever. Yet it wasn't undead either.

Soul, flesh, mana—it lacked every element that makes living beings or objects move.

"Don't try to understand it. No one except the outer gods can comprehend 'that.'"

"Even if it's an unknown enemy, don't I need to know something about it to face it?"

"Know your enemy and know yourself, and you'll win every battle? That's not wrong. But such words are meaningless before an absolute power."

Aira didn't draw any magic circles.

Nevertheless, she naturally manifested numerous elemental spells and fired them toward the enemy.

In the Academy's Strongest Dominator world, incantations don't exist.

After gathering mana and imagining the spell you want to cast, if it matches your level, a magic circle appears in your mind.

Drawing this with your fingers or by moving your eyes is how magic manifests in this world.

However, the magic Aira demonstrated twisted the very foundation of this process.

She manifested magic without drawing magic circles.

In terms of incantation magic, it would be like silent casting, and historically, no silent casters had ever existed.

"Quite a fresh reaction. You were so calm when I revealed my identity."

"How could I not be surprised when witnessing something that overturns all my common sense..."

"Is casting magic without drawing magic circles really that amazing?"

"Of course! No one in the world can use magic without magic circles!"

"How curious. The first person to demonstrate magic circle omission was human, and he was the one who taught me this technique."

"What?"

If Aira had developed this technique herself over her near-eternal existence, I could have accepted it.

It would be absurd to think that she made no progress during thousands of years.

But a human with a limited lifespan had achieved something no one in history had ever accomplished.

And not only that, he had taught this groundbreaking technique to the Progenitor.

"...Do you know who that human was?"

"I don't. He taught me techniques bordering on the mystical like this one, but revealed nothing about himself. I asked for at least his name, but he refused, saying it was a name rarely found in this world."

"What's that supposed to mean...?"

"He was a man full of secrets. The only information I have is that while his techniques were exceptional, he was ridiculously weak—a black-haired man, just like you."

Even while conversing with me, Aira continued to manifest spells and unleash them upon the armored knight.

Hades, who had been facing off against the otherworldly knight, took refuge behind the barrier Meryl had created, not understanding what was happening.

Such destructive and indiscriminate magical bombardment.

She might be firing recklessly because she had no obligation to care about Hades, but I sensed something different.

"It seems you've noticed."

"It can't be controlled, can it?"

"Correct. The biggest drawback of this technique is that, unlike conventional magic, precise control is impossible. The man who taught me this technique overcame even this flaw, but it was difficult for me."

It was easy to understand if compared to shooting.

Setting a gun to automatic fire maximizes the firing rate, but recoil makes aiming difficult.

With proper shouldering, recoil can be minimized, and the originator—that man—had mastered even the grip technique, unlike Aira.

"Is that man still alive?"

"He visited hundreds of years ago, so considering human lifespan, he's likely long gone."

"I see..."

I had found a new way to become stronger, but the opportunity to learn had long since passed.

I could ask Aira to teach me, but I hesitated to learn a technique that wasn't even perfected.

"...One seems insufficient; now they're coming in groups."

As the magical bombardment ended, the teal armor disappeared without a trace.

In the place where the otherworldly knight had been, a void rift like the one Leviathan had created appeared, and colorful knights emerged one after another.

Red, orange, yellow, blue, indigo, and purple—a total of six armored knights.

If the teal knight had survived, they would have formed a rainbow knight brigade.

It reminded me of a terrible presentation I made in college, which left me feeling disgusted.

"Shall I join in?"

"There's no need. What I've shown so far has been mere child's play."

I thought she would resolve this with another overwhelming magical bombardment based on her immense mana.

However, Aira bit her lower lip with her fangs and touched the wound with her finger.

With the blood on her fingertip, she drew a magic circle, forming an enormous magical array.

"I'll show you a fraction of my power as a special treat."

"This, this impossibly large magic circle is just a fraction...?"

"If I were to use my full power, even you wouldn't be safe."

Having completed her preparations perfectly, Aira poured magical energy into the blood-drawn magic circle.

In response, the red magic circle pulsed bright crimson.

The rainbow knights each drew out their shields, forming a testudo formation by creating a wall with their shields.

They protected not only their bodies but also their heads completely, yet it seemed insufficient.

"Try to block this if you can!"

A blood-red spear emerged from the center of the magic circle. Aira grasped it and spread her bat wings wide.

Extending her arm far back in a javelin-throwing stance, she hurled the spear toward the knights with all her might.

"Holy..."

BOOM!

The spear, traveling at lightning speed, made an explosive sound upon contact with the shields.

Eventually, the outer wall collapsed, creating a huge hole in the space beyond.

Where the knights had been, nothing remained except a deep crater.

When I completed the Primordial Demonic Sword before, I had cut through a mountain.

The blood spear Aira threw had comparable power, but there was an absolute difference.

I had been using almost my full power, while she had only exerted a fraction of hers.

What would happen if the Progenitor used her full power was beyond imagination.

"It seems you've finally come to revere me."

"Honestly, I'm shocked. I can't even imagine what would happen if you went all out."

"I'd like to show you my true power in recognition of your admirable attitude, but unfortunately, that's impossible."

"Because I'd be in danger too..."

"That's one reason, but the main reason is that I no longer have the blood to use as a catalyst."

"Blood? Can't you just make a wound and get blood?"

"The maximum scale of blood magic I can manifest cannot be performed with ordinary blood. Only noble blood can be used as a catalyst."

"Blood can be noble?"

"Of course. And that blood can only be given once in a lifetime, and unfortunately, I don't have it now."

"Seems like you used it before meeting me."

"Yes, I offered it to that man who spread new knowledge to me."

A vampire offering blood to a human.

Imagining the reverse situation, I couldn't help but laugh.

When vampires should be sucking blood, the Progenitor offering noble blood? How could that be possible?

"What kind of blood was it that makes you wear such a pitying expression?"

"Virgin blood."

"You've got to be kidding me."

A human male who took the virginity of the Progenitor, who could be considered the strongest being.

I was utterly shocked at this impossible feat—something that couldn't be done without extraordinary courage.

I wondered if he might have been a true hero.

Ch.277 - 266. The Empress Needs Blood - 3
"By the way, after getting so upset about someone trying to destroy your chambers, you're fine with wrecking it yourself?"

"It's not a problem. The damage is minimal and can be repaired immediately."

"That's... minimal?"

The entire wall had collapsed and the floor was deeply sunken in various places.

It was damage that would take a human five days to repair, or at least two days even for a dwarf.

Normally I'd laugh this off as exaggeration, but coming from her, it didn't sound like a lie.

Every ability Aira had shown so far was extraordinary.

Self-repair or time reversal magic to restore structures wouldn't be surprising at all.

"How do you plan to repair it?"

"It's quite simple."

What ability would she show this time?

While I watched her with anticipation, she raised her overlapped hands.

*Clap clap*

Two masses of black mist fell before Aira after she clapped her hands.

The black mist that fell in front of her gradually grew larger and began to take form.

Eventually, two pureblooded vampires—one with golden hair and one with silver—revealed themselves.

"Great Progenitor, you called for us?"

"My chambers have been soiled. Clean it up."

"We obey your command."

"I shall be resting, so finish the work before I fall asleep."

"Understood."

My expectations had risen greatly, thinking I would witness another unseen power.

But it turned out she was just ordering her subordinates to do the repairs.

Though disappointing, it was practical enough to make sense, which made me smile wryly.

"My chambers will be restored by the end of the day if left to them."

"With such efficient subordinates, I'm sure that's possible."

Though they lacked the craftsmanship of dwarves, vampires had magic.

Moreover, the vampires Aira had summoned were purebloods who strongly inherited the blood of their Progenitor.

They couldn't match dragons or immortal progenitors who could draw upon infinite mana, but they were certainly not to be underestimated.

If I had to face both of them simultaneously, even I would find it difficult to guarantee victory.

*But why has that one been glancing at me repeatedly?*

For some reason, the female vampire with golden hair and red eyes had been stealing glances at me while busily working.

Is there something on my face?

I created some ice as a mirror and examined my face, but found nothing unusual.

Just a young man with rough, rugged features—Bern Coolam.

[I hate to tell you this, but the mana in that female vampire matches the mana from the pillar you touched before entering the ruins.]

*Oh, shit.*

I had suspected that whoever was inside the pillar might be a vampire, but I didn't think it would actually be true.

The fact that she could come out meant she had sealed herself in the pillar voluntarily.

She had been waiting in innocent anticipation for an adventurer to satisfy her needs.

The more I considered her intentions, the more chills ran down my spine.

"Now that the chambers are in their hands, give me your fresh blood..."

"My lord! Are you alright?!"

Just as the situation was calming down, Hades urgently inserted herself between the Progenitor and me.

She stood in front of me and glared fiercely at Aira.

Her loyalty as a subordinate was admirable, but did she really know who she was threatening?

Feeling uneasy, I leaned toward Hades' ear and whispered softly.

"Hades, she's a Progenitor."

"What? By Progenitor... you mean the Vampire Progenitor?"

"Yes."

"Oh... oh..."

Hades' pupils shook violently along with her body, and her teeth began to chatter.

It was an understandable reaction. Vampires were classified as undead.

A Progenitor was practically a god to the undead.

She had interrupted and threatened with her eyes someone who was essentially a god—no wonder she felt like her world was crumbling.

"N-no! This isn't... that's not what I... I didn't mean to...!!"

"How amusing."

Upon learning this critical fact, Hades finally broke down.

I patted her shoulder sympathetically.

While it might be entertaining to just watch the situation unfold, that would only make Hades more miserable, so I decided to rescue her.

"I'll apologize on behalf of this one."

"I've witnessed an entertaining sight after a long time, so I'll let it pass."

"You find it amusing when someone stands up to you? You have strange tastes."

"To be precise, I enjoy watching someone belatedly realize their place and grovel."

"That really is a strange taste."

I shrugged my shoulders and shook my head.

Aira found my attitude amusing, raising only the left corner of her mouth in a smile.

"You don't speak respectfully to me even though I've revealed myself as a Progenitor. Do you not know the greatness of a Progenitor?"

"Of course I do. I just witnessed and felt that greatness moments ago."

"Then why have you maintained the same attitude since our first meeting?"

"It's my principle to treat people based on their essence. Even if you were a god, my attitude wouldn't change much."

"You speak similar words to... "

"What did you just say?"

"Nothing. Now that the situation has been resolved, give me your blood."

Aira half-closed her eyes, placed her hands on her hips, and thrust her chest forward.

Seeing signs that she might get angry if I didn't give her blood, I sighed deeply.

"Do I have to give it now?"

"Of course. It must be now."

"It feels a bit awkward to take off my pants here..."

"Are you concerned about others watching?"

"Naturally. You wouldn't want to be seen biting an unrelated man's genitals in front of others either, right?"

"I don't mind at all?"

"Are you serious..."

First the woman in the pillar, and now this Progenitor who doesn't mind public exposure.

Could vampires be an even weirder, more perverted race than I imagined?

As I was backing away in shock, Aira suddenly grabbed my collar and pulled me toward her.

"Ugh?!"

"Then I shall drink well."

Aira slightly exposed my shoulder and sank her sharp fangs into my bare skin.

Along with a stinging pain, I felt something being drawn out from within me.

The blood in my body was rapidly draining.

My breathing became rough from a sensation I'd never experienced during blood donations.

"I'll save Roze for future pleasure. For now, I'll only take your fresh blood."

Though my blood was steadily regenerating thanks to the troll's blood, the regeneration rate couldn't keep up with the speed of her drinking.

Just as my head started spinning and I felt dizzy, the fangs embedded in my shoulder were removed.

"That was truly a fantastic taste. Because of that, I drank more than necessary."

"Ugh...!"

"I apologize. As compensation, I'll increase your requests from one to two."

"Really...?"

"I do not take back my words once spoken. Tell me anything you wish."

By unexpected luck, I had gained two wish rights from the Progenitor.

I was happy, but the thought that I could have died made me shudder.

I realized it would be safer to mix in some bodily fluid cream, even considering the embarrassment.

"Take your time to rest and think about what you wish to ask of me."

"T-the tablet...!"

"Tablet?"

"The tablets that the mimic and mummy in the ruins had... where did they come from?"

"Those were given by a man who taught me magic techniques, asking me to distribute them to the inhabitants of the ruins. When I asked about the contents, he said they contained his life story, but no one could decipher them."

"Life story..."

"I don't know the details either. I only know the background of the tablets."

Who could this person be who taught techniques to a Progenitor?

I came to the ruins seeking answers, but only accumulated more questions.

I felt like tearing my hair out in frustration.

"...Then can you teach me his techniques?"

"Unfortunately, that's impossible. I promised not to teach those techniques to anyone."

"Damn it..."

"Instead, he asked me to leave a message for those who wanted to learn his techniques."

"A message? What is it?"

"Don't be bound by common sense and move forward. And make sure to insert the pocket watch where it belongs."

That's when I remembered the task I had forgotten.

To insert the pocket watch into the deepest part of the ruins.

Besides deciphering the tablets, this was one of the reasons I had entered the ruins.

"Ah, Aira! Have you seen a place where the pocket watch might fit?"

"Yes. Beyond my chambers, there is a space with a small hole that could fit a watch."

"Found it...!"

Though my body staggered severely from anemia, I disregarded it and headed in the direction Aira pointed.

I wanted to quickly discover whatever secret was contained in the pocket watch.

With Hades supporting me, I barely reached the rumored hole.

I took out the pocket watch from inside my clothes.

*Prah...!*

[I'll release the seal.]

The magical energy swirling around the watch escaped and seeped into Prah.

As the seal disappeared, the second hand of the watch began to move faster than usual.

Regardless, I inserted the pocket watch into the hole.

"Waaaaaah?!"

Simultaneously, an intense light burst forth from the hole and engulfed me.

The light piercing my eyes gradually darkened my vision.

Ch.278 - 267. A World I Don't Know - 1
The howling wind struck my entire body with its icy chill.

My body trembled from the cold, and I instinctively began rubbing my arms.

*Ugh...! This is strange!*

I, who had received Prihart's blessing, had forgotten what cold felt like.

Even a high-level magic like Blizzard Storm felt like nothing more than a summer breeze to me.

But the level of cold I was experiencing now was so extreme I might freeze to death.

It was worse than the winter training I'd endured in the military, and the shock of it jolted me wide awake.

"Huah!"

The moment I opened my mouth, cold air rushed in and began freezing my lungs.

I quickly clamped my mouth shut and slowly breathed through my nose.

But even my nose couldn't withstand the cold air for long, as a stinging pain shot through it and mucus began to drip.

*What... what's going on here?*

I had closed my eyes briefly when the light burst forth like a flash grenade, then opened them again.

I hadn't lost consciousness or fainted.

Yet somehow, my body wasn't in the desert ruins anymore but in the middle of a snowy mountain in the Northern Region.

"Prah? Prah, are you there?"

I desperately called out the name of my beloved sword.

Unlike me, she was a Demonic Sword and would know what situation we were in.

"Prah?"

But no matter how desperately I called, there was strangely no response.

Only then did I realize that the swords that should have been at my waist were gone.

Could it be that only my body was transferred?

"Chaos! Liri!"

Even if I was separated from Prah, I still had my shadow.

No matter where in the world I ended up, body and shadow would always be together.

Even if Liri couldn't come because she was busy, Chaos should definitely jump out from the shadow and pounce on me.

"Stop messing around and come out! Something's wrong with my body!"

I shouted at my elongated shadow.

But nothing happened, and suddenly I became a madman talking to his own shadow.

I thought my agitation might warm me up, but the northern cold wasn't so easily defeated.

It steadily dropped my body temperature, making me dizzy.

*Did Prihart withdraw his blessing...?*

Even if that were the case, Bern's body should have been able to withstand extreme cold.

But now I felt like I'd thrown my naked body into an icy sea with floating ice chunks.

The tips of my trembling fingers were starting to turn blue.

"Huh...?"

Only after seeing the state of my hands did I finally notice something strange.

These weren't my hands... or rather, not Bern's hands.

Hands that should have been covered in blisters, scars, and calluses were now soft and smooth.

My voice was strange too. The attractive baritone was gone, replaced by a plain male voice.

It sounded just like my voice before the possession.

"...No way?"

The drastically reduced amount of mana I possessed intensified my suspicions.

With the tiny bit of mana I had left, I managed to create a small piece of ice.

I dropped the ice shard as far away as possible to check my face in its reflection.

"Th-this can't be...!"

I threw the ice shard away and frantically touched my face with both hands.

It was completely different. Not just the texture I felt every time I washed my face, but the shape too.

It was unbelievable, but after confirming it with my eyes and hands, I had to accept reality.

"I've become myself instead of Bern...!"

The 'me' who shouldn't exist in this world.

I had returned to Yun Geon-woo's body.

"Ha...! Haha! Hahaha!"

My mind reeled from the shocking revelation.

I could somewhat comprehend that the possession had ended and I'd returned to my original self.

But why was my original body in this world rather than in Korea?

If I'd been stranded on Mount Everest, there might have been some plausibility.

But the fact that I could feel mana and use magic eliminated that possibility.

*I don't know. I don't understand any of this...*

The extreme cold began to halt my thinking.

Death in the snowy mountains without knowing why.

I slumped down onto the snow and quietly closed my eyes.

"I told you repeatedly to stop coming here! Yet here you are again!"

Who is that?

"I'm sick of sending you back down the mountain. Should I just eat you right here?"

I didn't even have the strength to keep my eyes open.

Still, wanting to see who was witnessing my end, I managed to open my eyes slightly.

Unfortunately, the raging snowstorm prevented me from making out their appearance.

All I could tell was that they were too large to fit entirely in my field of vision.

"Haah...! Haah...!"

"How are you still alive in that condition? Though you'll die soon enough."

"Ugh...!"

"You want to live, huh? What kind of guts made you climb this snowy mountain with such a frail body?"

"I, I...!"

"Enough! Answering must be difficult in your current state."

"Heek!"

Something grabbed the collar at the back of my neck.

As the cold wind brushed against the bare skin of my abdomen, I couldn't help but scream.

I felt dizzy seeing the ground so far below me as I was lifted up.

If I fell from this height, I'd be crushed even with the thick snow below.

"Uwaaa...!"

"Hey! Stop struggling!"

Just as I was about to develop a fear of heights, I was lifted even higher.

In an instant, I soared out of the snowstorm to a place where the clear sky was visible.

At the same time, my consciousness gradually faded to black.

Unlike Bern, my frail body lacked mental fortitude.

***

"Mmm...?"

Something thin tickling my nose was bringing my consciousness back to the surface.

The bitter cold that had frozen my skin was gone, but I still found it difficult to breathe.

There was no weight on my chest, yet I felt like something was pressing down on my lungs.

It was a sensation typically experienced at high altitudes.

"You're awake?"

"Huh? R-Rene...?"

A woman with bright blue eyes was looking down at me from above my face.

The silky, snow-white hair that flowed elegantly was what had been tickling my nose.

"I don't know who you're mistaking me for, but that's not my name."

"You're not Rene...?"

"There must be someone among humans who resembles me? Then look at this! One of the features you humans definitely don't have!"

The white-haired woman moved slightly away from me and tapped the dragon horns protruding from her head.

Unfortunately, Rene, whom I had confused her with, also had horns like hers.

However, I realized they weren't the same person because the shape of the horns was subtly different.

Rene's horns were somewhat blunt, while these sharper horns belonged to...

"Breeze...?"

"What did you just say?"

The woman's smiling expression hardened, and vertical pupils appeared in her beautiful blue eyes.

Cold air that I hadn't felt moments ago began to swirl around my body, making me break out in a cold sweat.

Though less sensitive than Bern, I was certain this was killing intent.

"What are you doing? Answer me quickly. I want to check if I heard you correctly."

"Ugh...!"

Though she was only glaring at me, it felt like someone was gripping my throat.

Already struggling to breathe, the added pressure made me gasp.

I was on the verge of being killed just for mentioning someone with horns similar to hers.

I was sick of how nothing in my situation was going smoothly.

"F-Freeze!"

"Freeze?"

"Cough! Cough! Y-yes! The basic ice-attribute magic, Freeze! I was trying to create ice!"

"...And what were you planning to do with this ice?"

"I wanted to use the ice to see my reflection. To check if I was injured anywhere."

"Hmm."

Though I managed to explain with quick thinking, she continued to glare at me.

What grudge did she hold against Breeze?

If she was a dragon living in the snowy mountains, she was likely related to Breeze by blood.

Considering Breeze's personality, she would cherish her blood relatives, so I couldn't understand why I was receiving such hatred.

"...Well, maybe I misheard. You couldn't possibly know that name anyway."

I never said it was someone's name.

Yet the fact that she referred to it as a name with her own lips suggested she did indeed know Breeze.

I wondered what relationship she had with Breeze.

Though they looked almost identical, the one before me seemed much younger.

She could almost pass as Rene's twin sister.

"I'm sorry for pressuring you because I misheard."

"It's fine, these things happen."

If anything, the mistake was mine for easily mentioning Breeze's name, assuming she wouldn't have enemies.

Had I known more about dragon relationships, I wouldn't have made such a mistake.

I reflected deeply on this.

"...How curious."

"Pardon?"

"Usually when a dragon makes a mistake first, humans expect something in return, but you're not doing that."

"Well... that's because I don't want anything from you, Dragon-nim."

"Wait! Then why were you climbing the snowy mountain?"

"I-I'm not sure about that either. When I opened my eyes, I was in the middle of the snowy mountain."

"What?!"

The woman frowned with an incredulous voice.

I couldn't understand it either. Why had the possession suddenly ended, and why had my original body been thrown here?

There were too many unknowns, so I couldn't confidently answer her questions.

"Sigh...! Looks like you were subjected to a transfer spell by someone. Where did you originally live?"

"..."

The word "Korea" rose to the tip of my tongue but retreated.

Korea doesn't exist in this world. The answer I'd get if I told her was obvious.

"I don't know."

"You've lost your memory too?"

"Yes, it seems so."

"Oh my! I've picked up someone even more troublesome than the fools who come looking for favors!"

"I-I'm sorry..."

If I were in Bern's body, I'd say "Well, I'm mighty sorry!" and leave, but I couldn't do that now.

With my frail body, going outside would likely result in my death.

All I could do was kneel like a criminal and bow my head.

"...Sigh! I guess I have no choice. Your memories might return with time, so stay here for now."

"Is that really okay?"

"I'm not saying you can stay long. Just one week! After that, I'll forcibly put you back at the foot of the mountain. You're on your own from then!"

"Understood."

Seven days of cohabitation with an unnamed dragon.

My head spun from how suddenly these events had been decided, but my goals were clear.

Why was my body in this world?

And what had happened to Bern's body?

I had to find answers to these two questions.

*For that, I need to make this pathetically weak body at least somewhat useful...*

I was about to sigh but held it back.

It might be interpreted as dissatisfaction with the dragon's mercy.

"By the way..."

"Is there something else you want?"

"No, I just don't know what to call you, Dragon-nim."

"True, since we'll be living together for a week, calling me 'Dragon-nim' all the time seems awkward. And I'm not the only dragon in the world."

"I remember that true names are important to dragons. So, do you have a nickname or something?"

"No!"

"I see..."

"But that 'Freeze' you shouted earlier doesn't sound bad. Call me Freeze from now on."

"Is it okay to call you by the name of a basic magic spell?"

"I don't mind. It's actually quite similar to my real name, which is why I like it."

"What...?"

After hearing her words, a hypothesis suddenly formed in my mind.

As I had mentioned before, dragons cherish their true names.

They never reveal them to anyone who isn't blood-related.

But what if a stranger casually mentioned their name?

From a dragon's perspective, they would naturally be furious.

*C-could it be that the reason she glared at me murderously earlier was...?*

Her appearance nearly identical to Rene's, horns identical to Breeze's, and her comment about "Freeze" being similar to her name...

Combining all these circumstances, there was only one conclusion.

"Human, you'll behave yourself for the next seven days, right?"

Is this Breeze from her Liz days?!
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The days at Breeze's nest had already passed by three.

When I was Bern, I didn't stay long enough to notice, but Breeze's nest was incredibly cozy.

It had excellent insulation, sturdiness that withstood strong winds, spacious interiors, and even a natural refrigerator created by the snow-capped mountain.

If not for the altitude sickness and the fact that the owner was a dragon, it could have been a popular accommodation for influencers. The natural scenery at all times—morning, noon, and evening—was breathtakingly beautiful.

"Good morning."

"Good morning, Freeze."

"What's for breakfast today?"

"It's the wild boar you caught yesterday, roasted whole."

"Yaaawn! Meat for breakfast..."

"Don't you like it?"

"No! I love it!"

Breeze smiled brightly at my words even as she rubbed her sleepy eyes.

The young Breeze's innocent appearance automatically reminded me of Rene.

Being mother and daughter, I suppose that was natural.

I smiled back gently while carefully serving her food.

"If you think it's not enough, I could roast another one. What do you think?"

"Today I feel like eating heartily!"

"Understood."

After thawing and cleaning the wild boar, I inserted a long skewer into its mouth and pushed it through with all my strength.

My physical strength was poor, but thanks to magical body enhancement, I was able to pierce it all the way through to the other side.

I placed the prepared boar over the bonfire and rotated it using magic.

I seasoned it with salt and pepper while cooking it evenly on all sides.

"Is it ready yet?"

"Coming soon! Just wait a little longer, please."

Breeze had already cleanly devoured an entire wild boar.

She was patting her belly while licking her lips, which were glistening with grease.

Though she knew how to enjoy food, she had absolutely no talent for cooking.

Among the tributes from the villagers were many seasonings, but she didn't know how to use them, so they were left untouched.

Until now, she had been eating wild animals and plants raw.

"I never knew eating meals could be such a joyful experience!"

"I'm glad you've discovered that now."

"Yes!"

After meals, Breeze would go down to the foothills to hunt.

During my free time, I performed the training I had done when I was in Bern's body.

With my frail body, I couldn't fully handle Bern's training regimen, but I tried to catch up little by little without overexerting myself.

Especially with mana manipulation, where I had even more talent than Bern, my magical training progressed by leaps and bounds.

"Whew...!"

After working up a sweat with morning exercise, I wiped my body with a cloth dampened with melted glacier water.

When I felt the soft flesh instead of Bern's firm, toned muscles, I hated myself.

I should have exercised more in my previous life.

At the same time, I realized once again how arduous a path Bern had walked.

"This isn't the time for that."

Slap!

I slapped my cheeks with my palms to focus my mind.

Meditation at the summit of a snow-capped mountain with thin oxygen was painful and difficult.

But the harsher the environment, the higher the achievement.

When you push yourself to the extreme, your desperation grows, and your mindset becomes more determined.

In fact, my magical power had doubled in just three days, so I dismissed my doubts and shook off distracting thoughts.

I closed my eyes and fully sensed the mana floating in the air.

Fragments of mana floating buoyantly.

Though I couldn't grasp them with my hands, I released a little of my own mana to draw them toward me.

I imbued the pure essence within the fragments with my own color.

Gradually, very gradually, I made the mana my own and dominated the space.

"Inhale...! Exhale...! Inhale...! Exhale...!"

My arms trembled at this task requiring extreme caution, and cold sweat ran down my spine.

It meant this training method was still too advanced for me.

But I forced myself to continue in order to reach a higher level.

*Just a little more...*

As the energy in my entire body began to reverse flow, a bitter liquid flowed from my mouth.

My nervous system heated up, and a burning pain engulfed my entire body.

My consciousness was fading, and I felt like I would pass out at any moment.

"Ugh...!"

I couldn't endure anymore!

Just as I was about to lie back and rest, a gentle hand supported my back.

"I'll help you, so hang in there until the end."

"Ah..."

"Don't answer! You'll scatter the mana you've worked so hard to gather!"

I clamped my mouth shut and continued the mana domination process.

I recaptured the mana that was about to disperse and pulled it toward me.

As pain greater than before struck me and my brow furrowed, a cool, refreshing energy entered through my back.

"I'll share my mana with you. It will make the pain more bearable."

"Thank... you..."

"Aish! You brat! I told you not to answer."

A spicy fist landed on the crown of my head.

I thought my concentration would break and the mana would scatter.

However, Breeze's mana that had spread throughout my body was firmly holding the other mana in place, preventing it from escaping.

Thanks to that, I was able to completely dominate the mana from nature.

"Looks like you succeeded."

"It's all thanks to your help, Freeze."

"Well, I just set up a safety measure to prevent your body from breaking down. The rest was entirely your own achievement."

"Haha..."

The gathered mana expanded my vessel and widened the channels.

The more mana I possessed, the more diverse magic I could use.

I remembered all the theory from my time in Bern's body, so what I needed was mana quantity.

*If I had a Dragon Heart, I wouldn't have to worry about this...*

Unlike Bern, I didn't have confidence in conquering Breeze with an ordinary-looking body.

If I at least had a Holy Sword, I might have tried, but alas.

Setting aside my regrets, I tried using a newly unlocked magic.

"Hmm, not bad."

My mana had reached Kang Jun-hyeok's early-stage specs.

The fact that I, a regular person, could grow this much in such a short time was thanks to the environment and Bern's training methods.

I felt renewed resentment toward Kang Jun-hyeok, who had backstabbed Bern despite learning such excellent training methods.

"Geon-woo, I'm hungry."

"Oh! You're back early today? Usually, you skip lunch and come back around dinner time."

"I had my reasons."

"What happened?"

"Snow women and yetis were having a big fight on the mountainside. I figured hunting was off for today, so I came back early."

"Snow women and yetis are fighting...?"

Weren't snow women treating yetis as pets and sleds?

Did the yetis revolt because they got tired of such treatment?

But I remember the yetis actually enjoyed being used as sleds.

"They're two species that have lived in this area since before I was born. They often clash over territory issues and fight whenever they meet."

"I see."

Thinking about it, I was in the past of another world.

I had heard from the Demon King's own mouth that snow women and yetis weren't friendly with each other during this time, so it made sense.

"Recently, the intensity of their fights has worsened. I'm worried they might even start a war on the snow mountain."

"A war in your territory? Shouldn't they be punished?"

"Unfortunately, there's an unwritten rule passed down from previous generations not to interfere with snow women and yetis. They know this fact and are acting recklessly because of it."

"Is there no way to handle this?"

"If there was, I wouldn't be complaining to you like this."

Breeze sighed deeply but still managed a smile.

It seemed she felt somewhat relieved to have someone to share her concerns with after not having anyone to talk to until now.

"As long as it doesn't affect me, it's fine. Besides, I'd much rather eat the food you make than worry about those guys!"

"Still, wouldn't it be better to prepare in advance?"

"Seeing you talk like that, do you have a good plan?"

"Haha, not really. I was just thinking maybe you could warn them not to fight here."

Doing something was better than doing nothing.

If either the snow women or yetis did something to damage the snow mountain, Breeze's anger would become uncontrollable.

As a mere guest, I had no way to stop her anger and would inevitably get caught up in the situation.

"Then will you go instead?"

"Pardon?"

"I'm asking you to visit them and convey my message to fight moderately."

"Would they pay any attention to a human like me?"

"I'll give you my scale. If you show them the scale, they'll believe you."

A dragon's scale is very rare.

Especially in the case of a scale plucked by the dragon itself, the implied meaning is different.

While not quite a true name symbolizing affection, it still signifies a certain level of trust.

It wasn't something that should be in the possession of a mere human.

"Are you sure? Can you trust me with this?"

"If it were you when we first met, I certainly wouldn't entrust it to you. But after observing you for the past three days, I've come to know you're quite trustworthy."

"Three days seems too short to judge a person..."

"I trust my judgment. So stop arguing and go. If you don't want to, I won't force you."

"No, I'll go."

This was an opportunity.

If I successfully completed this task, I could raise Breeze's trust in me.

With the Mad Dragon's trust as a foundation, if we became close, the likelihood of my future journey being smooth would increase.

*In this timeline, there's no one who can help me...*

Rene, Rin, Prah, Marianne, Chaos, Hades, Liri, Sestia, Meryl.

The women who would appear before my eyes when I closed them didn't exist here.

Not only that, but all the power I had painstakingly built up until now was also gone.

I had fallen into another world with nothing, like a penniless beggar.

To survive, I had to build new relationships again.

"Then I'll leave it to you."

"Leave it to me!"

My new journey began here, in the snow mountains of the Northern Region.
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I boldly left the nest, but I hadn't actually made any plans.

The cold of the snow mountain was manageable with magic that wrapped my body in heat, but the conflict between the Snow Women and Snow People was the real problem.

Breeze said showing her scales would solve everything easily, but honestly, I was anxious.

Would these two races, who had been left alone by dragons for ages as an unwritten rule, actually revere or fear dragons?

The more I thought about it, the more I could see they were probably dismissive of dragons.

I couldn't even begin to imagine how much they'd disregard a human sent by a being they already looked down on.

*As long as I don't get assassinated, I'll consider it a win.*

If it were Bern, he would have crushed them with force and disciplined them all at once.

But that was impossible for me in my current state.

Since force wasn't an option, the ideal approach would be to rack my brain for a solution...

As part of that effort, I decided to first observe the movements of both races.

*Let me recall...*

That time when I followed Chaos into the shadows.

At first, I thought it was Chaos's unique ability and concluded I couldn't replicate it.

But Liri shattered that assumption by taking me into the shadows, making me realize I could do it too.

The process was complex, but with magic added, it should be entirely possible.

*I'm not sure if I can enter with my original body, but...*

Nothing ventured, nothing gained.

I closed my eyes and threw myself into the elongated shadow.

If I had failed, I should have felt the touch of snow.

But it was peaceful and quiet, like sinking into gentle waves.

When I carefully opened my eyes, everything around me was pitch black.

Realizing I had entered the shadow world, I moved cautiously.

"Success...!"

I had only known the theory, yet I succeeded on my first try.

My body trembled with the rush of elation.

I realized that all those times struggling and rolling around in Bern's body hadn't been in vain.

*Ah, this isn't the time for this.*

Entering the shadow world was great, but the problem was that my mana was being rapidly depleted.

Since my natural mana recovery couldn't keep up, I needed to hurry and find the Snow People and Snow Women.

"Found them...!"

Though it was a dark world where I couldn't see an inch ahead, somehow I instinctively knew which way to go.

It felt like being underwater, but I could walk and even hear sounds from the outside world.

The cold wind, animal cries, the sound of footsteps on snow, and even someone's voice.

Judging by the number of voices, they were likely groups of Snow People or Snow Women.

I approached the direction where the sounds were clearest and listened carefully.

"My, what brings such lowly beings to this precious place? What business do you have here this time?"

"Grook! Don't get cocky, you who aren't even worth a handful of food."

"My goodness, as if your filthy fist could ever touch me?"

"I'll kill you...!"

"Go ahead and try, if you can?"

A deadly exchange was taking place between a Snow Woman and a Snow Person.

They were completely different from the image I had of the two races, creating a sense of dissonance.

Especially the Snow Person—I had no idea they could speak so fluently.

*Well, I've never actually seen them talk before...*

At any rate, it seemed I'd unfortunately arrived just as the two races were confronting each other.

If I were to barge in now when their emotions were running high, it wouldn't end well.

I decided to observe the situation a bit longer.

"Grurook! This is your final warning. From this boundary onward is our Snow People's territory, so don't trespass!"

"You're truly impossible to deal with. How many times must I tell you? This area has been our territory for generations!"

"Be grateful we don't invade the land of the weak!"

"Ha! You love calling us weak. Perhaps you need an ice spike through your head to come to your senses?"

I could vaguely see the Snow Person clenching their fist and the Snow Woman hiding her distorted smile behind a fan.

The conflict over territory was about to erupt between the two races.

Even if I showed them Breeze's scale and told them to stop fighting, I doubted they would listen.

Perhaps it would be better to let them fight it out and then support the winner...

"Ah!"

A good idea came to mind.

A brilliant way to stop their fight without spilling a single drop of blood.

It would require some preparation, but with Breeze's help, it shouldn't be a problem.

"This won't do. Grook! I need to smash this bitch's face to feel better...!"

"Still as barbaric as ever. I don't want to share the same space with you for even a moment, so I'll have to kill you."

"Excuse me, that's enough!"

Just as the Snow Person was loosening their muscles and the Snow Woman was raising an ice arrow in the air,

I emerged from the shadows and stepped between them.

Startled by my sudden appearance, both the Snow Woman and Snow Person launched their attacks.

*Sigh! Damn it, this is exactly why I didn't want to get involved...*

I blocked the ice arrow with my specialty Dispel magic, but there was no way to block the Snow Person's fist.

I thought I might have to take one hit.

That is, if the fist hadn't appeared slow to me.

I slightly twisted my upper body to the right and narrowly avoided the punch.

I realized I had eyesight that was no less impressive than Bern's.

The only difference was that my movements also seemed sluggish to me, which was chilling.

"Grook! Who, who are you!"

"Identify yourself!"

"You both attacked me like you wanted to kill me, and now you're asking who I am?"

With a hollow laugh, I composed myself.

They might attack again, so I had to be ready.

Fortunately, there were no follow-up attacks, allowing me to pull out Breeze's scale from my pocket.

"I am the representative of the Mad Dragon who lives at the summit of this snow mountain! I've come to mediate the fight between the Snow Women and Snow People tribes!"

I proclaimed as loudly as possible, showing off my presence to them.

However, their reactions were disappointingly lukewarm.

As I had feared, the two races had neither reverence nor respect for Breeze.

"Human, don't overstep your bounds. This is our problem."

"That's right! The Mad Dragon who has never intervened until now suddenly sends a human to mediate? I don't mean to disrespect her, but this is unpleasant."

"I understand how you both feel. But you're greatly mistaken about something—this snow mountain isn't your land. It's the Mad Dragon's territory."

"Kup...!"

"Ugh...!"

I couldn't emit killing intent at Bern's level.

However, I could demonstrate Breeze's power by infusing mana into the scale she had given me.

The Mad Dragon who would one day destroy half the continent in the distant future.

Though she might be somewhat naive now, she wasn't someone the Snow Women and Snow People could disregard.

Being young doesn't diminish a dragon's status.

"While I possess this scale, you'd better watch what you say. Beyond being human, I am essentially the Mad Dragon's will itself."

"I-I'll keep that in mind."

"I understand..."

I impressed upon them that their behavior toward me was equivalent to their behavior toward the Mad Dragon.

This should prevent me from becoming a target.

Now I could speak freely without worry.

"It's good to see you both seem to understand your position. Now, let's get straight to the point—you were fighting to the death because you recognize different territories, right?"

"Grook! Not exactly."

"The origin was indeed a territorial dispute. But as conflicts arising from it grew larger, we ended up in the current situation."

What had started as verbal arguments had escalated to bloodshed and casualties.

The desire for revenge following the deaths of kin deepened the conflict, making it irreversible.

Before long, they had become unable to coexist under the same sky.

"Those bitches brutally murdered my dear friend!"

"Have you forgotten how your people raped our kin and left them as food for wild animals?!"

"..."

I couldn't judge whose crimes were more severe.

I hadn't witnessed all the tragedies that had occurred, and I wasn't a judge anyway.

But one thing became clear.

No amount of friendly persuasion would make these two get along.

The wounds left on both tribes were beyond verbal resolution.

"Is that so? Then both of you gather here again tomorrow and fight to the death."

"Grook?"

"You both want to kill each other, right? Since there's no other way, you should fight until one side is annihilated, shouldn't you?"

"...But didn't you come to stop our fighting?"

"The Mad Dragon sent me because your constant fighting is noisy. She didn't send me to stop you."

"That means..."

"She'd like you to settle this once and for all so there won't be any more fighting. In other words, I'm telling you to kill each other from now on."

"Then why postpone it until tomorrow?"

"So I can prepare for your intense battle without any problems. Do you want to see the Mad Dragon's nest collapse?"

"N-no!"

The dragon's nest being damaged by the two races.

That future would only lead to destruction.

"Anyway, that's why preparations are needed. Both of you go back quietly today. I'll make sure you can fight all you want tomorrow."

The Snow Women and Snow People looked dumbfounded but eventually nodded and left.

I was relieved that things were going according to my plan.

Since I needed Breeze's consent for the next phase of my plan, I returned to her nest first.

"Geon-woo, how did it go? Did it end well? Are the Snow Women and Snow People not fighting anymore?"

"Calm down. I'll tell you everything."

I explained everything that had happened to Breeze one by one.

After listening to my story with sparkling eyes, she was disappointed with the unsatisfactory result and pouted.

"I see you're not pleased with the outcome."

"Of course not! It means the snow mountain will be stained with blood after all."

"Don't worry. I'll make sure that doesn't happen."

"But you encouraged them to fight?"

"There's a reason for everything."

When Breeze asked for the reason, I only answered with a meaningful smile.

She persistently tried to figure out my intentions, but I kept my mouth shut.

"Tch! Fine. I don't even want to know anymore!"

"If you promise to follow along with whatever I do, I could tell you."

"...It's not dangerous, is it?"

"It could be dangerous depending on the circumstances, but with Freeze's help, it won't be dangerous at all."

"Then tell me."

"I'm going to blow up this snow mountain."
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"Finally, it's here."

The promised time.

I had arrived early and was waiting when I felt vibrations approaching from both sides.

It was the sound of two tribes bringing their armies for an all-out war.

Leaning against the ice wall, I gently opened my eyes.

In the distance, I could see groups of yetis and snow women climbing up to the meeting place.

"Miss Freeze? You do remember the plan I told you about, right?"

[Yes, I remember, but do we really need to go this far?]

I was conversing with Breeze Sephiron through telepathic magic, though she wasn't physically present.

In exchange for explaining my plan yesterday, I had secured her assistance.

I modified the plan slightly and positioned Breeze at the mountain peak.

"It's for the peace of this snow mountain, isn't it? If we endure just one day of hardship, we won't have to listen to the snow women and yetis bickering anymore."

[What if their fighting doesn't stop even after this?]

"I've prepared proper alternatives in case of failure, so don't worry too much."

I had devised hundreds of strategies to bring down the Magic Tower.

Someone like me wouldn't execute a plan without backup contingencies.

This was my chance to successfully unite the snow women and yetis while proving my competence to Breeze.

"I'm about to start the plan. When I give the signal, that's when you should act."

[I'm washing my hands of whatever happens! If things go wrong and you get seriously hurt, don't blame me! Got it?]

"I won't blame you, so please calm down."

Breeze's voice sounded tense even before the plan had begun.

Even if we failed, the responsibility would be entirely mine.

I was the one who devised the plan and entrusted Breeze with her role, believing in her.

If Breeze decided it wasn't working and abandoned her mission, I wouldn't blame her at all.

"Grook! The dragon's representative has come as promised."

"I'm surprised you showed up. I thought you'd be hiding or running away, trembling with fear."

"We yetis are all brave. Even if our chests get pierced, we won't back down and will crush the faces of you bitches!"

"Judging by your filthy language, did you all lick each other's behinds before coming here?"

"Even if we entered mating season, we wouldn't give you a second glance."

"We also have no interest in uncouth gorillas."

The two tribes started bickering and engaging in psychological warfare as soon as they met, just as they always did.

The looks they gave each other were so murderous that even my skin tingled.

Ironically, I was the one who had called them here, yet I'd been reduced to a mere bystander.

*Though it is entertaining.*

Aren't fire-watching and fight-watching supposed to be the most entertaining spectacles in the world?

Breeze might point fingers and call me wicked, but honestly, I was enjoying it too much to intervene.

It saddened me that I had to step in between them.

Once I joined the fight, I would no longer be a third party.

"If you both have energy to argue, save it for when you actually fight later."

"Hmm."

"Hmph!"

The yeti closed his eyes while the snow woman turned her head away sharply.

Their reactions were like those of children who had been scolded by an adult after quarreling.

Anyway, I had intervened at the right moment and guided the flow.

Now I just needed to proceed slowly according to the plan, using this momentum.

"As you can see, you hate each other so much that you can't stand being together for even a moment. But this snow mountain is your homeland and territory. Unless one side leaves, you'll always run into each other, and every time, you'll fight bitterly like now."

"That's right. Leave this place immediately..."

"Hey, I'm not done talking yet."

"Hmm...! S-sorry."

I had no intention of yielding the flow to anyone else.

If I did, I wouldn't be able to guide the situation in the direction I wanted.

So I glared at the yeti chieftain who had interrupted me, widening my eyes.

He bowed his head and took a step back.

"I won't criticize you for laughing at others' misfortunes, but you'd better focus on what I'm saying."

"H-hmm!"

The snow woman village head, who had been snickering behind her fan at the yeti being scolded, cleared her throat and pretended nothing had happened.

"Anyway, the Mad Dragon has been greatly annoyed by your constant fighting. That's why I'm here, carrying out her will."

[You're casually using my status, aren't you?]

*I haven't said anything untrue. Weren't you the one who ordered me to resolve this issue, Miss Freeze?*

[That's true, but somehow it feels wrong.]

*Just bear with it.*

I held up Breeze's scale, showing it off to them.

It was a symbol that represented absolute authority, at least within the snow mountain.

The taste of power is always thrilling and novel.

"After observing the situation firsthand, I've determined that the conflict between your two tribes cannot be easily resolved. Therefore, I will have you battle it out here and now, and the winner will be granted the right to remain on the snow mountain!"

"Grook!"

"Simple and clear. I like it."

The yetis roared loudly, burning with fighting spirit, while the snow women laughed eerily, exuding killing intent.

Unlike yesterday, the snow women wore light armor, and the yetis' fur was sleek and shiny.

They must have prepared for battle before coming here, ready for whatever might happen.

I returned to the ice wall I had been leaning against and raised my index finger.

"Begin fighting now."

As soon as I finished speaking, the yetis charged forward, and the snow women began casting ice magic.

It felt like watching a war between brave warriors and versatile mages.

Though small in scale, the scene was quite impressive, making my heart swell.

[What? Are you just going to watch?]

"No. Of course I need to participate too."

I was neutral, belonging to neither side.

Fighting for either side would disrupt the fairness, so it was better to maintain an observant stance.

However, if I truly remained passive, both sides would shed a lot of blood.

Since I had promised Breeze that I would end this with minimal bloodshed, I planned to intervene in the war in my own way.

"It won't be an easy fight, but I'll do my best."

[Yes, good luck!]

With Breeze's encouragement, I surveyed the battlefield.

Being neutral, no one was targeting me.

I assessed all the snow women and yetis in my field of vision, excluding myself.

"Uncivilized creatures...! Sweep them all away!"

The yetis charged forward with their arms covering their faces against the various ice spells being fired by the snow women.

The yetis seemed to have absolute faith in their thick, tough skin.

However, vital points are always vulnerable to fatal wounds, no matter how sturdy.

I quickly read the incoming ice spells and erased only those that were about to hit vital areas.

"Damn, this is really hard!"

It was a sweaty task to scan through dozens, hundreds of spells and erase some of them.

If I didn't have the same panoramic vision as Bern, I would have given up boldly.

Trusting the experience within me, I took a gamble that paid off—there were injured yetis, but no fatalities.

However, it was too early to relax.

"Grook!!"

"Kyaah!!"

The yetis who successfully approached began charging at the snow women or raising their fists.

The snow women calmly surrounded themselves with ice for protection, but some were less skilled and reacted too slowly.

I cast protective spells for those women to prevent them from getting hurt.

Though my power was limited and I couldn't perfectly protect everyone, I at least prevented deaths.

[...Are you okay?]

"I'm fine so far."

I encouraged the two tribes to wage war while protecting them from death.

It was truly insane, even though I was the one who started it.

[If it gets too much, just tell me anytime! I'll act immediately.]

"Understood."

My finite mana was draining rapidly, and I was already out of breath, but I endured.

The war had only just begun.

It would take much longer for the two tribes to become intoxicated with battle.

Until that moment came, I continued erasing spells or casting protective magic.

"Not yet..."

I erased an ice spike from the ground that was aiming for a yeti's neck.

"Not yet..."

I stopped a yeti who was about to smash a snow woman's face into his knee while grabbing her hair.

"Just a little more...!"

Despite the fierce fighting, there were surprisingly few casualties.

Growing impatient with this situation, the leaders of both sides made grand gestures.

Sure enough, the yeti chieftain lifted a huge nearby boulder, while the snow woman created a large ice sphere.

"Filthy bitches! Die crushed under this rock!"

"I'll eliminate every last one of you!"

The leaders threw their projectiles simultaneously, without even coordinating timing.

Having waited for this moment, I poured all my mana into telekinetic magic and took control of the projectiles.

Without hesitation, I directed them not toward either camp, but toward the ice wall behind me.

"Now!"

[Got it!]

KWANG!

The rock and ice chunk struck the innocent ice wall.

Simultaneously, the entire mountain began to shake violently.

"Grook...?"

"Eh, eh?"

GRRRNG-!

Earthquakes in mountainous regions cause landslides.

So what would an earthquake on a snow mountain cause?

The answer to this elementary school-level question is, of course, an avalanche.

"Hey, you idiots! Where are you aiming?"

"G-grook! I didn't mean to throw it there!"

"I-I didn't either!"

"Bullshit! You were determined to kill me first... Wait, what? AAAAH!!"

I was pretending to plead like a victim but then screamed loudly.

I feigned shock at the avalanche of tsunami-like proportions, descending like a mass of white clouds.

"Look what you've done! You've caused an avalanche!"

My plan was as follows:

Redirect the major attacks from the yeti and snow woman to an innocent location.

Immediately after, have Breeze cause an avalanche, making it appear as if their attacks had triggered it.

The snow women, feeling responsible, would create ice walls to block the avalanche but would lack sufficient strength.

At that point, the yetis would push the ice walls with their strength, and together they would stop the avalanche.

"Damn it, we have no choice! First, the snow women should create ice walls..."

"Run away!"

"Everyone, get out of here!"

Before I could take control, the snow women and yetis began to flee.

Watching this scene, I felt that something had gone terribly wrong.

"No, shit. If you run like that..."

KRGRRRNG-!

Looking back, I saw the wave of snow descending at high speed.

Realizing I would be caught up in it if I stayed, I started running.

"Hey, you crazy fools! You should be working together to stop it, not running away first!"

I vented my frustration, but no one heard me over the sound of the avalanche.

If we stayed like this, everyone would be swept away by the avalanche.

We needed to quickly escape to the bottom of the mountain, and there was no time to be picky about methods.

*I'm sorry, Demon King! I was trying not to use this method...*

Using body enhancement magic, I struck the back of a fleeing yeti's head hard.

The yeti collapsed forward with one blow.

I climbed onto his back and kicked off, using him like a snowboard.

"Listen, everyone! If you want to live, you'd better do as I do!"

I created an icy path with magic in the direction the yeti was sliding, gaining acceleration.

We were barely able to descend faster than the avalanche.

Watching this, the two tribes looked at each other and nodded.

They realized that survival took precedence over tribal conflicts.

The yetis willingly offered their bodies, and the snow women focused on creating ice paths.

One by one, they began descending the mountain.

"Great!"

Just as I was confident everyone would survive, I noticed some idiots still running down on foot.

"Hey! What are you doing?"

"Grook...! I will not accept help from bitches!"

"No matter how urgent, riding on such filthy beasts is outrageous!"

The chieftain and village head.

These two stubborn fools refused to cooperate until the end, running on their own feet.

"Well, well! You'll both die that way, you know?"

"I-I am not afraid of death!"

"Bullshit. Your erection says you want to live."

"How disgusting...! I'd rather die than live with such creatures!"

The two refused to yield until the end.

What should I do with them?

As I was thinking while slowly descending, an unexpected situation occurred without any intervention from me.

"GROOK?!"

"KYAH!"

The yeti chieftain lost his footing, fell forward, and began rolling on the ground.

After several rotations, he became a self-made snowboard with his head facing forward.

Meanwhile, the snow woman village head caught her foot in a hidden crevice between the snow and was thrown forward.

Airborne, she amazingly landed on top of the yeti chieftain who was coming from behind.

More precisely, between his legs.

"Shit, this can't be happening..."

I was speechless at a situation that seemed straight out of a cartoon.

No, it was worse than that.

Through an implausible sequence of events, they had ended up in a compromising position.

"N-nooo!! To think such a filthy beast would be my first partner!!"

"Grook! I don't want this either!"

"Pull out! Pull out right now!"

"You get off! G-grook! The tightness...!!"

While they were screaming to separate, they were subtly moving their hips.

Watching this scene, I could only look at them with contempt.

They were saying no with their words, but their bodies were being honest.

"Hmm? A cliff?"

I had been so focused on them that I only now noticed the cliff ahead.

Quickly grabbing the tail of the yeti I was riding, I twisted it to the right.

This caused the yeti's path to veer left. His body was optimized as a snowboard.

Now I understood why the snow women used them as boards.

"Oh, right! There's a cliff ahead, so be careful...!"

But it was already too late.

The two tribal leaders were launched off the cliff and soared into the sky.

And even as they flew through the air, they were simultaneously reaching climax.

*Wow, that's terrifying...*

Ch.282 - 271. A World I Don't Know - 5
I safely made it down to the foothills after avoiding the avalanche and checked on the others.

The Snow Woman had completely depleted her mana creating the ice path, and the Yeti's body was tattered like rags.

Compared to how they had prepared themselves for battle earlier, they looked utterly pitiful.

Nevertheless, their faces showed relief and a strange sense of exhilaration.

*They must be feeling that way because they survived the avalanche by working together.*

The Yeti Board was a secret strategy I had wanted to avoid revealing if possible.

But I had no choice but to use it when the Yetis and Snow Women became completely uncontrollable.

The reason they fled in terror was likely due to the avalanche's unexpectedly massive scale.

This was clearly my mistake.

I had asked Breeze to shake the mountain "moderately," but "moderate" is relative.

What might be excessive to me could feel appropriate to her.

I should have coordinated the scale and power of the avalanche and explained it to her in detail.

*Why did I forget that the Breeze I knew before is different from the current Breeze...*

Even though the outcome was good, there were bitter mistakes in the process.

Unlike the married Breeze I knew, the current Breeze doesn't think things through deeply.

I made a mental note of today's events, determined not to repeat the same mistake.

"Grook...! Grook...!"

"Haa...! Haa...! Haa...!"

While I was watching the Snow Women and Yetis, the chieftain and village head, who had been at the very back, finally returned.

They emerged from behind trees, exhaling hot breaths.

The village head's clothes were disheveled, and the chieftain's lower body fur was still damp.

Judging by this, they must have passionately coupled even after escaping the avalanche.

"Welcome back. How does it feel to have survived a natural disaster?"

"Grook...! Not a bad feeling at all."

"Well... even a gorilla has its uses, I suppose."

"If you're talking about uses, how about the club that calmed your heated body..."

"Shut up."

The Snow Woman village head spoke sharply to me, despite my possession of Breeze's scale.

Still, I let it slide this time since my mistake had been significant.

Her first experience had been with someone she hated, in an inappropriate place and in a bizarre manner—I'd want to die too if I were her.

But their physical compatibility must have been good, as evidenced by their blushing faces even now.

"Alright! It's great that everyone's happy to have survived, but now that we're all gathered, let's sort out the situation!"

At my call, everyone immediately hid their joy and tensed up.

The war had been interrupted by the sudden avalanche, but the unexpected situation was now completely over.

The only issue they needed to resolve was fighting for the right to remain on the snow mountain.

The faces of the two species, who had been glaring at each other as if ready to kill, looked somewhat distorted.

"This is interesting. Due to your mistakes, a disaster that no one could stop occurred, and everyone nearly died. Who helped you in that crisis?"

I deliberately paused without answering immediately.

They already knew the answer without me saying it.

As I expected, the Snow Women and Yetis looked at those who had become their partners.

"They were the ones you wanted to kill so badly. But what was the result? The Snow Women were able to descend quickly thanks to the Yetis, and the Yetis would have been swept away by the avalanche if the Snow Women hadn't created ice paths."

"Grook, the human speaks truth."

"I won't argue with that. But...!"

"I know. Even if you helped each other survive just this once, it won't easily resolve the resentment in your hearts."

"We have spilled much blood and killed many of each other's kind."

"Yes. As long as neither side leaves, the fighting will continue."

"When I think of the pitiful souls who died, I cannot easily forgive them."

"The same goes for us."

The Yeti chieftain, Snow Woman village head, and everyone else wore solemn expressions.

It doesn't matter who started it first.

In the end, Yetis raped Snow Women, and Snow Women brutally killed Yetis.

As long as the tragic past remained in their hearts, reconciliation between the two species would be difficult.

"But couldn't you at least give each other a chance?"

"A chance?"

"Yes. I'm not saying you should reconcile and become friends right away. But couldn't you at least try to learn about each other, or find areas where you can compromise?"

"If it's just that much..."

"The deeper the hatred grows, the more you refuse to acknowledge each other and treat each other harshly. Even though there might be points of agreement or hidden strengths if you look for them."

I approached both leaders and patted them on the shoulders.

Then I passed by them and slowly moved forward.

"The choice is yours. If you still can't forgive, then fight to the death. If you want to have at least minimal dialogue, arrange a meeting among yourselves."

No one can easily resolve the conflict between the two species.

Forgiving the other side and extending a hand for a handshake is entirely up to them.

I could use Breeze's authority to force peace, but that would be just a temporary measure.

In other words, they, not I, must be the main actors.

*I wonder what will happen now?*

At the very least, I've laid the groundwork for reconciliation.

Despite my efforts, there was still a possibility they might fight bloodily again.

And perhaps someday in the distant future, someone else might appear and achieve reconciliation much better than I could.

"Whew! When will we get back to the summit..."

The avalanche had changed all the terrain, eliminating the easy hiking trail that had been created.

Dangerous crevasse formations were now covered with snow, making it possible to fall through if one wasn't careful.

I felt it would be presumptuous to ask Breeze to take me back since we weren't that close.

Just as I was considering using this opportunity to leave the snow mountain and go traveling...

"Found you!"

"F-Freeze?"

"Thankfully, you weren't buried in the snow!"

"Did you come all the way here looking for me?"

"Of course! After sending the signal, there was no response! I came down because I was worried."

"I'm sorry. After safely evacuating the Yetis and Snow Women, I was busy expressing my opinion and didn't pay attention."

"I see. So what was the result?"

"It's difficult to give you a definite answer right now. Their animosity is deeper than I imagined, so we'll have to wait and see."

"That's unfortunate."

"Still, I believe we achieved the best possible outcome under the circumstances."

This wasn't a lie to reassure Breeze.

She seemed to understand my true intentions, as she simply smiled without saying anything.

In that innocent smile, I could see her trust in me.

"Good job! Now let's go back to the nest!"

"You go up first. I'll follow slowly."

"What are you talking about? There's no way your weak body can climb to the summit!"

"I don't think it's that bad..."

"Enough! Hurry up and let me carry you! I'm bored without you!"

"You really mean you're hungry and want me to cook for you, right?"

"Yes, that's right!"

Caught red-handed, Breeze smiled awkwardly and fidgeted with her fingers.

She could have denied it, but her honest admission was endearing.

I doubted whether she was the same person as the Breeze who used to emphasize her maturity and speak cryptically.

"Ah! Hehe!"

When I stretched out my arms as she wanted, she hugged me tightly and spread her wings wide.

Flying high into the sky, she held me firmly to prevent me from falling as she headed toward her nest.

It was an extraordinarily rare sight for a wingless human.

As I briefly enjoyed the view of the snow mountain from the clear sky above, two scenes suddenly overlapped in my memory.

*Ah...*

One was the image of the Snow Woman and Yeti enjoying the thrill as they soared into the sky just moments ago.

The other was a comment from Maryan, the Orichalcum Ant Queen who didn't exist in this era.

Her dream was to enjoy aerial mating with her loved one in the sky.

And here I was, in that very sky she had spoken of.

"Hmm? Why are you trembling so much? Are you cold?"

"N-no. I just thought of something frightening."

"Aha! You imagined me dropping you from up here! Right?"

"Y-yes..."

"That will never happen, so don't worry! Should I hold you even tighter?"

"I'm fine."

I apologize to Breeze, but I had to lie.

However, I couldn't bring myself to utter the words "aerial mating" in front of her innocent face.

Ch.283 - 272. 7 Days Of Dragon - 1
After resolving a minor incident, the time for my promised departure had already passed.

As my stay period expired, I was preparing to leave the Mad Dragon's nest.

With nothing but the clothes on my back, I didn't really have anything that could be called luggage.

Still, I carefully packed smoked meat wrapped in cloth into the leather backpack I had inherited.

I filled my water flask with water melted from the Ten-Thousand-Year Ice and attached it to my waist.

Having finished my preparations with just the minimum food and water, I picked up a nearby branch.

[Thank you for your hospitality this past week.]

Just as I was about to leave after writing this brief farewell message in a crude manner with the branch, I sensed someone behind me.

It was Breeze Sephiron, who had just woken up and was rubbing her eyes.

My plan to leave quietly without anyone knowing seemed to have failed.

"Yaaawn! Good morning~!"

"Good morning."

"What's for breakfast today~?"

"I've already prepared it, of course. I left it on the wooden bowl that Freeze likes to use, so you can wash up and have it."

"Thanks! But where are you going so early in the morning?"

I hesitated briefly about whether I should tell the truth, but there was no need to worry.

After all, the seven-day period was set by Breeze herself.

I was simply informing the host that I was leaving after staying at her place.

I could leave with a clear conscience since I hadn't made a mess or stolen anything.

"As you mentioned before, my stay period expires today, so I'm leaving now. Thank you for everything!"

"Has that much time passed already?"

"Yes. Today marks exactly the seventh day."

"I see. Then seven days... no, I'm extending it by a month!"

"Excuse me? What do you mean?"

"I'm saying you can stay in my nest for another month!"

Breeze puffed out her chest proudly, showing off her impressive mana pouch.

Her satisfied smile was as bright as the sunlight shining outside the nest.

The atmosphere was like receiving a divine revelation.

However, as an atheist, I wasn't the type to be moved or delighted by such a scene.

"No, thank you. I feel it would be imposing too much to stay any longer."

"Huh? What...?"

Breeze, who had been full of confidence, flinched and began to look flustered at my firm refusal.

She must have thought I would accept her offer gratefully.

"D-did you not enjoy staying in my nest?"

"Not at all. The space and bedding you provided were extremely comfortable."

"Then why are you giving up those benefits and leaving? I said it's okay for you to stay longer!"

"As I said before, I appreciate your consideration, but I don't feel comfortable with it."

I scratched my head awkwardly as I expressed my refusal.

To be honest, my main purpose was to travel and find a way to return to Bern Coolam.

While I knew the future well, I was ignorant about the past, making my current situation extremely uncomfortable.

If I at least had the same body as Bern, I might have managed somehow, but nothing was easy with Yun Geon-woo's body.

"That's why I'm leaving."

"Nngh...!"

Breeze's mouth twisted as if she had something she wanted to say.

But it seemed difficult for her to speak, her lips remained sealed, and she only made groaning sounds.

Seeing her like that, I gave a bitter smile and offered what might be a consolation.

"I'll come visit from time to time when I think of you."

"No, no, NO! Stay here!"

"No, even if you say that..."

"ABSOLUTELY NOT! I won't let you go!"

With a shout loud enough to make the nest float away, Breeze rushed at me and hugged me tightly.

Thanks to her properly controlling her strength, it didn't hurt, but she held me so firmly that I couldn't move at all.

Even if I used reinforcement magic, I probably couldn't overcome a dragon's physical strength.

"Could you at least tell me why you don't want me to leave...?"

"Because during these seven days together, I've realized how enjoyable it is to have someone around!"

"If you need company, aren't there snow people, snow women, or villagers living nearby?"

"Dummy! I've approached them before! But most of them either fear me or approach with impure intentions. Unlike them, you don't fear me at all and don't want anything from me, which I like!"

"Even if we overlook my casual attitude, how do you know I don't have impure intentions?"

"I know! I have a special insight."

Breeze cleared her throat and began to boast again.

She started proudly explaining her abilities, but I didn't particularly pay attention.

It was an ability that Rene also possessed, and I had heard about it before.

Rene could verify not only truth and lies but also whether someone harbored malicious intent.

Breeze claimed to have the same ability, though she said she couldn't determine the truthfulness of statements.

Still, just being able to detect malice was a significant advantage for the Mad Dragon clan.

"So if you had any intention of harming me, I would have noticed it long ago!"

"I understand what you're saying. But I've already prepared to leave..."

"You can just throw that stuff in a corner! Or is it that you don't like staying with me...?"

"Ugh!"

Breeze looked up at me with sparkling eyes.

Her childlike appearance and clinginess had a devastating effect that made my knees weak.

It was like an irresistible, bewitching charm.

As I was experiencing internal conflict about what to do, Breeze buried her face against my body and started rubbing against me.

"Alright, I understand! I'll stay for just one more week."

"Just one week? You can stay as long as you want!"

Now she wasn't even saying a month anymore, but implying I could stay forever.

Strange. I hadn't done anything special to earn her favor.

I had only prepared meals for her and occasionally kept her company.

If anything, the most I had done for Breeze was resolving the conflict between the snow woman and snow person.

Even that didn't seem like enough to earn such unlimited trust from her, which made me puzzled.

"I think one week is enough."

"How about two weeks?"

"Do we really need to negotiate the day of my departure like this...?"

"Fine! But it's okay if I try to make you want to stay here longer of your own will, right?"

"I won't stop you from trying that. But I won't change my decision."

"We'll see about that!"

Breeze smiled like a little devil, grinning from ear to ear.

The tearful expression from earlier had completely vanished.

Her emotional and facial expressions were so diverse and pleasant to see.

The future version of her always had an atmosphere that evoked sympathy.

Perhaps that's why I found myself wishing she could always be as happy as she was now.

"Anyway, since it's decided that you'll stay a bit longer, throw this stuff away and let's go out together!"

Breeze forcibly removed my backpack and tossed it behind her.

Then she grabbed my arm and spread her wings wide as she dragged me outside the nest.

"Huh? W-where are we going?"

"To a village where many humans live!"

"That's a bit sudden."

"You're going to leave in seven days, right? We need to make lots of good memories before then! And incidentally, I plan to make you unable to escape my charm!"

I only responded with a smile to Breeze's triumphant declaration.

I thought it wouldn't hurt to have some expectations.

And unlike with Bern, I wondered what aspect of my less reliable self had appealed to Breeze.

I was curious about the answer to that question.

"You'll come along quietly, right?"

"Alright."

"Great! Let's go!"

Though not a grand journey, it was an outing with young Breeze.

I found myself looking forward to it, not knowing what would unfold.

Her hand holding mine led me into a new world.

***

"Oh my goodness."

Whoosh!

The entire mansion was engulfed in flames.

The sturdy-looking stone walls had collapsed, the once-brilliant chandelier had crashed to the floor and shattered.

The portraits that had covered an entire wall were torn to shreds—not a single thing remained intact.

"Haha, how did it end up like this...?"

The young man standing alone at the entrance let out a hollow laugh.

A catastrophe that had occurred while he briefly looked away.

The young man wore a bitter smile as he slowly recalled the past.

The events of his outing with the lovable dragon.

Ch.284 - 273. 7 Days Of Dragon - 2
Without knowing anything, Bern was sent to the past.

He became Yun Geon-woo, who he had possessed before, and fell naked onto the snowy mountains of the Northern Region.

Fortunately, he was discovered by Breeze from the past and managed to survive.

After staying in the Mad Dragon's nest since then, he finally arrived at his first human village since coming to the past.

*This really makes me feel like I've come to a world from centuries ago.*

The buildings, clothing, and the overall atmosphere of the village had a distinctly antiquated feel.

In the past, wood was preferred over stone, and the stitching on clothing wasn't as neat.

Above all, unlike the time when Bern had lived, people's expressions weren't very bright.

It was like seeing the landscape of an era of war that began when the Demon King was resurrected.

"The village is quite quiet overall."

"We're in the middle of a war with the demon race. With hundreds of casualties every day, if the atmosphere were cheerful, we'd be criticized by other regions."

"That's true."

Respect for those who sacrificed their lives for peace.

Not every village could hold funerals for them, so maintaining a solemn atmosphere was the minimum form of mourning.

Though some regions weren't like this, the village Bern had come to was shrouded in silence.

"Do you prefer a lively atmosphere?"

"It depends on the situation, but I don't dislike a quiet atmosphere."

"Then you can be proper here, and when we return to the nest, you can have fun with me!"

"You're already quite lively, Freeze."

The two calmly walked around, sightseeing the village.

However, it wasn't entirely smooth. Wherever they went, the gazes of the villagers followed them.

At first, he thought they were curious about outsiders, but the looks felt more like sympathy than curiosity.

"Hey, Freeze?"

"What?"

"You've hidden your horns, wings, and tail, right?"

"Yes! I made them invisible to everyone except you."

"But people keep staring at us, so I'm worried if they're really hidden."

"I should be more precise. They're not looking at us, they're looking at you."

"What? At me?"

Bern frowned with his right eye, unable to understand.

Unlike Breeze, he thought there was nothing about him to be wary of. While his appearance might be rare in this world, there were others who looked like East Asians.

If anything, Breeze, who was a breathtaking beauty transformed into a human, would be more special than him.

"If their stares make you uncomfortable, should I make them run away?"

"N-no, there's no need to go that far. I can just ignore them."

Since they weren't being hostile, Bern was thoroughly ignoring the concentrated stares.

He just wished he could grab a passerby and ask why they were looking at him, but he lacked the courage to do so.

"Then, you know what! If you just look at me, wouldn't that naturally solve the problem?"

"I'll pass on that because it's embarrassing."

"Boo! Coward!"

Breeze made a jeering sound and gave a thumbs down.

Even this, Bern took as cute aegyo and just smiled slightly.

Afterward, compromising that they would leave the village if the stares became uncomfortable, the two headed to a restaurant in the village.

After tasting the food Bern had prepared, Breeze had developed an interest in human cuisine.

They entered the restaurant at Breeze's request, who wanted to taste other human dishes before leaving.

Even in the restaurant, the stares directed at Bern continued, though they were less intense than when walking on the streets.

Sitting at a relatively secluded table, the two ordered all the items on the menu from the cautiously approaching waiter.

"That's going to be a lot of food. Will that be okay?"

"I'm a Dragon! No matter how much there is, can it be more than the size of my stomach?"

"I guess that's true. But do you have money to pay the restaurant?"

"Of course! I brought lots of jewels from the storage for today!"

"Oh dear..."

Jewels are expensive and precious, but they're not commonly used as currency.

Occasionally in novels, there are scenes where a rich person throws jewels and says they don't need change, but this is reality.

If you give jewels, they'll first suspect they're fake, and even if they recognize them as genuine, groups might form to steal them.

"Freeze, while you're eating, I'll go exchange the jewels. I saw a shop that deals with jewels when we were walking around the village."

"Can't we just pay with jewels?"

"It depends on the person, but I wouldn't say it's a good idea."

"Then I'll come with you!"

"That won't work. We've ordered food, and if both of us disappear, it would be inconsiderate to the restaurant owner."

"You're right... Okay! But you have to come back quickly, got it?"

"Understood."

After secretly receiving the jewels from Breeze, Bern excused himself to the waiter and went outside.

Recalling the jeweler he had seen while walking around, he headed in that direction.

Having come out to the street alone without much thought, Bern deeply regretted it as people stared and whispered about him.

However, since he couldn't go back, he hurriedly entered the jeweler's shop.

"Hello."

"Welco... me."

The jeweler had a similar reaction.

There was an atmosphere of wariness towards Bern. However, unable to ignore a customer who had come in, the jeweler responded in a flustered manner.

Regardless, Bern took out the jewels he had received from Breeze and placed them on the counter.

The jeweler's eyes widened at the clean and impressively sized jewels.

"As you can see, I've brought these jewels to exchange for gold coins. I'm not particularly knowledgeable about market prices, but I do understand the basic rates, so I'd appreciate a fair and transparent transaction."

"Ah...! Ahem! First, let me appraise them."

"Yes, please do."

Bern didn't know the price of jewels in this era.

He didn't even know the average price of apples circulating in the market.

So, he mixed a deadly warning into his clever lie to prevent the jeweler from trying to cheat him in advance.

"Yes, they're genuine. Not only the size but also the shape and purity of these jewels are high."

"How much can you offer for them?"

"For jewels of this quality, 50 gold coins..."

BANG-!

Slamming his palm on the counter, Bern smiled ferociously.

Despite not knowing the market price, he noticed the slight tremor in the jeweler's voice.

"Are you sure about that price?"

"I apologize. 70 gold coins would..."

"Let me ask once more. Are you certain about that price?"

"...I'll buy them for 100 gold coins."

"120 gold coins."

"Pardon?"

"You must accept the punishment for trying to undervalue them by half initially. That's why I mentioned at the beginning, I'd appreciate a fair and transparent transaction."

"Ugh..."

In his anger, Bern raised the price further, but the jeweler didn't object.

While 120 gold coins was a painful expenditure, it wasn't a devastating loss.

If sold well to a nobleman, it was an amount that could be recovered and more. The jeweler blamed himself for trying to cheat.

If it had been 100 gold coins, it would have been a definite profit.

"Alright. I deeply regret trying to deceive a customer and will pay as compensation."

"Good. And also..."

"Do you have more demands?!"

"This is a personal question, but the villagers keep staring and whispering about me. Do you know why?"

"Ah, that's probably because you're a male visitor from outside."

"What? Is there a problem with that?"

If this were a village where only women lived, he could understand.

However, there were men among the villagers, and even men who appeared to be the same age as him.

Moreover, Breeze would also be considered an outsider.

Bern couldn't understand why the stares were directed only at him.

"This is a secret I shouldn't reveal, but our village chief..."

Ding-!

The bell on the door rang as someone entered the shop.

Bern naturally turned his head, and there stood a woman with a spirited aura.

She wore an ankle-length mink coat, high-heeled shoes, and a dress that revealed an excessive amount of skin.

Each item was difficult to pull off, but the woman with curly hair had the appearance to make the outfit work.

"Ch-Chief! You're here!"

"Excuse me for a moment. I heard there was an outsider here, so I came to see... Oh my, it must be you."

"Do you have business with me?"

"Hohoho! I don't have any intention of harming you, so there's no need to be so wary. I just want to ask about the outside world from an outsider."

"What do you mean?"

"As you might know, our village is in a remote location, so we rarely get visits from merchants or travelers. As a result, our view of external situations is inevitably narrow. So, I invite rare travelers like you to my mansion to hear various stories! For instance, how the war with the demon race is progressing."

Bern understood.

He didn't know the exact layout of the continent in the past, but the village he was in was in a very remote area.

A village where, except for wandering merchants who visited regularly, no one came.

It made sense for a village chief curious about world affairs to exist.

*I smell something fishy...*

A youthful beauty for a village chief, a dense intellect, and an atmosphere that felt like an elder.

Bern defined this with one word.

*It smells like a chicken coop...*

If the village chief had heard this, her blood would have boiled.
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"Why don't you join me for a meal at my mansion while we talk? It's noon already."

The smell Bern had detected wasn't just from the chicken coop.

*Something feels off.*

Occasionally, people would approach him with friendly gestures while harboring ulterior motives, and the woman before him seemed to be one of them.

Though he lacked the ability to detect malice like Breeze and her daughter, his extensive experience made him suspicious.

The sympathetic gazes from villagers, the jeweler's meaningful words, and now the village chief's hospitality—there were too many suspicious elements.

Nevertheless, Bern smiled without showing a hint of wariness and waved his hand.

"Thank you for the invitation, but I have a companion with me. I actually came to this shop alone because I was worried we might not have enough travel money during our meal."

"Then why not bring your companion to my mansion as well?"

"That seems like something I should discuss with them first."

"Of course. I'll send a servant to the restaurant where you're staying. Once you've discussed it with your companion, please let the servant know your decision."

"I understand."

"It's fine if you decline, but I do hope for a positive answer."

The village chief turned around elegantly and walked out of the shop with dignified steps.

Before passing through the doorway, she glanced back at Bern with a sidelong glare, which was clearly meant as a silent warning to the shopkeeper.

It was a reproachful look, warning the shopkeeper against revealing her secrets.

Now, even if Bern asked again, the shopkeeper would be unlikely to answer.

To the shopkeeper, Bern might just be a passing acquaintance, while the village chief was someone he had to face every day while living in this village.

"Since we've finished negotiating the price, I'd appreciate payment now."

"Ah...! Yes, just a moment please!"

Recognizing this reality, Bern silently took out his pouch of gold coins and left the shop.

He might have been able to extract more information by persistently asking, but that could have led to trouble.

Moreover, it wasn't worth making Breeze wait.

The village chief of a remote village versus the Mad Dragon who ruled the Northern Region—comparing their importance would be disrespectful.

"I'm back."

"You're a bit late."

"I'm sorry. On my way back, I received an invitation from the village chief."

"What kind of invitation?"

"A dinner invitation. She said she wanted to hear my story as well."

"Are you going?"

"Of course not. My meal with you is more important to me, Freeze."

"Yes, that's right!"

Breeze smiled brightly at Bern's firm response.

Though she would have tried to respect whatever choice he made, she couldn't have helped feeling disappointed.

But seeing him prioritize their time together without hesitation made her genuinely happy.

"Let's eat! I haven't even picked up my spoon waiting for you!"

"That could have been disastrous if I hadn't returned."

"Hehe, exactly!"

The two began their meal with mutual smiles.

Breeze devoured the dishes piled on the table, while Bern took small portions and savored the flavors.

Though their eating styles differed dramatically, there was no discomfort between them. Rather, it created an intimate scene.

Breeze recommended only the tastiest dishes to Bern, while he wiped food from the corners of her mouth.

As their sweet mealtime came to an end, a thought suddenly occurred to Bern.

*Aren't we basically a couple?*

If he had said this aloud, people around them might have chided him for only just realizing it.

Bern's ears turned red as this realization dawned on him belatedly.

Meanwhile, Breeze, who hadn't thought about it at all, was rubbing her stomach and smiling brightly.

"Whew! That was delicious! The food in human villages is tasty too."

"I'm glad it suited your taste."

"Yes! But still, I prefer the meals you prepare for me!"

"Even if you say that, I'm definitely leaving in seven days."

"I was just honestly expressing my thoughts. Don't you think it's unfair to take it that way?"

"I apologize. I gratefully accept your compliment, Freeze."

Trivial conversation passed between pouting Breeze and Bern, who skillfully avoided responsibility.

After a brief silence, Bern brought up what had happened earlier.

"Freeze, there's something I'd like to earnestly discuss with you."

"What is it?"

"It's about the village chief's dinner invitation I mentioned earlier."

"Didn't you say you declined?"

"Yes, but afterward, the chief said I could bring you along too. Since mealtime is over, they're probably preparing refreshments now."

"Aha! So you're inviting me to go with you!"

"No. I'm asking for permission to go alone."

Breeze's eyebrows twitched.

His words had clearly irritated her.

But Breeze didn't show her agitation and asked as usual.

"Why?"

"I received some unsettling rumors and feelings from that village chief. It might be my imagination, but I suspect she's committing some wrongdoing."

"...Why do you want to expose the village chief's misdeeds?"

"As you know, this village is within your territory, isn't it? If there are evil deeds happening in the sacred Mad Dragon's domain, they should naturally be corrected."

"That's my job. You don't need to step in."

"I know. That's why I plan to leave the punishment to you. I'll just investigate."

"Didn't I say you don't need to get involved?"

"Please reconsider. If you appear in person, the village chief will surely hide or destroy evidence."

"I am the law here. What need is there for evidence?"

"Your influence is strong, so it might not matter. But what about others' perceptions? They'll see the Mad Dragon as an object of oppression and fear rather than an idol of worship. I don't want people to view you that way. So please allow me to prove the chief's wrongdoing."

Breeze remained silent at Bern's earnest plea.

She had come to the human village hoping to enjoy a date with him.

But now their date plans were in jeopardy because of this unexpected situation.

Naturally, she wanted to firmly refuse.

*There's no way I can allow this...*

Bern had expressed his desire to expose the village chief's corruption for Breeze's sake.

In this situation, it should have been Breeze, not Bern, who needed to bow her head and make the request.

Under these circumstances, she couldn't bring herself to refuse.

"Fine. I'll grant your request, but in exchange, I'll place a magic seal on you."

"A magic seal?"

"It's a tracking spell that will let me know where you are no matter where you go. If you won't accept it, I absolutely won't let you go!"

"...I understand."

"Then follow me."

Breeze stood up abruptly and went outside.

Bern hurriedly settled the bill and followed her.

As they left the restaurant, the servant the village chief had stationed tried to approach Bern.

"Eek!"

Breeze shot a murderous glare at the servant.

Dragon Fear. The pressure exuded by the strongest species froze the servant's legs.

Bern apologized, asking the servant to wait a moment as he would return soon, and followed Breeze.

"I wanted to do this in my nest after setting the mood, not in some gloomy place like this."

"Is that really necessary just for placing a seal?"

"This isn't an ordinary seal. Anyway, take off your upper clothes first!"

"What? Take them off?"

"Hurry up!"

"A-alright! I'll do it myself, so please let go!"

Bern fended off Breeze's hands as she tried to forcibly undress him and removed his upper garments himself.

The cold air made his bare skin tremble.

*Why make me undress when she could just place it on the back of my hand?*

Bern couldn't understand Breeze's sudden behavior.

As he stood quietly waiting, Breeze slowly approached and placed her hand on his chest.

While an indescribable embarrassment arose from her warm touch on his chest,

Breeze was quietly reciting Dragon Language, preparing the magic seal.

"A-are you using Dragon Language too?"

"Be quiet."

Dragon Language magic was on a completely different level from ordinary magic.

Dragon Language magic—magic of dragons, for dragons, by dragons.

Its power was hundreds of times greater, and nothing but another Dragon Language spell could interfere with it.

For instance, fire created by Dragon Language couldn't be extinguished with ordinary water, nor could it be dispelled by Dispel magic.

*The only drawback is that it requires both a magic circle and incantation, but...*

Once activated, it demonstrated incredible power.

That's why Bern couldn't understand why Breeze would use Dragon Language for a simple magic seal.

"Done!"

"Huh...? It's finished?"

"Yes, it's done!"

"But there's no seal."

Since she had placed her hand on his chest and used magic, a tattoo should have appeared there.

However, his chest remained clean, exactly as it was before he undressed.

As Bern expressed his confusion, Breeze smiled slyly.

"Of course you can't see it. I placed the seal not on your chest, but on your heart!"

"What?!"

"This way, unless someone cuts out your heart, I can find you wherever you are."

"W-well, that's true, but..."

"If you wish, we can be together forever. Forever... hehehe!"

Beneath her innocent personality lay something else entirely.

Bern sensed that something had gone terribly wrong.
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After engraving the insurance magic seal, Bern conveyed his intentions to the village chief's servant who had been waiting in front of the restaurant.

The servant was nervous, asking if Breeze, who had been emitting fierce killing intent, would be coming along too, but Bern shook his head.

Breathing a sigh of relief, the servant said he would guide him and headed toward the village chief's house.

Before leaving, Bern turned his head back to make eye contact.

Breeze nodded as if to say not to worry.

*I hope nothing goes wrong...*

Bern had asked her to rescue him if he didn't come out of the village chief's mansion after half a day.

*I was going to do that even without you asking!*

*Is that so?*

*Yes! So you need to find what you're looking for and get out quickly, okay? One hour should be enough, right?*

*Um...*

Breeze agreed simply.

The problem was that Bern had to break a sweat trying to dissuade her from storming in after just one hour rather than half a day.

The Mad Dragon, who was surprisingly dictatorial, wouldn't easily bend her will, and he had to expend considerable effort to persuade her.

Somehow, they compromised on a time limit of half a day.

Though he no longer had the urgency of a one-hour deadline, his situation remained unchanged—he needed to gather evidence of corruption as quickly as possible.

"This is the place."

"The mansion is quite magnificent."

"The village chief likes extravagant things."

"What about the other residents? Do they prefer simplicity?"

"No, the villagers also take pride in the chief's mansion."

"I see."

Unless it was a place where a famous historical figure had lived, no one would take pride in a mansion they didn't own.

In a colorless village with no notable characteristics, only the village chief's mansion stood out in splendor.

Already, the entire mansion looked like a mass of corruption to him.

"Welcome to my mansion. I promise to repay you with the utmost hospitality for graciously accepting my invitation."

"You really don't need to go that far."

"No, no. As the village leader and the owner of this mansion, I want to treat you well, so please don't worry about it."

"I understand. Then I'll gratefully accept your consideration!"

Bern was accustomed to superficial courtesies.

He hid his expressions as if wearing a mask and filled his words with false emotions.

His words were as sweet as candy in the mouth, making the other person feel good.

Even the suspicious Magic Tower Master had lowered his guard at Bern's words.

This eloquence and perceptiveness were traits the original Bern never had.

With these qualities and incredible coincidences added, Bern had finally surpassed the protagonist, Kang Jun-hyeok.

However, with his current body, he couldn't be called the strongest or even a strong person, though his eloquence remained top-notch.

"Hohoho! You're quite an interesting person. Many travelers have visited my mansion, but I've never met someone with such excellent conversational skills."

"Thank you for thinking so highly of my meager talent."

"Meager? I think it's a wonderful talent."

"Ahahah! I'm flattered by your kind words!"

That was a lie.

*The end of her eyebrow twitched, and wrinkles appeared at the corner of her mouth before disappearing.*

Being good at lying himself, Bern could detect others' lies like a ghost.

Nevertheless, he didn't press her about the lie, instead nonchalantly sipping his tea and moving on.

Rather, he was satisfied that it strengthened his suspicion about her dark intentions.

"Oh my, look at me. Your cup is empty? Let me fill it for you right away."

Snap!

As the village chief snapped her fingers, a maid entered the reception room carrying a teapot.

She elegantly poured tea into Bern's cup and placed it before him.

*She must have put something in the tea.*

The maid's hand trembled slightly as she set down the teacup.

It was a behavior often seen when someone was doing something they felt guilty about.

She looked like someone who didn't want to commit a crime but had no choice but to participate.

*Now what do I do with this?*

Bern lifted the teacup and fell into contemplation.

He wanted to suggest that the maid or the village chief drink first.

Most likely, he would have to fight the village chief, but that method would be certain and quick.

If he defeated her, he could gather all the evidence of corruption that might be in the mansion.

But with his current body, he couldn't be confident of victory, and he had decided to leave the punishment to Breeze.

*This is the only way.*

Time was ticking, and hesitation would make the village chief suspicious.

Bern held the tea in his mouth and drew a magic circle with his tongue.

He sent the magically altered tea to a subspace.

Then he swallowed his saliva, performing a perfect deception.

*I feel drowsy. It must be some kind of sleeping drug.*

Even though he had sent it to a subspace, he had swallowed some of the liquid his tongue had absorbed, so the drug's effects were mildly present.

Reassured that it was at a level he could resist, Bern deliberately dropped the teacup he was holding.

Slowly half-closing his eyes, he collapsed to the side, pretending to have lost consciousness.

"That was easy. Take him to the underground prison as usual."

"Yes."

A large butler entered the reception room and picked up Bern.

The butler headed not toward the stairs but strangely to the kitchen, where he pressed a brick near the stove.

Then the inside of the large fireplace disappeared, revealing stairs leading underground.

*Oh? If I hadn't pretended to be unconscious, I would never have found this.*

Bern carefully observed his surroundings through narrowed eyes to avoid losing his way back.

Sometimes he wanted to close his eyes completely.

The thousands of torture devices, the foul smell of blood, and the eerie atmosphere made his body tremble.

*It feels like I've entered the secret basement of a serial killer.*

It was torturous to maintain regular breathing to avoid revealing that he was conscious.

He had almost cried out in shock at the disturbing scenes.

After touring the underground space with extreme acting, Bern finally arrived at his assigned cell.

Just as the butler was about to enter the cell...

Bern, still being carried, placed his palm on the man's face.

"What?!"

"Thanks for carrying me this far. Now take a little nap."

Bern, who had been drawing a magic circle on his palm with his thumb during the journey, cast a sleep spell on the large butler.

Though the butler tried to resist the sudden drowsiness, he had no chance against magic without any magical training himself.

In the end, the butler who had intended to imprison Bern ended up locked in the cell instead.

"Don't feel wronged. You're an accomplice too."

Bern took the bunch of keys the butler had been carrying and left the underground prison.

Thanks to keeping his eyes open throughout, he remembered the way back.

However, simply returning would be putting the cart before the horse.

He needed to visit areas he hadn't seen yet and gather evidence.

*It's not easy having to see those horrible scenes again.*

As expected, the village chief had committed corrupt acts.

It wasn't simple corruption but something deeply deranged.

Starting with piles of magical beast corpses, shapeless lumps of meat, and what appeared to be human heads.

He didn't know what she was doing, but everything was horrifying.

*This is my first time seeing something like this.*

Though he had been to many places, he had rarely seen such cruel sights.

Since the world had been ruined by the abnormal sexual desires created by foreign gods, the most terrible thing he had seen was the Magic Tower Master's treatment of gargoyles.

So scenes of pure madness and massacre like this were unfamiliar to him.

"I feel sick..."

Bern covered his mouth with his hand as he struggled to explore the prison.

After wandering through various passages, he reached a room with an atmosphere that didn't match the underground.

The walls were painted in brilliant red, and family photos hung on them.

"This seems to be the village chief's private space."

For someone who liked extravagant things, it was a modest space.

Apart from the framed family photos, a simple wooden desk and chair, and a book and box placed on top, there was nothing else.

Bern picked up the book and opened it.

After skimming through about a page, he realized it was a diary.

"Is this the village chief's diary?"

To determine if it had value as evidence, Bern decided to read a bit more.

*So that's what it was.*

The village chief cherished her family enough to hang family photos in her secret room.

In the photo were an elderly woman, a young noble couple, and cute twin siblings gathered together.

However, among the people in the photo, only the elderly mother was still alive.

Once, the village chief's son had been the lord of the northern region.

A benevolent lord who loved and cared for all the people living in his domain.

But tragedy struck when he and his entire family, except for the elderly mother, were massacred after accepting an outsider without any suspicion.

The outsider they had welcomed into their territory was a thief who had infiltrated using a fake identity.

With only the elderly woman left, the family naturally dissolved, and the successor lord gave her only the position of village chief of a single village.

"No wonder the mother and daughter don't look that similar..."

He could tell that neither the lord's wife nor the female twin would grow up to look like the current village chief.

In conclusion, the village chief was the rejuvenated form of the elderly woman in the photo.

Bern was confident that the method would be written in the later pages of the diary, along with the secrets of the underground facility.

"What's this?"

Bern picked up the box that had been placed next to the diary.

Rattle! Rattle!

He shook it slightly but couldn't guess what was inside.

With no choice, he opened the lid to check the contents, and his eyes widened in disbelief.

"W-why is this here?"

Inside the box was the pocket watch that had sent Bern back to the past.
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I was perplexed.

Why would a pocket watch appear in a place like this?

Unable to comprehend, I tried to open the watch.

But the magical energy contained inside made my hair stand on end, and I quickly closed it.

Without Prahg, I had no way to investigate the pocket watch at this moment.

*I must find out about this pocket watch...!*

I reopened the village chief's diary that I had previously closed, deciding to examine it later.

Skipping over trivial stories, I quickly searched for pages containing the word "watch."

After some time, I finally found what I had been looking for.

[It was a day when I was wasting away in grief after losing my family. Merchants came to the village. Having experienced a terrible accident caused by outsiders, I was furious and tried to drive them away.]

[I knew I wasn't in my right mind. Driving away merchants related to the village's livelihood was absurd. But if I didn't do something like this, the memories of that day would become unbearable.]

[The merchants left in disgust at my outburst. However, one peculiar merchant approached me. Unable to contain my anger, I slapped his face, but he paid no mind and whispered quietly to me.]

[He asked if I wanted to resurrect my precious family. At that moment, goosebumps covered my body. This was the devil's whisper. Despite repeating this to myself hundreds of times in my head, I wanted to hear more of what he had to say.]

[Without another word, he handed me a pocket watch. As soon as I received it, I instinctively understood what needed to be done. I had to extract magical energy from magical beasts and store it in the watch.]

[The amount of magical energy needed was beyond imagination. Meanwhile, my time was limited. At this rate, I might leave this world before filling it with enough magical energy. As I lamented in despair, knowledge about rejuvenation came to my mind.]

[By consuming the bodily fluids extracted from human males fed with magical beast meat, one could rejuvenate. Upon realizing this, I immediately captured travelers from outside and experimented.]

[The experiment was successful. The fine wrinkles on my face gradually disappeared. Although the traveler couldn't survive for more than a few days, it didn't matter. They took my precious family from me. So until the day my family is resurrected, I will sacrifice them to prolong my life.]

I couldn't determine exactly where the pocket watch originated.

However, I clearly understood several things from this content.

The village chief had lost her sanity due to anger over losing her family, and the pocket watch's function was likely time travel.

*Since I myself came to the past because of the pocket watch...*

It was reasonable to assume there was no way to resurrect a family that had already died.

Yet seeing her conviction that they could be revived, the only thing that came to mind was going back in time to change the future.

In other words, the village chief's ultimate goal was to use the power of the pocket watch to change the past when her family was massacred.

"I sympathize, but I can't condone such atrocities."

I understood filling the pocket watch with magical energy from magical beasts.

But killing innocent men for the sake of rejuvenation was incomprehensible.

If she was concerned about her lifespan, couldn't she have found someone to inherit her will and pass on the pocket watch?

Even if she couldn't trust others after being betrayed by outsiders she had trusted, she still chose to bloody her hands when this could have ended without sacrifice.

This meant she was already an irredeemable murderer.

"Someone broken by others can always enter the path of slaughter given the right trigger."

Thud!

I closed the diary and took a deep breath.

I had discovered the village chief's secrets and misdeeds. I needed to make this known, but I couldn't.

Because the village chief and an unidentifiable monstrous creature were standing at the entrance I had come through.

"How do you feel after uncovering my secret?"

"What's the big deal? Just a senile old hag's deranged revenge plot."

"I see your true self doesn't use honorifics."

"That's right, disillusioned yet?"

"I was disillusioned from the moment you entered the mansion. You were busy chattering away with your mask on throughout our conversation."

"Being a terrible liar myself, I see I've been caught..."

As I said before, good liars are sensitive to others' lies.

The village chief, like me, had been aware of all my lies during our conversation.

Fortunately, it seemed she hadn't detected my act of pretending to be unconscious.

But judging by her lack of agitation, she probably considered it a minor variable.

"Since you've been snooping around someone else's house like a rat, you should receive an appropriate punishment, don't you think?"

"Damn it, it's your fault for not properly caging the rat."

"The rat I tried to keep docile bit my servant."

"You force-fed me something hideous and then tried to exploit me—what choice did I have but to bite to survive?"

"If you had behaved, I would have at least killed you less painfully..."

"You want me to obey an old hag? Go fuck yourself!"

I raised my middle finger at the village chief.

She scowled, unable to contain her anger.

Did she even realize she had uttered words equivalent to telling someone to humbly accept a tactical nuclear strike?

The young man's "bodily fluids" mentioned in the diary.

In a situation like this, it was likely blood she consumed, but I couldn't be certain.

I glanced again at the family photo. When I saw the elderly person standing behind the happy family, goosebumps covered my body.

"Unfortunately, I'll have to dispose of you. No matter how much I need rejuvenation, I have no desire to absorb your bodily fluids."

"I'd also pass on someone more aged than a chicken coop."

"Good thing we mutually despise each other. I can kill you without reservation."

"You're quite good at saying things you don't mean."

The village chief left, leaving the monstrous creature behind.

She probably meant she didn't need to deal with me personally, or that I was weak.

I unconsciously reached for my empty waist.

It was a habit of drawing Prahg whenever a fight was about to break out.

But now, my lifelong companion Prahg was no longer with me.

"Tsk..."

Clicking my tongue in regret, I changed my stance.

Not having a sword didn't mean I couldn't fight.

As I had taught at the Academy, I could use my body parts as substitutes for a sword.

My body was too soft to cut cleanly, but I could compensate with magic.

*I probably can't use techniques like Sword Ki...*

Nevertheless, I had insight into swords.

Becoming a Grand Sword Master required the insane prerequisite of loving the sword itself, but that wasn't a major issue.

In fact, there were people who dedicated their entire lives to swords.

Yet most of those who dedicated their lives failed to achieve their goal before dying.

The reason was simple. They lacked a profound understanding of swords.

Loving someone doesn't necessarily mean knowing them well.

They might have boasted about knowing swords, but it was likely just pretense.

"How could those who've never thrust into a sword and made it climax like I have know anything about swords?"

"KYREEEK!!"

Five differently shaped arms, one large eye, a torn mouth, and the rotten stench and pus emanating from its entire body.

The chimera's appearance, resembling a mixture of meat from hundreds of magical beasts, was disgusting.

It charged at me with a roar.

All of the chimera's arms rose and struck down fiercely at the floor.

If your body can't keep up with your visual perception, you move into the realm of prediction.

I thought about where the fists would go and moved my body in advance.

Compared to the formidable opponents I had fought until now, the chimera was one-dimensional.

It was just a meat puppet moving solely to annihilate the enemy before it.

While it overwhelmed with size and grotesqueness, considering its simple movements, it was worse than a yeti.

"First, one."

With my hand edge raised, I swung my arm and cut off one of the chimera's thick arms.

From the cleanly cut surface, signs of new flesh trying to emerge appeared.

I kicked a stone from the cracked floor and hit the chimera's leg.

As it lost balance and knelt, I ignited flames in my palm and slammed it into the cut surface.

With its destructive nature, the chimera aimed its fist at my side.

I blocked it by curling my fingers.

Lacking strength, my body was pushed slightly, but my ribs didn't break.

Instead of cutting off the arm I had grabbed with my fingers, I climbed onto the thick limb.

Before it could react to my unexpected move, I ran up to its shoulder and rotated my body.

I cut off all the arms stuck to its back and beheaded it in one swift motion.

"...this actually works?"

Honestly, I was a bit surprised. It wasn't quite at Bern's level, but I had partially recreated his technique.

While it gave me hope that I might be able to fight like Bern if my body was up to it, I sighed deeply as I also recalled techniques I couldn't reproduce.

"Good thing the time I spent possessed as Bern wasn't wasted."

Crunch!

I stomped on the head of the chimera lying on the floor with only its head and body remaining, crushing it.

Today, memories from the Academy kept surfacing vividly.

"Anyway, I've secured the notebook with evidence of corruption, and the watch..."

It remained intact in my pocket.

Why hadn't the village chief tried to retrieve it?

Despite it being the only means to save her family, the village chief had left midway.

*Perhaps this pocket watch is a replica, and she has the real one elsewhere...*

First, I needed to escape the mansion and rendezvous with Breeze.

There were 30 minutes left until our appointed time.

I needed to escape before Breeze turned this place into a wasteland.

Following the route I had taken to enter the prison, I returned to the entrance.

I climbed onto the device and pressed the button, and the elevator began to rise rapidly.

Having successfully escaped from the prison, I arrived inside the mansion's furnace.

"...what's this?"

When I emerged, the entire mansion except for the furnace was already ablaze.

And outside the window, as if she had been waiting, stood Breeze.

"Hyah!"

Whoosh!

With a light punch from Breeze, the kitchen wall turned to dust, and she entered.

Only now did I notice she was holding a torch in one hand.

"B-Breeze? Did you set fire to the mansion?"

"Yes! I started setting it on fire 30 minutes ago!"

"Why? It hasn't even been three hours yet."

"That was just the entry time limit, right? Before that, it doesn't matter what I do, does it?"

It was unreasonable, but I had no grounds to refute. As she said, I hadn't specified what she should be doing.

Nevertheless, I couldn't understand why she would recklessly set fires.

When I asked, Breeze's consistently bright response came back.

"I didn't say it, but I could feel the emotions your heart was experiencing. After realizing your emotions were unusual, I thought I had to do something, so I set the fire! I was actually quite restrained. Normally, I would have blown the mansion away without leaving a trace!"

"..."

The magical inscription on my heart not only shared location but could also detect emotions.

Realizing this, I wondered if I had given my heart to a demon rather than a dragon.

"The case is solved, right? Let's go back to the nest!"

Breeze pulled my arm with an innocent smile.

I was beginning to sense that the young Breeze was the same kind of person as me—someone who acts without looking back.

Ch.288 - 277. 7 Days Of Dragon - 6
The fire spreading throughout the mansion wouldn't be easily extinguished.

Outside was bustling with commotion because of the fire at the village chief's mansion.

Yet the interior of the mansion was eerily quiet.

Except for the sound of burning wood, it seemed completely empty, with no other sounds to be heard.

*Strange.*

Just a few hours ago, this house had been occupied by the village chief and several servants.

It seemed suspicious that no one was screaming or trying to put out the fire in such a place.

"What are you doing? Aren't you going back?"

"Breeze, I'm sorry, but I'd like to investigate the mansion a bit more."

"Haven't you found evidence yet?"

"No, I have found evidence. But I think there might be hidden secrets we haven't discovered yet."

"Do you really need to uncover such secrets?"

"Yes, it might be important for me as well."

Officially, I had stated this mission was for Breeze's sake.

However, once I confirmed that the pocket watch sent to the past was here, I realized this matter concerned me too.

The watch was now in my possession, but I couldn't be certain it was genuine.

There were also things I needed to hear directly from the village chief's mouth, so I wanted to secure her at the very least.

"Alright, but I can come with you, right?"

"Of course."

The village chief was a criminal who had committed ruthless genocide against her own kind in the Mad Dragon's sacred domain.

Her punishment still remained Breeze's responsibility; I simply had business with her.

"First, we should put out the fire."

"No need for that—just take my hand!"

Just as I was about to use magic to subdue the flames, Breeze suddenly extended her hand to me.

Unable to refuse her invitation, I took her hand.

A cold energy flowed from our connected hands, forming a thin barrier around my entire body.

The flames that had felt scorching hot just moments ago now felt merely lukewarm.

"Which way should we go?"

"We should head toward where there's the most mana activity."

"Then this way!"

"Ah, wait...!"

Being a dragon—a race that could rightfully be called one that lives with mana—she moved forward without hesitation.

As soon as we entered the corridor where the fire damage was most severe, a wooden board fell from the ceiling toward her head.

I hastily pulled at Breeze, but she didn't budge an inch.

Just before the board collided with the top of her head, it froze like ice upon touching the cold barrier and fell to the floor.

*Of course, no dragon would be injured by a mere wooden board...*

As I sighed at my unnecessary concern, Breeze, who had been staring blankly, suddenly jumped into my arms.

"B-Breeze? What are you doing?"

"Isn't this what you wanted when you pulled me?"

"Please don't misunderstand. I only pulled you because that wooden board was falling from the ceiling. Now that I know it was needless worry, you can let go."

"But if I had been pulled toward you, wouldn't we have ended up embracing like this anyway?"

"I can't deny that, but hugging after the danger has passed is meaningless, isn't it?"

"Is it? I'm not sure, so I'll stay like this a little longer!"

"Please stop joking around..."

When I gently pushed her body away, she pouted her lips before breaking into a bright smile.

My face felt unusually hot. Must be the heat from the fire, right?

I fanned myself with one hand as I followed behind Breeze.

From now on, I should be more careful about my personal safety.

"This way."

"This is... exactly the place I was looking for."

After quickly climbing up the collapsing stairs, we reached a room.

The room Breeze had indicated as having significant mana activity was the village chief's private chamber.

Tearing off the door weakened by the fire along with its handle, we entered to find the interior similarly engulfed in flames.

Among the furniture tinted red by the fire, one full-length mirror particularly caught my eye.

Unlike the other furniture, it was completely intact, and Breeze was also staring at it with narrowed eyes.

"This mirror looks ordinary on the outside, but it's connected to another space."

"If it's connected to another space, then the people in the mansion must have escaped through here."

"If not here, then nowhere else. So how do we get in?"

"We have to enter. They must have left through here."

It was surprising that the village chief had abandoned the mansion without regret.

However, if the pocket watch was nearly complete and preparations to depart for the past were finished, it wasn't so strange.

"If you've decided, let's go right now!"

Still holding my hand, Breeze leaped toward the mirror.

Like a warp portal, her body was sucked into the mirror, and I followed right after.

Feeling a nausea like being caught in a storm, my body arrived in the world beyond the mirror.

"Kill them!"

"Aaaagh!"

No sooner had I set foot than a kill order reached my ears, and men in butler uniforms charged at us with swords.

Before I could respond with magic, Breeze clicked her tongue regretfully and released my hand.

She jumped high off the ground, spinning once in the air and extending her leg.

Her leg, swung like a whip, struck the man's side with a shockwave.

Had the direct hit been to his temple, his head might have burst.

Though he barely survived because it was his side, he would likely live the rest of his life as a cripple.

Perhaps it would have been better to die cleanly.

"So you followed me all the way here."

"You ran away with your tail between your legs, so I followed and found you had created another gloomy space like this. The rat here isn't me, but you, isn't it?"

"...Hiding your true nature and using formal speech again? Does that mean you want to look pretty in front of your companion?"

"I don't know what you're talking about."

The village chief and I exchanged words while hiding our true intentions behind false smiles.

We both were skilled at lying, so we knew.

Our true feelings were the same—we were both desperate to kill each other.

However, it must have seemed to Breeze that we were on good terms, as she puffed her cheeks slightly and interjected.

"What? So you're not enemies?"

"No, she is clearly an enemy. A heinous criminal who deserves punishment."

"Isn't it arrogant for someone who isn't a judge to evaluate and determine my crimes as you please?"

"I may not be a judge, but I'm at least a guest of the dragon who has more authority than the law in this area."

"Boasting should be done in moderation to be believable. At least show me directly, like I do with my hundreds of troops."

*Clap, clap-!*

Behind the village chief who was clapping her hands, the chimeras I had defeated before gathered in droves.

They were monsters created by combining the corpses of magical beasts after extracting their magical energy.

Assuming she used five magical beast corpses per chimera, the amount of magical energy she had extracted was immeasurable.

Moreover, some chimeras even contained human corpses, likely including some of the young men the village chief had exploited.

"The prison I took you to was just a preliminary secret space I created."

"So this is the real one?"

"That's right. Here, I've been using thousands of magical beasts and young outsiders as foundation for my grand goal!"

"Imprisonment, torture, murder, and even hybrid creation—you've been quite busy. Even a black mage would be impressed by your evil deeds."

The chimeras standing behind the village chief began to walk forward one by one.

The moment the order was given, they would charge at us.

I could handle the strength of individual chimeras, but the problem was their sheer number.

If I had entered alone, I would have retreated and fled, but now there was no need for that.

"Not only stupid but vulgar as well. If you had quietly escaped from prison and fled, you could have at least avoided death."

I responded to the village chief's provocative statement not with words but with a sneer.

Though she tried to appear calm, her brow was furrowed like my own.

The village chief, also judging further conversation meaningless, extended her hand and pointed at me.

Simultaneously, hundreds of chimeras began charging toward me.

"So I just need to take care of all of them, right?"

"Yes. Just spare the life of that woman over there."

"You always give me the hard work!"

"I'm sorry. But once this is over, we can spend some quality time together, Breeze."

"Well, I guess I have no choice then."

Breeze boldly stepped in front of me and brought her hands together to form a platform.

Soon after, a white sphere formed above her palms, glowing brightly.

The sphere appeared to be nothing more than a white lamp on the outside, but a glimpse inside would make one tremble.

It was a concentrated mass of high-level energy.

Moreover, energy continued to gather into the sphere.

At this rate, it would reach its limit before the chimeras could pounce on us, and cracks began to form on the sphere's surface like a hatching egg.

As the cracks widened, light hot enough to burn everything poured out through the gaps.

Finally, as the outer shell completely collapsed, a pure white light engulfed the surroundings.

A special breath that only Mad Dragons in this world could use.

A miniature version of the technique that once consumed half a continent was now manifesting here.

*Wow...*

The disgustingly swarming chimeras all vanished.

Literally, they were annihilated as if they had never existed, leaving only me, Breeze, and the village chief in the space.

I couldn't comprehend what kind of phenomenon this was.

I just realized that setting fire to a house was truly nothing more than a prank for Breeze.

*If I ever got into a marital fight with Breeze, I'd really be dead.*

Cold sweat ran down my back as I experienced the power of Breeze's breath for the first time.

Ch.289 - 278. 7 Days Of Dragon - 7
I witnessed the scene where the trusted chimeras had vanished without a trace, causing the village chief to collapse helplessly onto the ground.

Forced to kneel before an overwhelming difference in power, she tried to understand the being she had challenged.

But it was impossible for a mere insignificant creature to recognize a dragon.

If only Bern hadn't mentioned being a dragon's retainer.

"C-could it really be the Mad Dragon...?"

"Your words are rather short?"

"...Mad Dragon, my lady."

Despite Breeze being the one who demonstrated transcendent power, it was irritating to see Bern standing beside her, looking smug.

However, the village chief couldn't say anything.

Seeing a dragon in one's lifetime was rare enough, but building enough trust to become its retainer was like plucking stars from the sky. Since the man before her had accomplished such a difficult feat, she couldn't dismiss him either.

"Why would the Mad Dragon, ruler of the Northern Region, come to a place like this?"

"Obviously, I determined that I could no longer overlook your evil deeds and came to punish you personally..."

"Date!"

Bern gave Breeze a stern look.

Even being close to her, he couldn't glare at a dragon, so this was his way of making a silent appeal.

But it didn't work at all, as Breeze didn't take back what she'd said.

"Date...? With that man who claims to be your retainer?"

"Yes, I was curious about what human cooking would be like, so I came to the village with Geon-woo!"

Bern covered his face with his palm.

He had planned to make it seem like they came to punish the village chief for her crimes, hoping to make her confess everything.

But Breeze was too honest, causing Bern's plan to fall apart.

Still, he couldn't blame Breeze. He didn't have the power to do so anyway.

*If only I still had my original body, I would have stabbed Breeze with my Holy Sword and taught her not to act on her own...*

Bern was starting to miss his Holy Sword.

Prah, his lifelong companion, had suddenly been relegated to the background.

"So you're saying that the Mad Dragon and that man just happened to visit this village for fun, and just happened to notice my plan?"

"That's right. Though it wasn't me who noticed your plan, but Geon-woo!"

"If only I hadn't approached him..."

"You probably would have gotten away with it. But as you've always done, you approached me, an outsider, and because of that, I caught the scent. The filthy, vile scent of an evildoer."

"Ha, haha...! So it was all my own doing."

The village chief let out a bitter laugh as she realized her mistake.

But no one could blame her for her error.

How could she have known that the man she approached was a dragon's retainer?

Ninety-nine out of a hundred people would surely conclude it was an accident caused by extremely bad luck.

"Since you've committed such terrible atrocities in my territory without hesitation, you must accept your punishment, right?"

"...I simply cannot understand."

"If you're thinking of denying your wrongdoing now..."

"No, I have no intention of making excuses. I admit that I committed all the evil deeds. What I don't understand is why I'm the only one subject to your punishment."

"Ah! So you want your servants to be punished too since they were accomplices?"

The village chief shook her head, indicating that wasn't what she meant.

While Breeze was confused about her intentions, Bern, having read the village chief's diary, had a rough idea of what she meant by "subject to punishment."

"Are you referring to the bandits who massacred your family?"

"Heh! From what you're saying, it seems you didn't read my entire diary."

"Where would I have found the time? It was already tight just chasing after you."

"Then I'll tell you. The full story of the tragic massacre that happened twenty years ago..."

"Skip it and get to the point. We're not leisurely enough to listen to someone else's tragic story!"

The village chief resented Breeze for dismissing her story, but she couldn't express it.

Dragons were generally selfish, and Breeze clearly valued her time with the human man enough to call it a date.

She had interrupted them, so she wasn't in a position to complain.

If humans could question dragons, they wouldn't revere them in the first place.

"I understand. To conclude, I would be grateful if you would also punish the one who created the decisive opportunity for me to commit these evil deeds."

"Who is that?"

"The viscount Helgen who rules the city not far from the village. He hired bandits to infiltrate the city, killed my son who was the previous lord, and seized the position."

The incident where disguised friendly outsiders murdered the lord and his family.

Behind it was the nobleman who became the next lord.

This fact was discovered later and appeared in the latter part of the diary, which Bern hadn't read.

"Alright. So I should punish him too?"

"Yes, I would prefer if you gave him the same punishment as me."

The village chief abandoned her lingering attachments.

It would be a lie to say she didn't want to return to the past when her family was alive and happy, but she voluntarily gave up that desire.

She acknowledged that she was an irredeemable murderer who had killed many innocent people.

She didn't ask for mercy; instead, she revealed her desire for revenge.

If she couldn't go back to the past, she at least wanted to make the person who killed her family suffer the same pain.

*That would be enough.*

She thought it wouldn't be a bad ending if she could avenge her family's unjust deaths.

Not the best outcome, but a second-best one.

The village chief closed her eyes and sat still, as if she had put shackles on herself.

"Get up. Why are you preparing to die when I still have many questions?"

At Bern's voice, the village chief slowly opened her eyes.

The dragon who had been emanating pressure was now grumbling and heading toward the entrance.

From his plain tone, she realized he had pushed the dragon back and was speaking to her privately.

"So you're going to execute me instead, to keep the noble dragon's hands clean."

"What nonsense are you talking about? Our Mad Dragon doesn't care about trivial matters like getting her hands dirty. That's what pretentious kings do."

"Your words are clearly blasphemous."

"If you're thinking of opposing the Mad Dragon, feel free to report me."

"No one except another dragon or a being stronger than a dragon could touch her. Moreover, humans are currently at war with demons, so there's nothing to gain from provoking the Mad Dragon."

"Good to see you can assess the situation quickly."

Bern grinned and reached into his pocket.

What he pulled out was the village chief's pocket watch—the mysterious artifact that could take her to the past.

"This is a fake, right?"

"Is it?"

"I'm not asking to play word games with you. There's no way you would leave without retrieving this watch, which was practically your only hope. So this must be a fake, right?"

"..."

"I'll take that as a yes. So where is the real pocket watch?"

"What are you going to do with it once you find it? Destroy it?"

Bern chuckled at the village chief's words.

The only evidence of his presence here and an artifact that could achieve the impossible feat of time reversal—the thought of destroying it had never crossed his mind.

"Why would I destroy something so valuable?"

"Then are you going to use it yourself? It's still incomplete and needs more magical energy."

"I can just fill it up."

"If you're going to commit the same mistakes as I did..."

"Spare me your pointless advice. At least I don't plan to sacrifice others for my cause like someone did. And as for the pocket watch... at least 'I' won't be using it."

"That means you're going to give it to someone else."

"That's right. Yes... that's probably what will happen."

He didn't know if using the watch would allow him to return to the future.

But he had a feeling that the pocket watch shouldn't be used consecutively.

Artifacts with more than one ability were rare, and those with opposing abilities didn't exist at all.

This meant there was no artifact with both the effect of sending someone to the past and to the future.

It would be nice if the user could control time with the artifact, but given that he came to the past unwillingly, that possibility was non-existent.

"Anyway, you don't need to know how I'm going to use it. If you want to witness your target of revenge die horribly, hand over the watch. I'll give you a stay of execution."

"...Fine."

The village chief took out the pocket watch from the leather pouch at her waist.

Bern frowned at the magical energy, which was different in quality from the fake, but soon raised the corners of his mouth.

It was identical to the magical energy he felt when he first obtained the watch.

He was satisfied just knowing how to handle the watch—he could pass it on to his future self in its current state.

"Are you done yet?"

"I'm finished now."

"Let's go! Time is precious!"

Bern returned to Breeze, who was stamping her feet impatiently like a child.

She suddenly extended her hand to him.

When he looked at her questioningly, she pointed outside the mirror.

"It's still burning out there. We need to hold hands to get out!"

"I suppose so..."

It was an unnecessary consideration, but he couldn't refuse Breeze as she insisted with sparkling eyes.

Bern scratched his cheek and carefully took her hand.

"Hold tight?"

"What?"

He felt a powerful strength from Breeze's connected arm.

She yanked his arm and wrapped her arms around his waist, lifting him up.

Once outside the mirror, she transformed while breaking through the crumbling building's outer wall.

Changing into the dragon form he first met in the snowy mountains, she soared into the sky.

"Is-is it okay to reveal your true form like this?"

"It doesn't matter! Who's going to say anything about seeing me?"

"That may be true, but..."

"And I don't want to waste any more time!"

The two headed straight to a new area, leaving behind the billowing black smoke.

However, they encountered black smoke once again.

"We are not slaves!"

"Take all the money, alcohol, and weapons!"

"Boss! There are many abandoned weapons here!"

"Gather them all! We'll rebuild everything with our own hands! Kuhahaha!"

The entire city, not just a mansion, was burning at the hands of dwarves.

Ch.290 - 279. 7 Days Of Dragon - 8
I hadn't intended to make a big deal out of this.

My plan was to capture the lord who had ordered the village chief's family killed, interrogate him, and ensure he received severe punishment.

If necessary, I was going to bind him and hand him over to the village chief. She had killed many people before, so she would surely know how to make someone die painfully.

I had even formulated a plan during our flight. I was determined to infiltrate the back garden of the lord's mansion and extract only him, but that became meaningless.

By the time we arrived, the city had already been occupied by someone else.

People were sitting with their heads in their hands, while dwarves armed with sledgehammers smoked cigarettes in front of them.

Though not perfectly armed, they were well-equipped enough that the city's knights couldn't stop them.

The situation was taking a strange turn.

"...So I don't have to hold back this time?"

"I'm sorry, but please restrain yourself."

"You want me to get involved in what looks like an extremely troublesome affair?"

"I understand how you feel, but aren't you the Benevolent Mad Dragon, Freeze?"

"I'd like to be benevolent to myself first..."

"Don't think so negatively. Consider it an opportunity instead."

"How is this situation an opportunity?"

"The dwarves must have a proper leader, right? Let's meet with him and ask directly what their purpose is. If our goals align, wouldn't we gain strong allies?"

Even in Bern's era, the treatment of other races wasn't particularly good.

And in this past era, with the war against demon races causing conflict?

Discrimination against other races would have been severe rather than mild.

So I suspected this city might have disrespected dwarves or used them as slaves.

"Will this be okay? The dwarves' eyes don't look friendly."

"It wouldn't be bad to wait and observe until the dwarves calm down."

"I'm descending!"

Breeze folded her gliding wings and dropped toward the ground.

Just before touching down, she beat her wings once to counter gravity and landed precariously.

My stomach turned due to Breeze's thrill-seeking flight style, reminiscent of early Rene.

"Bleeegh...!"

"S-sorry."

Right after landing, I had to brace myself against the ground to keep from throwing up.

Breeze apologized and patted my back, but it took time for my upset stomach to settle.

"D-dragon!"

"A dragon from around here... the Mad Dragon?"

"Why has the Mad Dragon come here?"

"It's even carrying a human!"

The surroundings instantly became chaotic with talk about us.

Not just the dwarves, but even the kneeling humans were focusing on us.

However, the dwarves began to show serious wariness because I was human.

A human arriving on a dragon—it was a situation where one could easily mistake me for a savior coming to rescue the city.

"W-what should we do? Should we strike first?"

"Wait. Dragons can bring calamity. There's nothing to gain from provoking a dragon, even if we ignore the human."

"Grr...! We'll have to wait until His Majesty arrives."

Despite the terrible landing, Breeze's dignity remained intact, causing many dwarves to tense up.

It seemed we wouldn't need to seek out their king, as they were already summoning him, so we decided to wait patiently.

"Are you okay?"

"I'm starting to feel a bit better now."

"I'm sorry. I should have kept in mind how fragile you are."

"Haha..."

Though not incorrect, her words left a strange scratch on my heart.

If I had stayed at Breeze's nest for a few months without being reckless, training diligently, could I have built a decent body?

I had been trying to find a way back to the future quickly, but perhaps that was arrogant thinking.

"A dragon appeared in the middle of the square? What's the damage?"

"Fortunately, no one was hurt. Based on reports that there's no sense of hostility, I believe they may want to talk with us."

"Tsk! To think such a variable would occur on the day of our operation. I'm not in a particularly good mood."

From a distance, a dwarf wearing stylish goggles was approaching.

Dwarves, like elves, were long-lived races, and I still remembered his face.

It was Bolmond, the Dwarf King who had unknowingly taken a treasure of Chaos and faced calamity.

He looked younger than when I first met him as he stood before us.

"A dragon and human combination—it's like a setup to subjugate a demon lord."

"Are you the king of the dwarves?"

"Ah, I'll take the liberty of speaking casually. I'm not used to formal speech."

"You can speak comfortably."

"I gratefully accept the Mad Dragon's consideration. So, for what reason have you come here with a human?"

Breeze glanced at me from the corner of her eye, as if asking if I would speak.

I jumped to my feet and stood beside Breeze.

A human whom a dragon willingly stood beside—it was an action hoping the dwarf wouldn't look down on me.

Bolmond seemed to understand my intention and smirked.

"So you claim to be the dragon's representative?"

"Wait! I won't tolerate any disrespect toward Geon-woo!"

"I'll be careful. But I'd like the human friend to answer the question I asked earlier."

"I came here because I had business with the lord of this city. But when I found dwarves occupying the city, curiosity brought me here."

"...Are you an acquaintance of the lord?"

"No. The lord and I have never even seen each other's faces."

The tension in Bolmond's eyes relaxed slightly, seeing that the possibility of us stopping them had decreased.

Other dwarves also sighed with relief and loosened up a bit. In contrast, the hostage residents' faces turned pale.

Seeing the contrasting reactions of the two sides made my mischievous side tingle.

*As a neutral third party, it would be most fun to go back and forth between the two sides, swinging them between hope and despair...*

However, right now I was merely borrowing the authority of Breeze the Mad Dragon, and even facing Bolmond was something to be grateful for.

There's a time for stirring up trouble, and right now I intended to have a serious conversation.

"What business did you have with the lord?"

"Shouldn't there be give and take? Let's exchange information alternately."

"Hmph! You're good at negotiating. Were you a merchant?"

"No. I've never done business, and I probably don't have the talent for it."

"You can't know if you're good at forging until you've hammered the metal."

Bolmond pulled out a thick cigarette from his pocket and put it in his mouth.

The dwarf assisting him created a spark with flint and lit the cigarette.

"Well, anyway, fine. What do you want to know?"

"What were you doing here?"

"Can't you tell by looking? We're rebelling against the lord of this city."

"Why?"

"Wasn't it my turn to ask a question?"

"Don't be petty. Tell me this much at least."

"Kekek! Hahaha!"

When I expressed my dissatisfaction, Bolmond tucked his cigarette between his fingers and laughed heartily.

As always, he preferred speaking directly rather than beating around the bush.

Prahf was usually like that too, so the parent-child relationship was certainly clear.

Though I'm not sure if creator and creation can be called a parent-child relationship.

"I thought you were just someone who knew how to rely on dragons, but you've got more guts than you look."

"So will you answer?"

"Sure, I can provide that much service. The reason for our rebellion is simple. The treatment of dwarves was worse than that of beggars."

"How bad was it?"

"Seeing no end to your questions, you must be quite greedy."

"I'm sorry, I just can't help being curious."

"Tsk! The lord imposed excessive taxes on dwarf-made weapons and armor. At first, we still made enough profit to overlook it, but now the taxes have risen so high we can't even cover our costs."

Bolmond clicked his tongue but still answered my questions.

Though gruff, he was a dwarf king with a certain warmth.

"That's terrible."

"That's not all. For us dwarves, alcohol is like the morning dew to elves, but the lord monopolized fine liquor and only provided us with cheap booze. Other humans constantly mocked us as 'dwarf dung bags' and made unreasonable demands like asking us to make mithril equipment from worthless iron scraps."

"Ow..."

"There's more. Want to hear it all?"

"I think I've heard enough."

"I see."

Bolmond dismissed the lord and humans as unreasonable people as he put a second cigarette in his mouth.

Exhaling a cloud of smoke, he showed a sardonic smile.

"You're a human I can actually talk to."

"Your Majesty, wouldn't it be better to tell him about that matter?"

"What matter?"

"About our burial grounds."

"What difference would telling him make!"

"B-but...!"

"What's this about?"

Sensing this might be important, I suddenly interjected in the dwarves' conversation.

However, Bolmond just frowned deeply and said nothing.

Seeing this, his subordinate dwarf spoke in the king's place.

"We dwarves have an ancient tradition. To honor our dead, we craft fine swords and bury them together. But since humans learned of this tradition, grave robbers have increased dramatically. They dig up our burial grounds to sell our crafted swords at high prices."

"The problem is that this town's lord turns a blind eye and secretly condones it. There's an unwritten rule that the dead should not be disturbed, but they're absolutely rotten!"

"Hmm? Wasn't the dwarf tradition to make weapons from the bones of the deceased?"

My words, which contradicted the tradition I knew, caused an instant silence.

Feeling something was wrong, I looked around to see dwarves with wide eyes and gaping mouths.

Bolmond was the same; he even dropped the cigarette from his mouth.

"Oops..."

I had forgotten again that this was the past.

Belatedly, I covered my mouth with my hand, but it was too late.

The single phrase from Bolmond's mouth precisely identified my mistake.

"Are you a seer?"

I'm screwed.

Ch.291 - 280. 7 Days Of Dragon - 9
At Bolmond's words, which were no different than the mouth of calamity itself, Bolmond seriously pondered.

*A weapon made from the remains of our kinsmen? What a truly innovative idea!*

Dwarves were a race who held hammers instead of rattles as infants, sucked on iron instead of pacifiers, and never strayed from the forge even in summer.

They prided themselves on being a race that loved and took pride in blacksmithing.

As such dwarves, they could gladly accept their physical bodies becoming part of weapons.

To dwarves, the earth that birthed countless ores was their mother, and the fire that melted the ore was their father.

The body whose soul had departed would simply return to the embrace of the father rather than the mother.

*If we do as that fellow suggests, we wouldn't need to build cemeteries, and it would solve the problem of those damned grave robbers...*

For their kinsmen returning to the earth, they had included quality swords as burial goods.

But because of this, dwarf cemeteries had become targets for grave robbers.

The deaths of their kinsmen were defiled by grave robbers who didn't care at all about desecrating burial grounds.

However, if they made weapons from dwarf remains and passed them to relatives, the problem of grave robbers would disappear.

*Anyway, that lord still has no intention of listening to our demands...*

When the grave robber problem became serious, many dwarves protested to the lord and begged him to resolve the issue.

But despite protesting dozens of times, the lord didn't even pretend to listen to their voices.

Enraged by this, the dwarves finally took up their tools and rose in direct protest.

"That tradition I mentioned was clearly my mistake, so please just ignore my nonsense!"

"Even if it was your mistake, it could become an excellent tradition for us dwarves. Thank you for sharing it, human."

"If weapons made from remains get damaged, wouldn't that be terrible?"

"Do you think craftsmen who make weapons have poor maintenance skills? When our hands touch even a worn-out longsword, it can be used for hundreds more years."

"Even if grave robbers disappear, thieves might steal them instead."

"We just need to store them where thieves can't touch them. Every dwarf household has a safe that even a demon lord would struggle to open."

"Couldn't you just put the safe in the grave instead?"

"Then we'd be sending them off with a safe containing a sword, not just the sword itself! And dwarf safes are family heirlooms that can't be produced infinitely! It's hard to make one secret safe per person, and if some get them while others don't, it creates inequality."

Bern couldn't argue with any of Bolmond's statements.

Dwarves naturally knew their own circumstances best, and he was the king representing his race.

Unlike humans, the dwarf king was determined by skill alone, not bloodline legitimacy.

Therefore, if Bolmond told dwarves to follow him, they all had no choice but to comply.

Because he was the world's greatest blacksmith.

This time was no different. If Bern's accidentally mentioned tradition was deemed good, all dwarves would have to accept it.

If they disliked it, they would have to defeat Bolmond in blacksmithing, but considering he reigned as king into the future, it seemed no one more skilled would appear even in later generations.

"I, I suppose so."

"Well, I won't implement it right away. I'll gather the elders and have a thorough discussion before deciding."

Bolmond stomped out the fallen cigarette's ember and put a new cigarette in his mouth.

His improved mood was evident from his upturned lips compared to when he first put the cigarette in his mouth.

They say smokers smoke whether they're in a good mood or bad, and Bolmond was such a person.

"Anyway, now it's my turn to ask. What business did you have with the lord?"

"...I was going to be evasive at first, but I might as well be honest."

Bern explained why they had come to the city.

He told Bolmond everything about the crime committed by a village chief, why she was broken, and the suspicions surrounding the lord—everything except the pocket watch.

"So you came to take revenge on behalf of this village chief?"

"That's right."

"Hmm, I don't want to meddle in personal grudges, but honestly, I don't understand. There's nothing to gain by helping a criminal who took countless lives."

"There's a saying: hate the sin, not the sinner."

"Do you truly believe that? It doesn't seem that way to me."

Bolmond snorted and sneered at Bern's words.

Bern smiled awkwardly, having been caught saying something he didn't really mean.

"I suppose since sin is ultimately created by people, we can't help but hate them too."

"Did you think you could convince me with such talk when you know better?"

"If I've offended you, I apologize."

"Forget the apology, just tell me your true thoughts."

"I believe that if we only punish the visible crimes and move on, the lord will create more people like the village chief. So I've come to severely punish the lord for a cleaner future. Additionally, keeping the village chief alive is like a condemned prisoner's last meal."

"What's that?"

"It's a privilege where they serve a meal of the condemned prisoner's choice before execution. I'm not someone who administers the law, but as a fellow human, I want to at least let the village chief repent for her crimes and die peacefully without regrets."

"...You're a more compassionate human than you appear. The kind the Mad Dragon would like."

"Right? I came to cherish Geon-woo because I love how he always thinks of and cares for others before himself!"

Breeze suddenly pressed her cheek against Bern and began nuzzling against his body.

While her actions were full of sweet affection, they brought bitter pain to Bern.

*I can't tell her it was just an act to extract information...*

He had intended to hear about the pocket watch from the village chief in exchange for delivering the lord.

Though his actions were based on sinister calculations, his eloquent speech had moved many people deeply.

Feeling guilty, a drop of sweat rolled down Bern's cheek.

"Now that I know the story, we should roll up our sleeves and help."

"You're going to help us?"

"Yes, we were about to visit that lord anyway."

"We were planning to drag that bastard lord out by his beard if he wouldn't come out!"

"Wouldn't you be expelled from the city for doing that?"

"That's exactly what we want. We were planning to leave this city anyway."

"But the lord will cling to our pant legs. Most of this city's income comes from the weapons and armor we dwarves make."

"If the dwarves leave, this city won't last even a few months before collapsing. We've already built our own underground city in secret because we want to see that happen."

Dwarves were like geese that laid golden eggs.

However, Lord Helgen was so fixated on the golden eggs that he had essentially cut open the goose's belly with his own hands.

Instead of respecting the dwarves who brought gold, he tried to exploit them repeatedly, leading to the current disaster.

In the distant future, Lord Helgen would be the reason dwarves hid in their underground city.

If not for him, the kingdom would have developed into a powerful nation with superior weapons and armor.

Learning the cause of this failure, Bern inwardly sneered while outwardly pretending to be surprised.

"Is it alright to tell me such important information?"

"If there's any problem with this disclosure, I'll take responsibility."

"Kya! First the Mad Dragon, and now our king acknowledges this human!"

"I've lived long enough to see everything!"

"Shut up, you bastards!"

When Bolmond shouted angrily, the surrounding dwarves scattered like lightning.

Clicking his tongue, Bolmond looked at Bern again and placed his hand on his shoulder.

"At least for now, our intentions align, so let's move together for the time being. You have no objections, right?"

"That's fine."

"Then first, your weapon... you don't have one."

"I'm embarrassed to say I'm penniless."

"How can a man accomplish great deeds without a weapon? Tell me what weapon you mainly use, and I'll give you a fine one."

"You don't need to be so considerate."

"It's payment. You gave us a very good idea, so just accept it as compensation."

"Then I'll ask for a sword."

"A sword... perfect timing! As it happens, a good one was just made recently."

Bolmond told him to wait a moment and left.

Meanwhile, Breeze, in human form, clung to Bern while wagging her tail.

Though she said nothing, it was clear she was in a very good mood.

She was happy to enjoy their time alone after so long.

However, their intimate moment ended when Bolmond returned shortly after with a sword.

"Here it is."

"Thank you!"

Bern smiled contentedly as he drew the sword from its scabbard.

He smiled because he could tell at a glance it was a good sword.

However, the people around him were looking serious.

Bern's hand was caressing the sword strangely from the handle to the tip.

His elaborate finger movements, like tentacles, looked unsightly.

It was his habitual gesture from frequently caressing Prah.
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I got a new sword.

If Prah were here, she would have burst into anger, accusing me of cheating on her with another weapon.

But I'm not Bern anymore, and I don't possess a demonic sword.

*I do miss her a bit...*

Prah, who would always talk to me even when I was alone, making sure I was never bored.

Conversations with her now felt like distant memories.

*I wonder if Prah or Chaos exists somewhere in this world too?*

The current time period I'm in is at least the future of when the original Demon King lived.

After all, the kingdom that was said to have been established after the original hero defeated the Demon King exists now.

Prah and Chaos were a weapon and magical beast created by the original Demon King.

After the Demon King's death, Chaos disappeared without a trace, and Prah was split into several demonic swords scattered across the world.

In other words, while Rin and Rene haven't been born yet, Chaos and Prah exist in this time period, just like Breeze.

*It would probably be meaningless to go looking for them...*

I'm not Bern, and I don't exist in their memories.

I don't have the strength that would captivate them enough to build new memories from scratch.

Prah only joined after I threatened to destroy her, and Chaos only joined after I directly defeated him with force.

Do I have that kind of power now? Of course not.

It was a bitter truth, but I wasn't particularly sad about it.

"Bring out the lord!"

"Protect Lord Helgen!"

A full-scale brawl had broken out in Lord Helgen's front yard.

Hot-tempered dwarves and knights hired by the lord with large sums of money were entangled in a bloody fight.

Dwarves smashing helmets and heads with hammers, knights cutting off enemy arms without hesitation.

Though smaller in scale, it felt like standing in the middle of a battlefield.

"You stupid dwarf bastards! Do you even know what you're doing?!"

"Of course we do! We'll bash your heads in and then crush the balls of that lord trembling in the distance with our hammers!"

"You crazy fools! I'll have your heads delivered to the lord for blasphemy!"

"Hah! Those without hair down there sure talk a lot!"

Insults flew back and forth as the sounds of swords and hammers clashing continuously rang out.

I carefully moved forward while watching the scene from a distance with Breeze.

"What are you trying to do?"

"I should join the battle soon."

"Why?"

"What do you mean why? We agreed to help the dwarves."

"Our role is to judge and punish the lord, not to directly participate in the fighting!"

"That's right. But seeing the dwarves who share our cause getting hurt and dying makes me uncomfortable. I want to help them achieve victory, even if just a little."

"...You just want to try out the sword you received as a gift earlier, don't you?"

My chest tightened at her irrefutable logic.

She must have noticed my slight flinch at her questioning.

I was certain my attempt to gloss over it wouldn't work.

"That's not entirely untrue. But my desire to save some dwarves through my participation is stronger."

"You might get hurt or die."

"I'll be careful not to die in vain."

"No. I'll step in and clean up the scene myself instead."

"That's out of the question. If you, Freeze, directly intervene in the fight, the kingdom will become wary of the Mad Dragon on a large scale."

"That's better than you dying. Besides, no one in the kingdom could stand against me anyway."

"You shouldn't be so confident. There may not be anyone who surpasses you now, but someone might appear hundreds of years later."

In fact, Kang Jun-hyeok had overcome numerous crises and cut off the Mad Dragon's breath.

A human defeating a dragon, especially a Mad Dragon, the world's strongest being—that was an achievement.

It was one of the future possibilities that only I knew about.

Breeze frowned, showing her displeasure.

"That sounds quite disrespectful."

"If I've angered you, please send me to the battlefield. If necessary, I'll pay for my sin with death."

"Ugh, aren't you being too stubborn? You should know when to back down sometimes!"

"Ouch! Freeze, that hurts..."

Breeze repeatedly punched my left shoulder.

Though it looked like she was just tapping me, the impact was strong enough to make me stagger.

If she had put more strength into it or if my body had been weaker, my bones might have broken.

"Fine, I give up. Go ahead."

"Are you sure that's okay?"

"You'd insist even if I told you not to go, right? Hurry up and go before I change my mind!"

"Thank you!"

I grabbed my sword and rushed toward the front yard of the mansion.

Responding to the voice of concern from behind, I assured her not to worry as I jumped over the mansion's fence.

The dust that had seemed distant now irritated my bronchial tubes as it drew closer.

But even more than that, my body itched with excitement as the battle approached.

"Kuhuk!"

"Damn dwarf bastard...! Die peacefully!"

A knight's foot kicked a dwarf in the stomach, sending him rolling on the ground.

The dwarf, covered in dust, couldn't regain his senses. The lord's knight raised his arm over him.

Just as his sword was about to cut the dwarf's head in two—

"What?!"

Clang-!

My sword barely made it in time, deflecting the sharp blade.

Taking advantage of the opening, I slipped between them and protected the dwarf.

"Are you alright?"

"Y-you...!"

"I've come to join. Leave this to me and fall back to regroup."

"Shit, who the hell are you?!"

While I was pushing the dwarf to the rear, the knight who had been interrupted glared at me angrily.

I answered his anger with a smile and threw a brick I had picked up when jumping over the fence.

The knight didn't panic and swung his sword to cut through the brick.

"Did you think such a stupid trick would work?!"

"Yes."

He had spent one breath blocking the brick.

This inevitably gave me the initiative, and I didn't give him any opening.

I tilted my sword and swung it toward his exposed right side.

Clang-!

The knight quickly gripped his sword in reverse and blocked it admirably.

*I didn't think I'd finish him in one strike anyway.*

I rotated my body halfway to the left as if sliding on ice and aimed for the opposite side.

The knight stepped back twice to escape the sword's range.

I pushed off the ground with my leg after completing the rotation and dove into the knight's embrace.

"Kuh...!"

Clang-! Clang-! Clang-!

I approached the retreating knight and swung my sword repeatedly.

Right shoulder blade, left shin, solar plexus.

I smoothly continued my attacks from various angles, occasionally mixing in feints to induce mistakes.

But the knight must have had plenty of real combat experience, as my tactics didn't work.

"Not bad."

"Don't get cocky just because you've gained momentum!"

Having predicted my sword's path, the knight placed his sword in its trajectory and deflected it beautifully.

Before the flow could reverse, I let go of my sword without hesitation and activated the enhancement magic circle engraved on my body.

I grabbed the knight's arm with my right hand while clenching my left fist to gather strength.

"Kuhak!"

Kwang-!

I punched his abdomen, which was covered in hard armor.

The steel plate dented, and a mixture of blood and saliva spewed from the knight's mouth.

My frail body suffered too—skin tore and blood flowed, while my arm muscles and bones screamed in pain.

The price was high, but I had landed a definite blow on the knight.

I released the arm I was holding and kicked up the sword resting on my instep.

Woong, I grabbed the sword that had risen to above my head and brought it down toward the knight's shoulder.

Just as I was certain of victory, a dull impact traveled through my arm.

"Tch!"

"Are you alright?"

"C-Captain!"

A man called "Captain" by the knight had blocked my sword with his shield.

I stepped back half a step before he could counterattack with his shield.

"Thank you for your help! I'm fine now!"

"Hmm... Good, now fall back."

"B-but...!"

"Are you disobeying my orders right now?"

"Ugh! I understand..."

The knight picked up his fallen sword and retreated.

Though I wanted to pursue and finish him off, the man called Captain stood blocking my way.

"You really love your subordinates, huh?"

"Didn't you also save a dwarf in danger and push him back? We're even."

"Then I suppose you'll face me in place of that guy who's running away now?"

"Come at me anytime. I won't hold back."

This wasn't an opponent I could defeat by charging in recklessly.

From a quick glance, I could see he had no openings. Well, not exactly none, but they were more like traps than actual openings.

I swung my sword in the air to shake off the dust that had stuck to it.

"Instead of fighting in a messy way, how about we end this in one strike?"

"Fine by me."

The captain of the knights took his stance and gathered his sword ki.

So even a local lord's knight in this era of war could use sword ki?

While I found this interesting, I charged at him without taking any stance.

"W-what are you doing?!"

"What am I doing? I'm stabbing the knight captain in the back."

I intended to launch a surprise attack, breaking our promise to settle it with powerful techniques.

I didn't care if people pointed fingers at me, calling me underhanded or disgraceful.

After all, I wasn't a knight with high pride.

As if reading my thoughts, he tried to release his stance and step back.

"Kuk?!"

But his feet were frozen in place by a magic circle I had secretly engraved.

It had been hard work pretending not to notice while setting it up.

"You dishonorable bastard!!"

"You shouldn't trust your enemy so easily. Remember that in your next life."

I cleanly cut the neck of the enemy commander whose stance had been disrupted, and was able to capture Lord Helgen.

Conscience? I threw that away when I gave the middle finger to the Pink-Haired Slut.
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After arresting Baron Helgen, things proceeded smoothly.

As expected, Helgen was an arrogant nobleman with a strong sense of superiority who wouldn't hesitate to use any means to achieve his goals, no matter how despicable.

Just skimming through the ledgers found in his study revealed how deeply connected he was to the criminal underworld.

The evidence practically screamed, "I'm the one who killed the village chief's entire family."

"Embezzlement, bribery, assassination, poaching, and tax evasion. You've been quite busy, haven't you?"

"Even a pig wouldn't consume this much..."

"Well, that's because you're a human scum who's fatter than a pig."

"Mmmmph!!"

After restraining his hands, feet, and mouth, I kicked him in the stomach.

Though he had inflicted countless pains on others, he seemed unaccustomed to suffering himself, screaming excessively at the slightest discomfort.

His pathetic display made it hard to believe we belonged to the same species.

"So what do you plan to do with him now?"

"I've already decided how to handle him. There's someone who holds a terrible grudge against Baron Helgen. This person has agreed to take full responsibility for killing the lord if I hand this guy over alive."

"He'll be executed in a horrific manner..."

"No need for sympathy. That person also committed sins that couldn't be atoned for even with a lifetime of penance."

"True. If I could fulfill my desire for revenge, I probably wouldn't care how I died either."

"Did you also have someone you wanted revenge against, Bolmond?"

"Of course I did. But he died by the first hero's sword before I could take my revenge."

Those killed by the first hero were either terrible villains or demons.

Among them, there was only one person connected to dwarves that came to mind—the first Demon King who had demanded Bolmond forge a demonic sword.

"After I created my masterpiece, a sword like my only child, that bastard—who had been so desperate when begging me to make it—complained it was too difficult to handle and completely destroyed it. He was an irredeemably stupid bastard."

"The first Demon King, I presume?"

"Tch! So you knew."

Bolmond spat mercilessly on Helgen's cheek.

It showed that he now regarded Helgen as no better than the ground beneath his feet, not even human.

"If it was too difficult to handle, rather than destroying it, he should have treated it unusually like you do."

"Huh? When did I ever do that? I've never mishandled a sword in my life."

"You didn't mishandle it, but you did fiddle with it in strange ways."

I had absolutely no memory of this.

While I had been intimate with Prah, that was only because she transformed into an attractive human woman using her polymorphic abilities.

I could swear I never engaged in any vulgar behavior like pressing my genitals against the sword itself.

"I don't know how you see me, but it's all a misunderstanding. I've never once harbored such impure thoughts toward a sword."

"...That's hard to believe, but I'll take your word for it."

The conversation ended with the misunderstanding not completely cleared up.

It was frustrating, but with so much left to do, I couldn't waste time on explanations and appeals.

I needed to hand over the worm-like lord to the village chief, hear about the pocket watch, and determine my future goals.

This battle had passed without major incidents.

As expected, the chimera created by the village chief had simple movements, and the knight commander was defeated because he couldn't break free from the constraints of chivalry.

However, in terms of pure skill and strength, they were superior to me now.

I won this time through trickery, but there was no guarantee I would succeed next time.

*And knights were generally stronger than in the future.*

This is an era of endless wars with demons and all kinds of evil deeds.

A world where survival of the fittest is more pronounced.

In my impatience, I had wanted to travel the world early, but if I had, I might have died at the hands of some bandit group.

*To travel the world, I need to become much stronger...*

I clenched my fist with determination. I wasn't worried about how to become stronger.

I could follow the path I had already walked in Bern's body.

My greatest advantage was having memories of reaching the ranks of the strongest.

Though I couldn't reach that level again without Bern's body, his excellent demonic sword, and the abilities I received from numerous connections, I thought I might get halfway there with enough effort.

"Is it really over now?"

"Ah... yes."

But first, I had an obligation to entertain an excited dragon.

***

"Drink! Drink! Chug it down!"

"On a good day like today, we should drink until our blood turns to alcohol!"

"Kuhh~! After drinking nothing but tasteless swill, finally having proper alcohol makes me feel so damn alive!"

The boisterous atmosphere filled the dwarf village tavern.

Watching the dwarves drink beer straight from oak barrels larger than their torsos confirmed their reputation as heavy drinkers.

Among these hardcore drinkers, I, being human, was sipping my drink slowly.

"Dwarf food is delicious too!"

"You think so?"

"The smoky flavor in all the dishes goes really well with the refreshing beer! It's like that pleasant feeling when you go from somewhere hot to somewhere cold!"

"Please don't drink too much."

"It's fine! My liver automatically detoxifies unnecessary poisons, so I never get drunk!"

That was perfectly understandable.

When one reaches a certain level of achievement and surpasses human limitations, not just alcohol but even deadly poisons become harmless.

While the drinking sessions I had in Looqbranton early on had resulted in terrible hangovers, later I could drink as much as I wanted without even my face turning red.

"Even if you can detoxify, drinking too much isn't good. Excessive drinking can cause obesity. Just look at the dwarves all around us."

Dwarves are characteristically short and plump.

During work hours, they constantly hammer iron, giving them muscular arms, but their bellies remained round and protruding.

A race that works as blacksmiths by day and holds drinking parties by night—their arm muscles and beer bellies told the story of their lives.

"...I'll be careful."

"That answer is sufficient."

With a satisfied smile, I took a big bite of sausage.

Then I took a sip of beer, holding it in my mouth before swallowing.

Tasting it myself, I understood why Breeze was so enthusiastic about it.

As soon as I bit into the crispy sausage, savory juices with a deep smoky flavor burst out, delighting my tongue.

The refreshing beer washed away the greasy, juicy taste in my mouth, gently tapping my throat—it was truly perfect.

I couldn't help but let out an appreciative sound from deep in my throat at this excellent combination.

"Delicious, right?"

"Yes, it really is."

It was so good I could easily lose myself in eating and drinking.

Breeze, pleased that I shared her sentiment, smiled broadly and began enjoying her sausage and beer.

For a while, we ate and drank without speaking, and I thought this might turn into an ordinary meal.

Having no choice, I stopped chewing and opened my mouth.

"Breeze."

"Hmm? What is it?"

"May I ask a question that might be impertinent?"

"Sure! I'm in a good mood, so I'll allow it just this once!"

"Why have you been showing such obvious affection toward me?"

"Pfft!"

The beer Breeze was drinking sprayed out, dripping onto the floor.

She seemed considerably flustered, as if the question was completely unexpected.

I wasn't obtuse, and Breeze's displays of affection had been obvious enough for anyone to notice.

It seemed a bit premature considering we hadn't known each other for very long.

"Are you alright?"

"Keh-hak! Keh-hak! I-I'm fine...!"

"I seem to have asked too blunt a question. Please forget I asked."

"N-no! You don't have to do that."

Breeze, who had been coughing continuously, waved her hands from side to side.

Unable to just watch, I took out a nearby napkin and wiped her mouth, which was wet with beer.

"It's exactly that."

"Pardon?"

"It's things like this—the way you treat me with such kindness—that made me fall for you. I've never told anyone this, but I've actually been alone since birth."

Breeze put down her glass and began telling her past story.

The faint smile on her face felt bitter, like flat beer.

"When I hatched, my parents were already gone. They disappeared right after laying my egg. Dragons are born nearly as intelligent beings, mature enough to be self-sufficient, so I could survive without parents."

Breeze lightly flicked her beer mug with her finger.

Part of the wooden mug broke, causing beer to leak out slowly.

While there might not have been any special meaning to this action, I thought differently.

A beer mug shatters from just a light tap of her finger.

Would anyone in this world approach a dragon with such overwhelming strength?

Excluding other dragons, there would be almost none.

The Mad Dragon who had been alone since birth and likely remained alone until now.

For her, the first relationship where someone approached her and stayed with her might have been special.

Breeze's action of placing her hand over mine seemed to confirm my hypothesis.

"I always thought it was enough to live by myself... but I never knew another person's warmth could be so comforting. I know it's selfish, but I don't want to let go for the rest of my life."

"Breeze..."

"Whenever I see you being considerate, worrying about me, and treating me warmly like earlier, I imagine that if I had a father, he might have been like you."

Breeze lifted my hand that was under hers and brought it to her cheek.

With an affectionate expression, she gently rubbed her face against my palm.

"Someday I'll have to let you go. That's why I was desperate to be with you as much as possible, even if just a little longer."

A dragon who grew up without receiving paternal love.

Having never experienced it, she didn't know what paternal love was, but instinctively craved it.

That's why she had been clinging to me, not wanting to let go.

I began to understand Breeze's behavior up until now.

"With so little time left, I want to be with you even just a bit longer..."

"Ah! I actually wanted to say something about that."

"Hmm?"

"I said seven days before, but after going through this incident, I'm planning to stay in your nest longer."

"How long?"

"I'm thinking at least two months, possibly up to a year."

"Really?"

Breeze jumped up from her seat, her eyes shining.

For a dragon living an almost eternal life, a week would be just a fleeting moment.

A year wouldn't be much different, but compared to a week, it was considerably longer.

That's why Breeze was smiling so brightly.

"Yes. So I wanted to ask for your understanding and hospitality..."

"Of course it's fine! You can live in my nest forever if you want! You can leave and come back whenever you wish!"

"Thank you."

"Hehe!"

Breeze, who had stood up, quickly moved to sit beside me and clung to me.

She linked her arm with mine and rubbed her head against me as a sign of affection.

Her tail, which had been touching the floor, wagged vigorously, raising dust.

Looking at her overall appearance, I wondered if this was how a daughter might act spoiled.

Knowing how desperately Breeze lacked paternal love, I remained still so she could savor this moment.

"Oh, brother! Here you are!"

"You are..."

"Did you forget already? You saved my life in the battle this afternoon!"

"Ah! How are your injuries?"

"As you can see, I'm perfectly fine!"

It was the dwarf I had protected from the knight's sword.

He naturally sat down across from me and placed his mug on the table.

I hadn't invited him to join us, but there was no stopping the dwarves' friendliness.

"Did you come looking for me to let me know you're alright?"

"Hahaha! More than that, I came to repay the favor for saving my life."

"That's not necessary. Thanks to you, I was invited to the underground dwarf city despite being human."

"That's not enough. Please allow me to treat you."

"You really don't need to."

"Don't be so quick to refuse, just hear me out. As it happens, some amazing succubi have just arrived in this district..."

The dwarf's words were cut short.

Boom!

The chattering dwarf suddenly collapsed face-first onto the table.

Not just him—all the dwarves behind him were collapsing one by one.

While I was bewildered by this sudden mass fainting, I quickly realized the source.

"You wouldn't leave me for some low-class succubus... would you?"

Breeze was glaring at me with a serious expression.

Her vertical pupils were narrowed as she stared at me.

As fierce dragon fear radiated from her, even my knees began to weaken.

I could only nod in response.
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"789... 790... 791... 792..."

I raised my upper body repeatedly while keeping my legs fixed in place.

Sweat poured down not just my face but my entire body, and hot breaths escaped from my mouth.

At the summit of a snow-covered mountain where oxygen was scarce, I trained my body on the snowfield outside the warm nest.

Beads of sweat glistened as they reflected the sunlight.

"Whew...!"

"Good work!"

"Ah, thanks."

As I wiped away the sweat with the back of my hand, Breeze Sephiron approached with a bright smile.

She handed me a towel that had been soaked in hot water.

I rubbed my face with the towel, wiping away the sweat.

It felt incredibly refreshing to wash up after working up a good sweat in the cold mountain.

"Next is expanding your mana, right?"

"Yeah."

"I'll help you today too!"

Breeze tugged at my arm, urging me to return to the nest.

In the past, I would have been helplessly dragged along by her mountain-like strength, but now I had built up enough muscle to offer some resistance.

However, I had no reason to refuse her, so I reluctantly allowed myself to be pulled along.

"How long has it been since you settled in my nest?"

"Tomorrow will mark exactly 10 months."

"Time flies, doesn't it?"

"It sure does."

Ten months.

The time that had passed since my first meeting with Breeze had brought quite a few changes.

The biggest change was that my relationship with Breeze had become much closer.

If I had previously used formal speech and treated her as the Mad Dragon, now I spoke comfortably and treated her as Breeze.

I couldn't ignore her wish to be addressed by her real name and treated as an equal.

So now, rather than being a host and a guest, we were more like close friends.

"I'll correct the flow of your mana, so hurry up and start meditating!"

"...That's all well and good, but aren't you too close? Your chest is pressing against my back."

"Does it excite you?"

"No, I need to concentrate to meditate, but I can't focus with weight on my back."

"Tch!"

It was just that the host's blatant displays of affection were slightly burdensome.

Last time, when I opened my eyes after finishing meditation, I nearly lost my mind finding her naked right in front of me.

I'm not sure if it's because she's a dragon and lacks shame, or if she's just unaware of men, or maybe she's simply developed a taste for teasing me.

"Hmm! Compared to 10 months ago, your achievement is on a completely different level. Your mana capacity has grown nearly five times larger."

"That's to be expected when I train every day without fail in a place overflowing with natural mana."

"Even so, this kind of growth would normally be impossible. You could only use basic magic before, but now you've grown enough to stand shoulder to shoulder with experienced mages. Your body has also become... um... q-quite impressive!"

Breeze continued speaking with slightly flushed cheeks.

It was amusing how she had no qualms about exposing her own body, yet became embarrassed at the thought of my bare form.

She seemed comfortable with attacking but not with defending, which was quite endearing.

"Anyway, your growth rate is abnormally fast. It's almost as if you had reached a high level before."

"R-really?"

My body trembled slightly at her spot-on guess.

If I hadn't been possessed and had just been transported here, such growth would have been impossible.

I would have only been able to use basic magic, and my swordsmanship would have been full of nothing but vanity.

Fortunately, thanks to the memories from my possession before coming to the past, I achieved success in both sword and magic.

While I still had a long way to go to catch up to Bern Coolam, the results were satisfying enough.

*I've reached a level where I could win against the knight commander I fought before based on pure skill alone.*

Satisfied with my own development, I closed my eyes, clearing away all distracting thoughts.

Just as I was about to draw in and absorb the natural mana around me to begin my mana training through meditation, I sensed foreign mana mixed in the air.

It wasn't Breeze's mana, so there was only one possibility left.

"Looks like we have a visitor."

"Yeah. Judging by the strong earth energy in the mana, it seems to be a dwarf."

"Geon-woo, are you there!"

The answer was revealed as soon as we guessed.

The dwarf I had become acquainted with through Viscount Helgen had come all the way to the summit of the snow mountain.

I stopped my meditation midway and stood up.

"Wouldn't it have been better to tell him to wait a bit and then continue?"

"If it were your guest, I would have done that, but this is my guest. He must be quite exhausted after climbing all the way to the summit, and I can't leave him in the cold."

Saying I'd be right back, I went alone to greet the visitor.

Outside the nest was a dwarf wrapped tightly in leather clothes.

His long beard was already frozen stiff, with patches turned snow-white.

"Muruan? What brings you here?"

"Oh, there you are! I was worried you might not be here."

"I told you I'd be in the nest until two months from now, didn't I?"

"You never know what might happen in this world."

"...So what's your business?"

"Right! This is no time for idle chatter!"

"What's got you so worked up?"

"The kingdom has dispatched knights regarding Viscount Helgen's matter!"

"What...? Wasn't that matter already settled?"

After apprehending Viscount Helgen, I handed him over to the village chief who wanted revenge.

In return, the chief provided me with all the information and even took the blame himself.

The kingdom pronounced a death sentence on the village chief, and the case of Viscount Helgen's murder was considered closed.

I thought it had ended as a mere incident, but apparently, the kingdom intended to pursue the matter further.

"It seems there was an informant in the city. Probably one of the witnesses who saw you visit the city with the Mad Dragon."

"This is ridiculous."

"The kingdom seems to view the Mad Dragon's involvement negatively."

"Are you sure?"

"I went into the city to sell weapons and heard it directly from the kingdom's knights! Besides, what would I gain by lying to you?"

"That's true."

Muruan had climbed all the way to the summit of the snow mountain to deliver this news.

It would be inappropriate to doubt him when I should be grateful for his efforts.

"Thanks for letting me know."

"I expect you to buy me a drink later."

"Don't worry, I'll let you drink until your belly bursts."

"Hahaha!"

Muruan laughed heartily, apparently looking forward to that day.

His laughter was short-lived as he changed his expression to a serious one and looked at me.

"More importantly, I'd like to know what you plan to do now."

"Hmm, there's something that puzzles me. Why is the kingdom bringing up something that happened nine months ago?"

"As you know, the demons who were in the midst of an invasion war two months ago suddenly disappeared, didn't they? Now that the war has subsided, they're probably trying to reassess the country's situation that had been in chaos."

"That's what's most suspicious. They should be concerned about the demons who might reappear at any time, yet they're provoking a dragon? Do they want to make enemies with dragons too?"

Dragons, the apex of species with infinite magical power.

It seemed they were underestimating an opponent that even those who transcended humans would find formidable.

Even I, who had completed Prahf and reached the pinnacle of sword and magic, struggled against Ignite.

And now, humans worn out from the war with demons want to subjugate Breeze?

Even a flea wouldn't be this audacious.

"This is just my guess, but it seems the kingdom wants to demand something from the Mad Dragon."

"Demand?"

"Yes, since she interfered in an incident within the kingdom, they intend to extract something from her."

"Are they insane? Do they seriously think that the laws of the kingdom apply to the great dragon, of all beings?"

Breeze could turn half the continent into a wasteland if she wanted to.

There was no way the kingdom's maximum forces could subjugate the Mad Dragon.

I couldn't understand what gave them the confidence to come here.

"I also think they're out of their minds. But the world is currently in turmoil due to the long war with the demons. The king has become a tyrant full of greed, and numerous sycophants flatter him to fulfill their selfish desires. Nothing they do would surprise me anymore."

"Hmm..."

"Even if the kingdom makes a fuss, they can't match the Mad Dragon's power, but I came to advise you to prepare in advance. If my concern was presumptuous, I sincerely apologize to you and the Mad Dragon."

"What apology? I should be the one apologizing for not being able to properly host you after you came all this way to deliver the news."

"As I said earlier, a barrel of ale as big as my torso is enough for me."

"Alright, man! I promise to buy you drinks later, so please go back now. I don't want you to get involved in this."

"I understand. I wish you good luck."

"Thanks."

I saw Muruan off and took some time to think.

The suddenly ended war with the demons and the corrupt Holden Kingdom.

Judging by the fact that Breeze was alive and well in the future, nothing serious probably happened, but I couldn't be certain.

The future might have changed because of my existence.

If I hadn't existed, Breeze wouldn't have been involved in Viscount Helgen's case.

Thinking about it that way made me feel like I had committed high treason.

*This has become a headache.*

I scratched my head in frustration.

Although two months remained, the conditions were mostly met, so it would be better to leave soon.

I should tell Breeze about the news I just heard and prepare to leave the nest.

With that resolution, I returned to the nest and saw Breeze wagging her tail vigorously.

Behind her back was the backpack I had prepared separately before.

"You're leaving, aren't you?"

"...I guess you heard everything."

"If my hearing wasn't so good, I wouldn't have heard. Anyway, after hearing your conversation, I initially considered slaughtering them all without mercy, but I changed my mind! I thought it wouldn't be bad to leave the nest empty for a while and travel the world with you!"

"Are you sure that's okay?"

"It's fine. And it's more fun to have a companion on a journey, isn't it?"

"You're incorrigible."

"Just asking, but you won't object, right?"

"As if anyone could tell a dragon what to do."

"Hehe!"

Feeling nostalgic about my first possession, I set out on another journey.

With a beautiful snow-white dragon by my side.
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I packed my belongings lightly as we left the nest without any regrets.

All the treasures Breeze had collected throughout her life were stored away in spatial storage.

The Mad Dragon's nest was now completely empty.

Even if the kingdom's knights came searching, they would return empty-handed with nothing to show for their efforts.

"Are you really okay with this? We might have to rebuild the nest from scratch when we return."

"Then I'll formally protest to the kingdom and make the knights build it! If they refuse, I'll just threaten to reduce the Capital to rubble with my breath attack!"

Breeze spoke these terrifying words with a bright smile.

In the past, I would have responded with an awkward smile and pretended not to hear, but now I could actually agree with her.

"How about we destroy the Magic Tower while we're demolishing the Capital?"

"Great! I'll do anything you want!"

Like villains plotting together, we set off on our journey with wicked grins.

Ten months had been enough time to build a strong bond between us.

Now we could understand what the other needed with just a glance.

"By the way, do you have a specific place in mind to visit first?"

"I've made a rough plan. First, we'll go to the dwarves' village. It's the only place that's both friendly to us and where we can gather supplies for our journey."

There was also a village of yetis and snow women, but that wasn't a place to go for supplies.

It was solely a residential village, so there was no reason to visit except for lodging or getting a meal.

For that reason, we headed toward the dwarves' village.

"But why are we walking? Wouldn't it be easier to fly?"

"You're huge in your true form. Even with perception-blocking magic, your massive body would still seem out of place since your existence itself doesn't disappear."

"I can fly even in polymorphed form, you know?"

"In that form, you'd have to hold me while flying."

"Are you embarrassed?"

During the past ten months, Breeze's chest had grown more impressively.

She was showing off her watermelon-sized breasts to me, supporting them with her right arm.

The devilish smile designed to provoke embarrassment was just a bonus.

The words "Argh! You erotic dragon!" rose to the tip of my tongue, but I swallowed them back.

"It's more about safety. What if you get startled by something unexpected and drop me? Yikes!"

"That won't happen."

"There's no absolute guarantee."

"Are you saying you don't trust me?"

Looking displeased, Breeze put her hands on her waist and leaned her upper body forward.

Her chest came dangerously close, so I quickly pulled back and put up my palms as a barrier between us.

Seeing my hands blocking the space between us, Breeze frowned deeply.

She grabbed both my hands and tried to place them on her chest.

Watching this scene, I was shocked beyond belief and retreated into the shadows.

"W-what are you doing?!"

"...Ugh! Coward!"

"Coward? Anyone would be startled if something like that happened suddenly!"

"Some people might actually enjoy that situation."

"Ngh...!"

I couldn't argue with that.

To be honest, if Breeze had set the table like that, I would have taken more than just a bite.

In the future, we had been so close that there was almost nothing we hadn't done together.

But I couldn't do that now.

*The current Breeze isn't just unmarried—she's completely innocent.*

It was a thought that instantly made me feel like trash, but it wasn't wrong.

Breeze was destined to meet a human man who would truly love her.

The love between a human and a dragon would result in new life, and that fruit would be Rene.

But if I took Breeze's innocence, the future might change, and Rene might never be born.

*While I'm happy about her feelings, I can't accept them at face value...*

I couldn't be certain that Rene wouldn't be born from a relationship between Breeze and me.

However, I decided to avoid that possibility as much as possible.

Even with a different body, I wasn't mentally prepared to accept Rene as my daughter.

*If I had known this would happen, I should have asked Breeze more about her ex-husband before coming to the past...*

While I was regretting this, I heard Breeze's voice from outside the shadows.

"How long are you going to hide in there? I won't force you to fly, so come out now."

"Really?"

"You still don't trust me. I promise on my Dragon Heart."

"Well, if you put it that way."

I carefully crawled out of the shadows.

I wondered if Breeze would grab my arm and embrace me the moment I emerged.

Given her previous displays of affection, it wasn't impossible.

But contrary to my expectations, Breeze was walking far ahead of me.

"Geon-woo, idiot... moron...!"

Moreover, she was muttering insults about me under her breath.

In the past months, I had consistently maintained distance despite her endless affection.

That had been going on for 8-9 months now. It would be understandable if Breeze had grown tired of me.

*Yes, this is how it should be.*

If there was another man destined to love Breeze in the distant future, I would be an interference.

So this current distance between us was probably appropriate.

While nodding at the thought that this was for the best, I suddenly clutched my chest as my heart ached.

For some reason, imagining Breeze with another man didn't feel good at all.

*I suppose it's just my selfish desire to be with the current Breeze.*

I believed this feeling would become more familiar with time.

With that belief, I followed behind Breeze.

***

As soon as we arrived at the dwarves' village, we headed to the market.

Since we could handle meals through hunting and gathering, we only purchased basic seasonings.

Afterward, we bought several backup weapons from a nearby blacksmith.

While Bolmond's sword would likely never dull, I needed to prepare for the possibility of losing my weapon.

"Wouldn't it have been better to buy something of higher quality?"

"These are just backups. And you said that except for their king, there isn't much difference in skill among dwarves, so there shouldn't be any major quality issues."

"Why not ask the dwarf king directly?"

"I can't just bother a busy person and demand they make weapons for me."

Now that the dwarves had fully settled in their underground village, they were busy catching up on accumulated work.

Among them, the busiest was Bolmond, the king of the dwarves.

Previously, he had only crafted exceptional weapons, but now he also had leadership duties.

City administration, mine development guidance, weapon production, and more. Though there were dwarves in charge of each area, I'd heard they were short-staffed and working without rest.

I wasn't shameless enough to ask such a busy person to make backup weapons for me.

"We've bought seasonings and spices, secured backup weapons, so now..."

"How about going on a date, just the two of us, with our remaining time?"

"Sorry, I promised to treat some dwarves who helped us to drinks, so a date isn't possible."

"Oh... really?"

"Can we postpone the date until next time?"

"Yeah, if that's the reason, it can't be helped."

Her voice sounded completely deflated.

It gave me a similar feeling to when I had emerged from the shadows earlier, making me conscious of Breeze's mood.

I glanced sideways at her profile.

Her face was so expressionless it could be described as completely blank.

I almost wished she would complain about me like before.

The uncomfortable silence between us seemed to stretch on forever.

"Geon-woo! Did you leave the nest as soon as you heard my warning?"

"That's right. We emptied the nest completely so those guys would realize they made a wasted trip."

"Hahaha! Well done! Very well done! It's a shame we can't see the faces of the kingdom's knights when they arrive at the empty nest."

"Come on, don't risk getting caught by going to watch."

"Don't worry. I'm not stupid enough to jump into a fire pit."

I entered the familiar tavern with Muruan, who had been waiting for me.

It was a place filled with memories of laughing and having fun with Breeze.

But for some reason, Breeze's expression remained indifferent.

Even when the food and drinks arrived, she was the same. Instead of stuffing her cheeks like a squirrel as she usually did, she was picking at her food.

"Are you okay? Are you feeling sick somewhere?"

"No, it's just... well, I don't have much appetite today. Sorry, but would it be okay if I step outside for some fresh air?"

"Oh, sure. Go ahead."

Breeze stood up and left the tavern.

As I wistfully watched her retreating figure, Muruan suddenly spoke to me.

"Did you have a fight with Lady Mad Dragon?"

"No..."

"Hmm, if there's no problem, that's good. But if something's wrong, feel free to tell me anytime. I can at least listen to your concerns."

"Thanks, and I'm sorry. I feel like I've ruined the mood."

"No need to apologize. The atmosphere can be restored with just one toast!"

Muruan and I clinked our glasses and continued our drinking session.

Even as I engaged in entertaining conversation with him, thoughts of Breeze wouldn't leave my mind.

Is this really okay?

I still don't know.
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After stocking up on travel supplies from the dwarves, we left the village at dawn the next day.

The frigid air made my body shiver as it entered my lungs, but compared to the air at the snowy mountain peak, it was merely lukewarm.

"Looks like you don't have a hangover."

"That's because I drank water mixed with finely ground detoxifying herbs that grow in the east before sleeping."

"It's quite fascinating."

"What is?"

"That you're knowledgeable enough about eastern detoxifying herbs, yet know nothing about world affairs."

"As I've said before, I have no interest in things like wars."

"That's a lie. You actively intervened in the fight between dwarves and humans before."

"..."

I fell silent at Breeze's unexpected remark.

She was right—saying I had no interest in wars or conflicts was a lie.

Having come from the future, I know bits and pieces of trivia, but I know nothing about the current situation of this era.

If I had studied the history of what events occurred in this era and their outcomes, I could have been prepared.

I could only taste bitterness at my mistake of not delving deeper into the world's background after possessing this body.

"It's a secret that's difficult for you to tell me, right?"

"Yes."

"Then I'll wait. Until someday when you're ready to share your secret."

"Thanks for understanding."

Breeze gave a bitter smile, but unlike yesterday, I didn't sense any lingering attachment.

I wasn't sure if she had fully sorted out her feelings, but she seemed to be in a better mood, which put me at ease.

I also pondered over what had happened yesterday.

Just because she was destined to find another love didn't mean I had to reject her.

Rather, isn't love that proves itself by breaking through my resistance more valuable?

With that thought, I resolved not to cross the line but also not to distance myself too much from her.

"Where's our next destination?"

"I'm thinking of passing through the Elven Forest by following the Misty Valley."

I unfolded the map and pointed out our current location and the route with my finger.

Breeze rested her chin on my shoulder as she listened attentively to my explanation.

It was quite an intimate distance, but since I didn't move away, Breeze's expression seemed more relaxed.

"We're taking quite a detour, aren't we?"

"Even though I've cast a perception-hindering spell, the kingdom might have skilled mages who could detect us, so I want to use terrain that can hide us completely. Besides, the Elven Forest is a place humans can't freely enter."

"Such problems could be easily solved using Dragon Language."

"I think using Dragon Language for a mere perception-hindering spell would be excessive. Plus, we need to consider the possibility of asking directions from passersby."

"True, like that time when a passerby corrected our path after you made a mistake and took the wrong road."

"Ugh...! Don't poke at painful memories."

Even I, who had been traveling for several months, didn't always take the right path.

I usually preferred using carriages that followed established routes, so taking the wrong path was rare.

However, this time we were traveling on foot through less frequented paths to avoid the kingdom's knights, which caused difficulties.

We were fortunate to meet a hunter who helped us, but it remained a bitter memory.

"Anyway, you're saying we'll go through the Misty Valley to reach the Elven Forest?"

"Yes."

"...I've never seen them myself, but there are widespread rumors that elves are all beautiful. You're not going there because you want to see elves, are you?"

"Huh?"

Elves are beautiful?

I was taken aback because this differed from the image of elves I knew.

If one were describing elven muscles as beautiful, that might make sense, but when referring to their appearance, it was somewhat ambiguous.

It depends on the observer's perspective, but I personally think they don't look much different from humans, except for Marianne.

"Seeing your surprised reaction, my guess seems correct."

"You're wrong. I wasn't surprised because I wanted to see elves, but because I was dumbfounded hearing that elves are beautiful."

"You find rumors about elves absurd? Have you actually seen elves before?"

"I have. By my standards, they're not a race so beautiful that you'd be mesmerized. If I had to compare, you're much prettier than they are."

"R-really?"

When I expressed my honest opinion without any ulterior motives, the corners of Breeze's mouth began to twitch.

She was trying her hardest to suppress her smile, but her dimples betrayed her feelings.

Eventually, deciding she couldn't hold it in anymore, Breeze abruptly turned her head away to hide her expression.

If only she could have hidden her reddened earlobes with her hair, it would have been perfect.

"So... you think I'm prettier...?"

"Do you like being called pretty that much?"

"A-ahem! Any woman would naturally be happy to be called pretty! Besides, you're so stingy with compliments!"

"Sorry for being so frugal with praise."

"If you realize that, why not do it more often?"

"I can't—I'd be too embarrassed."

Our journey continued with such trivial chatter.

As we steadily headed south, we spent our days hunting in forests or eliminating bandits who tried to extort money from us.

At night, we either took turns keeping watch under the open sky or enjoyed comfortable nights in nearby villages.

Occasionally, we had to be wary of the kingdom's knights and carriages passing by, but not a single person recognized us.

By the time the knights' traffic began to decrease, we had already reached the vicinity of the Misty Valley and started using the detour.

"The entire valley really is covered in fog!"

"There's a reason it's called the Misty Valley."

"But with such thick fog, can we really find our way properly?"

"No problem."

Of course, that was a lie.

Finding the right path in fog so thick you couldn't see an inch ahead was impossible.

But there was a solution.

There were residents who managed to live properly in this harsh land.

The wolves of the Misty Valley.

I planned to reach the Elven Forest with the help of these wolves, who had received the blessing of the Fog God.

While wolves were unlikely to welcome humans from outside, I had a dragon—the strongest species—by my side.

I thought that if she made a sincere request, they might at least guide us through.

"Geon-woo, are we really going the right way?"

"Hmm, this is strange."

However, an unexpected problem arose.

We had been wandering through the fog but hadn't encountered any wolves or any other living creatures.

"Did wolves not live here during this period?"

Such a hypothesis made me momentarily anxious, but I strongly denied it.

According to the tales associated with the Misty Valley, the wolves had lived in this valley even before the Fog God designated it as his sacred domain.

The wolves decided to worship and follow the Fog God afterward, and currently, the valley was covered in fog.

They should have inevitably detected our scent and come to us, yet not a single wolf was in sight.

"Something seems terribly wrong."

"In what way?"

"This valley is home to numerous wolves. It's suspicious that not a single one has approached us."

"Should I try to clear the fog momentarily with my wings?"

"It won't work. This fog was created by a god's power. Even if you cast the strongest wind magic, the fog here won't disperse."

"Then what should we do?"

"We have no choice but to search for the wolves ourselves."

Fortunately, magic wasn't restricted, so detection magic worked perfectly.

I could read the surrounding terrain and detect the direction of life forms.

I gathered the mana flowing within me and expanded the scan range to its maximum.

After a thorough examination, I found only one direction in the entire valley where life forms could be sensed.

"The wolves seem to be gathered in their cave."

"Is that all?"

"Wait...! Among the wolf pack, there's one—a human mixed in, not a wolf."

"You mean there's a visitor who arrived before us?"

"It seems so."

The reason the wolves hadn't approached us might be related to the human I detected.

No, in the current situation, that must be the case.

There's a high possibility it's someone trying to sell the Misty Valley wolves at a high price.

I drew my sword and turned toward the cave where the wolves lived.

"What are you planning to do?"

"We need to find and help the wolves. Then they'll show us the way out of here."

"What? So you entered the fog without knowing the way out in the first place?"

"Haha... I was planning to get help from the valley's wolves from the beginning."

I had boasted confidently to trust me, but things didn't go as planned, and I ended up embarrassed.

It was my own doing, but I deliberately redirected my anger elsewhere.

The unidentified human who had cornered the wolves in one place and prevented them from leaving.

If not for them, things might have gone smoothly.

I would not forgive them if their intentions were malicious after hearing the situation.

"That's the cave."

"...I can definitely hear a lot of howling."

Keeeng-! Keeeeng-!

The moans of dozens of wolves could be heard from inside the cave.

Thinking they might be abusing or torturing the wolves, I quickened my pace.

Concealing my presence, I pressed my back against the wall at the cave entrance and cautiously peeked inside.

I needed to see what was happening inside.

"Oh! You've finally arrived. I've been waiting for you!"

I was shocked.

Was it because the human inside the cave detected me despite my concealed presence?

He was a powerful individual who had subdued the wolves of the Misty Valley. There were many ways he could have detected my presence even if I concealed it.

Was it because the cave was filled with wolf corpses?

No, that wasn't the case. The wolves were sprawled on the ground, but there was no blood splattered around.

Instead, there was sticky white fluid scattered everywhere, and the strong scent of night flowers permeated the air.

That scene was what shocked me.

"Ah! I forgot that this is an unsightly scene to show others!"

Snap!

As he snapped his fingers, a robe suddenly appeared in mid-air and wrapped around his body.

Next, a wide-brimmed hat descended onto his head, giving him a magician-like appearance.

"My name is Felix. I am the sage who will foresee your destiny!"

"Um..."

"Ah, don't mind them. While waiting for you, I merely indulged in carnal relations with the wolves, exercising my prowess after a long time."

I realized the secret behind the existence of Lycanthropes and erotic tales in the Misty Valley in the distant future.
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Felix.

He was a companion of the first hero and a sage of prophecy, the man who established the Academy that serves as the main stage of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

The Academy was named after him—Felix Academy—and he made great contributions to the kingdom by nurturing countless talented individuals.

He was a great figure who received praise and recognition from the public second only to the first hero.

...That's the popular setting, but I knew his hidden side.

*Though I never wanted to, I glimpsed many secrets in the dungeon he created.*

The true identity of the great sage was that of an extreme beast-lover who couldn't be satisfied with human women.

I learned this crucial secret through a letter he left for my future self.

Felix mated with Kpeterios, the strongest species that was scheduled to be extinct due to divine jealousy, and gave birth to Meryl.

Afterward, he created a dungeon to protect Meryl, who inherited Kpeterios's blood, so she wouldn't be exposed to the gods.

*It was a touching story revealing a father's love, but...*

There was a part that made me doubt my eyes.

The fact that he engaged in interspecies breeding with Kpeterios, who had no human-like features.

There was a possibility that Kpeterios, like dragons, could polymorph to mix bodies.

But there was no mention of such things at all, only praise about how magnificent Kpeterios's body was.

And coming back to the present, I shook my head as I watched him building rapport with the wolves of the Misty Valley.

*As I thought, this world was already broken long before I arrived.*

I ended up teaching snow-boarding to snow women and accidentally introducing insane funeral practices to the dwarves.

During that process, I suspected that I might actually be the culprit who ruined the world, but seeing Felix reassured me.

His sexual appetite wasn't broken because of me.

"You said you would read my fate?"

"That's right."

"Will you tell me about my future?"

"Unfortunately, I cannot tell you about the future. If I did, there's a high possibility the future would change. Instead, I'll help ensure that your predetermined future doesn't go down the wrong path."

Felix pointed his finger at my left chest and then opened his palm.

On the surface, it seemed like sexual harassment, but I interpreted his intention differently.

The spot his fingertip pointed to was exactly where my pocket watch was.

Realizing that Felix was asking for the watch, I reached into my pocket without hesitation.

"Keep that watch safe and place it where it needs to be when the time comes."

"Alright. But before that, may I ask one thing?"

"Ask anything."

"Could you explain what this pocket watch is?"

"...It's not a particularly pleasant story, but are you sure?"

"I don't want to move on without knowing anything."

I still don't understand by what principle I came to the past.

With my original body from my world, not Bern's body.

It's not that time-related elements never appeared in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

A prime example is Professor Veronica's research at Felix Academy.

Her research, which had made no progress, finally blossomed in the world ruined by Kang Jun-hyeok's failure, giving the protagonist a new opportunity.

The author described this as a miracle close to a handful in the midst of despair.

Even Veronica's research, which received such evaluation, only allowed going back in time by a month.

But the pocket watch I was holding took me to a world hundreds of years in the past and reconstructed my physical body based on my soul that had been in Bern's body.

Not an ordinary transfer, regression, or reincarnation, but an entirely new beginning.

That's why I absolutely wanted to know the identity of the pocket watch.

"This pocket watch was a relic of the first hero, my friend who has now passed away."

"The first hero's relic...?"

"In the past, during his journey to defeat the Demon King, he revealed the existence of this pocket watch to me when he was drunk."

The first hero, also called the Primordial Light bestowed by God.

On a continent oppressed by the invasion of demon tribes, he spread hope by demonstrating overwhelming power.

Even in endless suffering, people would shed tears when they saw the light of the holy sword raised by the hero.

That's how essential the power and symbolism of the first hero was to humanity.

"But the first hero wasn't strong from the beginning."

Even after drawing the holy sword, the first hero wasn't invincible.

Like Kang Jun-hyeok, he experienced failures and sometimes knelt before powerful enemies.

But the first hero never despaired because he had the pocket watch.

"The first hero said he used the power of the pocket watch whenever he faced irreversible failure. In other words, the hero I met had already gone through hundreds of regressions to become the complete hero."

"...Wait, is that possible? Can the pocket watch be used continuously without any restrictions?"

"Of course there were restrictions. Using the pocket watch required vast amounts of magical energy. It would be difficult to meet the conditions now, but back then, demons and magical beasts exuding magical energy were everywhere, so it was sufficient to satisfy the conditions. Moreover, the demons killed by the first hero would be revived due to the regression, so it could be used infinitely."

"So the first hero's strength wasn't in the holy sword but in the pocket watch."

If that's the case, couldn't I also become stronger if I could use the pocket watch infinitely?

Hesitation grew in my decision to hand over the watch.

Noticing this, Felix smiled bitterly and shook his head.

"The first hero certainly saved the world using the watch, but there was a price to pay."

"A price?"

"The first hero died prematurely despite his young age, and no one knew why he died except for rumors that God took the soul of the hero who had fulfilled his duty. But I alone know the reason."

"What's the reason?"

"His soul reached its limit after repeated regressions. At that time, we only lived about 30 years, but I estimate the hero lived for nearly thousands of years. Only the first hero would know the exact time..."

I understood why Felix was telling me this story now.

Even absolute power becomes poison if abused.

Though the bodies are different, my current self and the future Bern share the same soul.

If I keep using the pocket watch to become stronger, my soul will be worn out even when I return to the future.

Not wanting such a situation, I handed the watch to Felix.

Felix would surely set up the place and situation for my future self to use the watch according to the predetermined sequence.

"A wise choice. Is there anything else you'd like to ask?"

"Hmm, you said you can't tell me about the future, right?"

"If you can bear the calamity that would ensue, I won't stop you."

"Then I won't ask anymore. I still don't know much, but I'd like to experience it myself."

"I understand. I hope your fate doesn't head in the wrong direction."

I wanted to ask Felix more questions.

I wanted to hear everything about how my existence in this era would end and how I could return to the future.

However, for some reason, I felt that everything would fall apart the moment my curiosity was satisfied.

Until now, I had never felt scared meeting any enemy, but I was afraid that my existence would disappear.

So I couldn't bring myself to ask the questions. I could only turn away and leave, praying that my choice wasn't wrong.

"...Mad Dragon, could you spare me a moment?"

"Huh? Me?"

"I have something I earnestly want to tell you alone."

"Ah! If you're trying to seduce me, you'd better give up."

"Don't worry. I would never harbor ill intentions toward the Mad Dragon. If you don't believe me, I'll stake my mana on it."

Felix's last words were directed at me.

He was asking for my understanding as he wanted to have a private conversation with her.

I nodded and went outside the cave.

Though I felt relieved to be out, a part of me was anxious.

Surely he wouldn't reveal my identity to Breeze?

***

"Haah...!"

Crack-!

The campfire was brightly illuminating the surroundings, pushing back the darkness of night.

Breeze, who was on watch duty poking the campfire with a wooden stick, let out a sigh.

Behind her was a human male sleeping soundly; her worries were related to him.

*I still don't understand...*

After staring intently at the blazing campfire, Breeze took out the pocket watch from her bosom.

The watch that had been willingly handed over to Felix was now in her hands.

Like Geon-woo, Breeze had also heard the story behind the pocket watch.

An artifact that allows one to cross over to the past.

Felix had passed on to Breeze the watch that had helped create the legendary first hero.

Breeze recalled that moment.

"I hope you, Mad Dragon, will keep this watch."

"Huh? Why?"

"A time will come when you must choose your fate. You will determine your destiny through this pocket watch."

"I don't believe in any religion..."

"This isn't about religion. Just that someday, you'll find yourself needing this watch. When that time comes, you'll decide whether to use it or not."

"Are you saying a crisis might come to me that would warrant using the pocket watch?"

"That's open to interpretation."

"Unlike Geon-woo, I can't hold back when I'm curious. Is it better to use the watch or not?"

As if he had been waiting for that question, Felix smiled.

He answered without a moment's hesitation.

"It would be painful, but it's better not to use it. I can assure you that if you can endure the hardship, happiness will surely follow."

"Then I won't use it."

"Haha! If you've decided not to use it, come find me again with the pocket watch later. I'll set your fate right."

"Alright."

"Let me give you one last piece of advice before sending you back to his side."

"What is it?"

"Don't hesitate. For you, hesitation will be poison..."

That was the last conversation between Breeze and Felix, and she still didn't understand the meaning of his words.

What should she not hesitate about?

Was he telling her not to hesitate in making choices? If not, then...

Breeze quietly turned around to look at the sleeping Geon-woo.

She pressed her fist against her chest, which had started beating faster just from seeing his face.

The longer they spent time together, the more certain her feelings became.

It sounded like he was telling her not to hesitate in revealing her feelings.

*But...*

Breeze didn't know Geon-woo's heart.

She couldn't tell if he liked her, if he had someone else he liked, or what secrets he was keeping.

She thought that if she confessed her feelings, he might distance himself even more.

The only person who stayed by her side and became precious to her.

A future where she grew distant from him was the most terrible outcome for Breeze.

Naturally, from Breeze's perspective, she couldn't help but hesitate.

*But still...!*

She had been advised not to hesitate.

Breeze approached Geon-woo quietly, muffling even her footsteps.

She crouched in front of him and carefully bent down.

"Chu...!"

Breeze kissed the defenseless man's cheek.

An impulsive action done in the heat of the moment, followed by embarrassment that made her blush as she returned to her spot.

Even she didn't know if this was the right decision.

But she felt that if she didn't do at least this much, she would keep worrying and hesitating.

*Ah...! This is strange! Usually, I can have skinship without any problem, but now I'm incredibly embarrassed...!!*

While Breeze was silently screaming in shame as her whole body heated up,

The heart of the man who hadn't moved at the cheek kiss was beating frantically.

*I-Insane!*
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After spending a night in the Misty Valley.

Felix came to see us as we were preparing to leave early in the morning.

"We haven't known each other long, but it saddens me that you're already leaving."

"I'm sorry, but we have a long journey ahead of us."

"Indeed, if you're trying to reach the desert ruins while avoiding the kingdom's eyes, you'll need to move quickly, even by a single second."

"...So you knew everything all along."

"Of course! There's nothing that escapes me, the Sage of Future Sight. The only drawback is that I must constantly keep my lips sealed to avoid careless revelations."

"I wish I had the ability to see the future too."

"Hahaha! Don't say such things, even in jest."

Felix laughed heartily as he patted my shoulder.

But his laughter soon faded into a bitter smile.

"I consider Future Sight not a power but a curse. I mentioned I cannot reveal what I see, but there are many other restrictions as well. No matter what I do, I cannot escape inevitable futures like the death of loved ones."

"Ah..."

"In fact, I envy you for not knowing the future. So please, don't yearn for Future Sight."

"I understand."

"Thank you for your consideration."

Felix suddenly extended his hand to me.

Without hesitation, I grasped it and shook hands with him.

As I was about to let go and leave, Felix suddenly pulled my arm and bumped shoulders with me.

I was momentarily surprised by this modern-style greeting, then his measured voice reached my ears.

"Please take care of my precious daughter."

"What?!"

"And beware the foreign god's hound. The moment it discovers you, it will lunge to tear out your throat."

The same manner of speech as in the letter I found in Felix's dungeon.

The Felix of the past also knew that I was Bern.

Just how much does he know? Why had he been speaking to me differently until now? And what kind of creature is this foreign god's hound?

While I was fumbling for words with countless questions swirling in my mind, Felix stepped away from me.

With Breeze's ears now in range, the situation had become awkward for asking questions.

"I wish you good fortune on your journey. This one will guide you to the Elf Forest."

"Awoo~!"

"Wait a minute!"

A wolf stepped forward proudly at Felix's call.

It wagged its tail as if telling us to follow, then set off on its own.

In the end, I had to follow the wolf without getting answers to my questions.

As I found myself running alongside Breeze, memories of last night came flooding back.

*This is so damn awkward...!*

My head spun as Felix's words mixed with memories of last night.

If I could have conversed with Breeze, I might have felt a little more at ease.

But we followed the guiding wolf without exchanging a single word.

I pretended to be asleep during Breeze's surprise kiss, so I should be the one to speak first, but...

The moment I faced her, I felt like my expression would give away that I had been pretending to sleep.

While I was still deliberating what to do, Breeze's voice suddenly came from beside me.

"Um... hey!"

"Y-yes?"

"You said our next destination is the Elf Forest, right? I was wondering what you plan to do there..."

"Well, the Elf Forest is just a waypoint, so I don't have any major plans. I'd just like to see the Elf village and the World Tree if possible."

I wondered what the World Tree of the past was like and if the Saintess of the Great Earth Mother existed.

I wanted to confirm this even if it meant facing resistance from the elves.

It might also be related to Marianne's lineage.

"The fog is thinning."

"I guess we're finally leaving the Misty Valley."

The wolf that had been leading us naturally turned around and headed back the way we came.

The guidance ended here. It was showing through its actions that this was the edge of its territory.

From here, following the hill connected to the ravine would lead us to elven territory.

The terrain hadn't changed drastically, so finding our way was relatively easy.

"Wow! It's huge!"

"That tree we're looking at is probably the World Tree."

"Making a nest from the branches of the World Tree would be incredibly comfortable!"

"For that, we'd first need to wage war against the elves."

We were looking down at the forest panorama from the highlands.

Only the World Tree required us to look up, so it was no wonder Breeze was eyeing it.

However, considering that the World Tree's branches were rare materials on par with Orichalcum, the idea of building a nest from them was absolutely unthinkable.

"Let's finish sightseeing here and head down."

"Wait."

Breeze suddenly pushed me back and extended her arm forward.

In the blink of an eye, she was holding an arrow with a sharp tip in her hand.

An arrow that had flown silently.

Considering its trajectory, it had been precisely shot from the lowlands up to the ravine—a skill that could only belong to one race.

"Get out of our land! Humans!"

"The next shot won't be just a warning!"

Threatening voices came from various parts of the forest.

This was the result of forgetting to use perception-hindering magic after leaving the ravine.

I realized that elves were hostile to outsiders even in the past.

Well, it was natural in an era where nature was destroyed for land development and elves were viewed as commodities.

"They're certainly wary. Let's give up on visiting the village and go around the ridge instead."

"...I don't like this."

"Huh?"

"Shooting an arrow without warning."

"They said it was a warning shot."

"Warning? An arrow aimed at your right eye is just a warning?"

*Crack!*

Breeze broke the arrow shaft she was holding with one hand, her expression serious.

The mana around us began to scream, making my skin tingle.

This was what happened when Breeze was deeply displeased.

"You might be able to let this go lightly, but I can't."

"Then what do you want to do?"

"I'm going to pluck out the eyes of the elf who just shot that arrow."

The bustling forest immediately fell silent under Breeze's murderous intent.

No elf could resist Dragon Fear, the ability to instill absolute terror.

Only someone like Marianne, who had awakened the power of the Great Earth Mother, might stand a chance.

If the silence continued too long, Breeze's anger might demand lives instead of just eyes.

I reluctantly decided to mediate directly.

"Instead of that, how about making them kneel and apologize?"

"Why are you devaluing yourself? Your eyes aren't something that can be targeted for a mere apology."

"True. Physical harm isn't something that can be settled with just an apology."

"Then why...!"

"..."

I faced Breeze with my back to the forest so that only she could see my face.

I put my index finger to my lips, which were curved in a long smile, showing Breeze.

It was an indirect way of telling her that I had a plan and to trust me.

Though she looked displeased, Breeze withdrew the killing intent she had spread around.

She was respecting my wishes.

"Sigh! Fine, I'll spare their eyes. But they'd better come out right now instead of hiding."

Though her killing intent was withdrawn, Breeze's voice was still filled with anger as she addressed the elves in the forest.

They crawled up to the ravine one by one, trembling.

I had expected them to be half-dazed from Dragon Fear, but upon reaching the ravine, they bravely kept their bowstrings drawn, wary of us.

Watching the elves appear one after another, I briefly doubted my eyes.

*Is this for real?*

Seventy percent of the scouts were male, and not feminine men but sturdy young men.

The remaining thirty percent were female elves, all with uniformly slim figures.

They had no bulky muscles like rocks, only thin, wiry muscles.

*These... these are normal elves!*

I was extremely surprised but didn't show it.

In an era with little influence from foreign gods, it was natural that elven norms hadn't been reversed.

"Is this all of you?"

"Y-yes!"

"Then, whoever shot that arrow just now, step forward."

The elven scouts' arms trembled like aspen leaves at Breeze's low voice.

It wouldn't have been strange if they had released their bowstrings out of fear.

In such a situation, no elf came forward obediently.

Just as Breeze was frowning deeply at their continued refusal to come forward.

I stepped in and addressed the elves directly.

"Now, now, everyone calm down! First, let me assure you that we have no intention of harming any of you."

"W-who are you and why have you come to our forest?"

"We are merely wanderers trying to pass through the Elf Forest. We have no intention of causing trouble here."

"There have been wicked humans who speak like that while secretly kidnapping our kin...!"

"We have the power to subdue and take away all the elves here. Yet we chose to talk instead—I think you understand why without further explanation."

"Even so, we cannot trust you."

The stubborn elf was being difficult.

I had tried to resolve this peacefully, but they forced me to resort to tricks.

I identified a scout who was holding his bowstring precariously.

Then, I used electric magic to send a current through his hands without being detected.

"Ah, it stings!"

"Ugh! Aaaagh!"

The scout released his bowstring due to the static-like current.

Seizing that moment, I twisted my body to make the arrowhead lodge in my shoulder.

Then I fell to the ground, putting on a desperate act of being in pain.

Breeze, who had been watching this sequence of events, looked uncomfortable at first but quickly turned her glare toward the elves.

"T-this was an accident...!"

"First you aimed for his eye, and now you openly ambush him, and you're claiming it was an accident?"

"It's not an excuse—it really was an accident!"

"Oh? Then I suppose it wouldn't be a problem if I 'accidentally' killed a few of you here?"

"Ugh...! I'm sorry, I surrender as an apology."

The elves who had desperately tried to prevent us from entering their village.

All of them placed their bows on the ground, raised their hands above their shoulders, and submitted.

*They fell for it completely.*

I deliberately exposed my shoulder to the arrow, but thanks to body enhancement magic, the wound was shallow.

Nevertheless, as I continued to writhe in pain, the elves' faces grew pale.

"Urgh! Aagh!"

"...The leaves of the World Tree will heal your wound quickly. They're kept in the temple in our village, so we'll guide you there."

It seems they've never experienced self-harm blackmail before.

*All according to plan...!*

Ch.299 - 288. With The Dragon - 6
Thanks to my exaggerated whining and wailing, we were able to enter the Elf village.

All the elves except the scouts glared at us with extreme suspicion.

I hadn't expected a warm welcome, but their hostile gazes made it clear they would kill us at the first opportunity.

Each time this happened, Breeze would release her aura in annoyance, causing the hostile elves to faint.

"...Can't you contain that monstrous killing intent?"

"Argh! You guys keep provoking me! I might actually kill you for real!"

"Ahem!"

The elves probably recognized that Breeze was a being of a different caliber.

While elves are a race beloved by mana, dragons are monarchs capable of generating infinite mana.

Love versus dominance. Everyone understands who holds the authority to command mana without needing explanation.

The elves, rendered unable to manipulate mana by Breeze, naturally feared her.

*The village hasn't changed much.*

Elves traditionally build all structures from wood, so the village landscape remained identical to the future.

Only the building arrangements differed; otherwise, there were no significant changes.

The real changes were in the elves themselves. Men performed difficult, laborious tasks, while women focused on household duties and supporting their husbands.

These conventional gender roles seemed strangely unfamiliar when applied to elves.

"This is the temple for worshipping the Great Earth Mother and the World Tree. If you tell them that Kashedan, the exalted warrior of the forest, has granted the forest's blessing, the priest will gladly provide you with a leaf from the World Tree."

"Wouldn't it be better if you accompanied us?"

"No one except patients, priests, and temple guardians are allowed to enter the temple. Proud elves never break the rules. So receive your treatment with a reverent mind and leave, human."

"I understand. Then Breeze will have to stay here for a while—"

Crack!

Before I could finish speaking, Breeze grabbed her shoulder and tore off a piece of her flesh.

Fresh blood dripped at the temple entrance, shocking me and all the surrounding elves.

A being so powerful that no one would dare resist had suddenly harmed herself.

"As you can see, I'm a patient now too. So I can go inside, right?"

"W-wait a moment! Unlike that human, you deliberately injured yourself..."

"I can go inside... right?"

"...Permission granted."

Kashedan, the elf scout captain, nodded reluctantly, crushed by Breeze's intimidating aura despite her gentle smile.

Concerns arose among the scouts, but Kashedan silenced the commotion, saying he would take responsibility if anything happened.

He seemed to possess the leadership qualities befitting a captain.

"Let's go in now!"

"Was self-harm really necessary?"

"That's what I wanted to ask you. You deliberately got hit by an arrow to harm yourself. Did you think I wouldn't notice?"

"At least we both got into the village without bloodshed."

"We could have entered by revealing my true form and intimidating the elves."

"Don't do that. You're the Benevolent Mad Dragon that everyone looks up to, aren't you?"

In the future, nothing was known about the existence of "Yun Geon-woo."

It meant I was someone who would disappear from history without leaving any notable achievements.

Breeze was different. She maintained her reputation as the Benevolent Mad Dragon, receiving reverence and respect from countless people.

I didn't want her image to be tarnished because of me.

"I don't care at all how others see me."

"Breeze."

"I'd be satisfied just looking good in your eyes, so why do you keep saying such hurtful things?"

"Hurtful? I just didn't want to see your reputation damaged. I only want what's best for you..."

"Who asked you to worry about my reputation? It's just a hollow interpretation and evaluation others have made about me! Why are you forcing this reputation that means nothing to me?"

"..."

Because that was the correct future.

I had never heard stories about the Mad Dragon doing foolish things for a man of no value.

Yet the current Breeze was willing to do such things for me without hesitation.

Seeing this, numerous anxieties surfaced within me.

Was I the element ruining her and her future?

When I return to the future, would the Breeze I knew be gone?

In the worst case, would Rene not even be born in that future?

"Say something!"

"..."

I couldn't say anything.

I didn't know how a single word from me in this moment might alter the future.

I wanted to honestly reveal that I was from the future.

But I was certain that doing so would ruin the entire future. So I had no choice but to keep my mouth shut.

I finally understood the hardship Pelex had been experiencing.

"I'm sorry, but I can't tell you. It's not something you should worry about anyway. Besides, being well-regarded by the public isn't such a bad thing for you, is it?"

"Ha! Not something I should worry about? Do you know I've tried to understand you dozens of times? But I failed each time, unable to shake off the feeling of being strangely disconnected from you!"

I made a mistake. I had unconsciously uttered something insensitive.

As a result, Breeze's voice grew increasingly louder.

"Good public opinion? So what! Why should I care about that! I just want to know what you think of me! But you don't understand my feelings and keep talking about reputation. Would it be a problem for you if I were called an evil dragon by the public? I... I only need you, but were you with me just because I'm the Mad Dragon?"

"N-no, that's not it!"

"For the past 10 months, you've been seeing me as the 'Mad Dragon,' not as 'Breeze.'"

"No! That's really not true!"

"If it's not, then explain properly! You can't tell me, right? I can tell from your expression that you're hiding something from me. But unless you reveal that secret, I can never understand you. So if you really see me as Breeze, tell me. Let me know what's in your heart!!"

I felt like I was standing on the edge of a cliff.

Breeze's sincerity was crystal clear.

While she was revealing and pouring out everything to me without hiding anything, I was concealing my secret from her.

Was this right? Even though I knew in my mind that it wasn't, I couldn't bring myself to speak out of fear for the changed future.

After a long period of agonizing, I could only say one thing to Breeze, who was breathing heavily.

"...I'm sorry."

"...Fine, I understand."

A tear fell from Breeze's cheek as she turned her back.

Hiding her tears, Breeze left the temple.

I couldn't grab her arm as she left. I had no right to do so.

With my head bowed, I stared at my empty palm.

If I were Bern, I would have stopped Breeze from leaving.

I would have revealed my secret without caring about the future and acted as I pleased.

But every time I looked at my palm, so much weaker than Bern's, I felt shackled.

I am not Bern.

I'm just an ordinary human without the guts or strength to handle a changed future.

For someone like me, even having a connection with Breeze was close to a miracle.

"Haah...!"

"You seem troubled."

"Wah?!"

Startled by the voice from behind, I quickly turned and stepped back.

Surprisingly, an elf who looked similar to Marianne stood behind me.

She resembled her so closely that I would have believed she was Rosemary's twin sister.

"Hohoho, I'm sorry! I didn't mean to startle you."

"I-it's fine. But who are you?"

"Pardon my late introduction. I am the high priestess who serves the Great Earth Mother, also known as the Saintess of the World Tree. My name is Lavender. Pleased to meet you."

"Ah! I-it's an honor to meet the Saintess of this era!"

I hurriedly knelt on my right knee before the Saintess.

She waved her hands to stop me.

"Hoho, you don't need to be so formal."

"But I can't be casual with the Saintess."

"As I sensed from your earlier conversation, you're quite stubborn."

"Y-you were listening?"

"I apologize if that upset you. But the temple interior is so quiet that I could hear you two arguing."

"I-I'm sorry for causing a disturbance."

"It's fine. There's no rule against talking in the temple."

Lavender smiled enigmatically.

Though she shared Marianne's appearance and position as Saintess, she seemed to harbor a cunning nature that Marianne lacked.

She had a personality that made her difficult to deal with.

"By the way, is it alright not to stop that woman from leaving?"

"...Yes. I hurt her feelings, and if I had tried to stop her in that situation, I would have been a complete jerk."

"I see. Since I don't know the circumstances between you two, I shouldn't comment on your personal choices. But I do want to tell you this."

"I'll gladly accept your advice."

"Hoho, it's not cumbersome advice. I just wanted to express my personal preference—I prefer a jerk who takes immediate action over someone who hesitates."

It wasn't something one would expect from a Saintess's mouth.

Yet somehow, I felt an inner connection with Lavender.

"I-is that so."

"In society, they say to think twice before acting, not after. But there are times when emotions take precedence over reason, and people make mistakes. I don't think that's necessarily bad. Don't you think being emotionally honest makes one more human?"

"You might be right."

"So I don't think you need to be too disheartened. They say relationships formed after conflicts are stronger than those without any disputes."

"...Thank you. My mind feels clearer now."

"I only shared my subjective thoughts, so no thanks are necessary."

Despite Lavender's protest, I bowed my head deeply.

After properly expressing my gratitude, I hurried toward the temple exit.

"Really, stubborn until the end."

I heard her criticism as I left, but I didn't mind.

Thanks to her, I had gained insight.

I am not Bern. But the "me" who acted like Bern in the future was still me.

The "me" who preferred causing incidents and tried to take responsibility for my actions.

I acted according to my convictions and worked hard to ensure everything turned out well, didn't I?

If the future changes because of me, I can borrow the power of the pocket watch again to return to the past.

I was confident I could roll through the past thousands of times to create a perfect future.

That was my true self.

*Found her!*

I saw Breeze's slender back in the distance.

Though I was out of breath, I didn't care and ran toward her with all my might.

But the distance wouldn't close, so I decided to call out to stop her.

"Bree...!"

But my cry didn't reach her and was cut off midway.

Though I had resolved to tell her my secret and my feelings, my vision went dark before I could.

The last thing I remember before losing consciousness was the sight of a deformed monster emerging from a tree, its mouth wide open.

Ch.300 - 289. With The Dragon - 7
"Guk!"

As soon as my consciousness returned, my head was throbbing.

Just before being attacked by a sudden monster, I had barely managed to slip into the shadows and preserve my life.

But I hadn't completely avoided it. Part of the flesh on my right forearm had been torn off, and blood was flowing out.

At this rate, I might die from excessive blood loss.

I hurriedly took off my outer clothes and tied them around the wound for emergency treatment, but it was woefully inadequate.

"This hurts like hell...!"

I took off my undershirt too and tightly bound the area above the wound to stop the blood flow.

The bleeding slowed a bit, but if I left it like this, the tissue would become necrotic.

I needed to find another solution quickly.

It would be nice if I could reattach the torn flesh, but the monstrous creature had probably already swallowed it.

Cauterizing the wound with fire would be too risky.

The best method of stopping the bleeding available to me was...

"I guess only the World Tree leaf would work."

I had left the Elf Temple in a hurry while chasing after Breeze, without being able to gather any.

Clicking my tongue in regret, I slowly moved forward.

Fortunately, the monster that attacked me seemed unable to enter the shadows.

'What on earth was that thing?'

A quadrupedal monster without eyes.

Its mouth was split open all the way to its shoulders, it had teeth at the end of its thin tongue, and its endoskeleton protruded through its skin.

It was a deformed monster with features I had never seen before.

It was an incomprehensible being, one that shouldn't be understood, an alien existence that couldn't exist in this world.

There was only one such being.

'Is it something from... outer space?'

I had never seen any remnants related to outer space in the past.

I had firmly believed there would be no interference from outer space, but I was foolish.

There are no absolutes in this world, and the threat from outer space was always lurking nearby, waiting for an opportunity. Suddenly, Felix's warning came to mind.

[Beware the hounds of the outer gods.]

Drawing on modern trivia, I pondered and recalled a creature fitting the name "hound."

The Hound of Tindalos.

It wasn't actually a "dog" like what I saw, but the name came from its tenacious tracking characteristics.

It was a creature that freely traversed space and time, primarily feeding on space-time travelers.

In the past, I would have dismissed the existence of such monsters, but after seeing a Shoggoth like Liri, a Hound of Tindalos could certainly exist too.

In fact, I was a time traveler from the past, making me clear prey.

"Haha! I'm screwed."

Without Bern's specs that I had created, this was an opponent I could never defeat.

Another name for this outer space hound is "the mage's natural enemy."

Though it appears differently in various novels, it generally has the characteristic that magic doesn't work on it.

And right now, I was more specialized in magic than swordsmanship.

'This means I can't win even if I die trying...'

I managed to reach the temple from within the shadows.

The problem was that I felt I would be attacked by the hound as soon as I came out.

But as I stayed put, my right arm started to throb.

Above all, I needed to convey my feelings to Breeze as soon as possible.

"Whew! Alright!"

My current position was below the altar where the World Tree leaf was placed.

I carefully extended my left arm out of the shadow and reached for the World Tree leaf.

At that moment, goosebumps spread across my body and my senses heightened.

With a surge of anxiety, I grabbed the World Tree leaf and quickly pulled my arm back.

Simultaneously, the monster passed by with its mouth open where my left arm had been.

If I had been even a little slower, my arm would have been completely torn off.

Just imagining the failure made my whole body shudder.

"Ha, hahaha!"

Laughing hollowly, I wrapped the large World Tree leaf around my arm.

It felt hot like pouring alcohol on a wound, but also refreshingly cool around my arm.

Even with the World Tree leaf, the wound wouldn't regenerate immediately.

However, the bleeding seemed to have stopped already, so I relaxed a bit and looked at the situation outside the shadow.

"Kyaaaah!!"

An elf nun screamed and collapsed at the sudden appearance of the monster.

The Hound of Tindalos turned its face toward the source of the scream and stretched its mouth wide.

A pure killing intent, devoid of malice, was directed at the elf.

The hound's primary target was space-time travelers, but it seemed to also boldly hunt those who observed it.

"Grrrr...!"

"Hieek! P-please spare me!"

The Hound of Tindalos opened its mouth wide and pounced on the elf.

My body hadn't fully recovered yet, but I had no choice but to step out of the shadow.

I couldn't ignore someone who got involved because of me.

"Hey, you dog bastard! You should be after me until the end! Why are you targeting an innocent person!"

Kigigik-!

My sword clashed with the teeth on its tongue as we began a test of strength.

But disappointingly, my two feet on the ground began to slide backward.

This meant there was a clear difference in strength. Even though I belatedly applied physical enhancement to my body, I was still being pushed back.

At this rate, I would soon hit the wall.

I pulled back my arm that was pushing against it while simultaneously twisting my body to the side.

Using the hound's force to my advantage, I safely slipped to the right and swung my sword at its waist.

"Ugh! It's damn hard!"

Kaang-!

It felt like hitting iron ore with an egg, and I stepped back.

Meanwhile, the hound that had been pushed forward turned its body by kicking the ground with its hind legs.

Dripping with saliva close to acid, it looked ready to charge again.

"What's happening!"

"L-Lady Saintess...!"

Lavender and the guardian soldiers rushed in urgently upon hearing the nun's screams and battle sounds echoing through the quiet temple.

They gaped at the sight of me and the Hound of Tindalos facing off.

It was natural to be surprised seeing an unknown monster and a human fighting in the sacred place where the World Tree leaf was kept.

But the hound didn't seem to care about their agitation.

"Gruk!"

"Kyaaak!"

Without even looking back, the hound swung its tail, which resembled a four-edged sword, piercing a guardian's chest and extracting his heart.

After killing the elf in the blink of an eye, the hound chewed the heart that came with its tail using the teeth on its tongue.

The sight was so grotesque that I couldn't help but frown.

"Since it has no eyes, it's not using sight, but some other method to locate us, I guess?"

"Kkakakaka!"

With a mocking laugh, the hound swallowed the elf's heart and charged at me again.

I wanted to escape into the shadow, but behind me was the still trembling elf nun.

She was in a state of half-lost sanity due to the incomprehensible monster.

Even if I shouted at her to avoid, her legs would be too weak to properly escape.

"Stay calm...!"

As it charged, the hound spun its body once and swung its sharp tail like a whip.

I ducked as low as possible to avoid the tail.

When the hound raised both front legs to pounce, I grabbed the nun's waist and rolled to the right.

"What are the temple guardians doing standing around? Quickly take the nun away!"

"U-uaaah!"

Since the nun couldn't even properly control her body, I gave orders to the guardian soldiers.

I wasn't in a position to give orders, but given the situation, there was no one else to ask.

But the guardians, overwhelmed by fear, abandoned their duty and fled.

"I will protect her!"

"I'm counting on you!"

In this terrible situation, with my brow furrowed, Lavender the Saintess, the only one who remained, took and protected the nun.

Just as I was about to catch my breath, a sticky killing intent threatened me, not giving me even a moment to rest.

"Kut!"

Chang-!

At the same time, the hound's toothed tongue approached right in front of my face, and I barely parried it with my sword.

The hound shot its tail like a scorpion toward me as my posture faltered.

Judging it difficult to avoid, I used Blink, a short-distance spatial movement magic, to escape from the spot.

"Ugh...?!"

Half of my magical power vanished in an instant.

Blink was known for its considerable mana consumption, but not to the extent of losing half.

Nevertheless, the magical power within me was halved.

"N-no way...!"

As I frowned and looked at the hound, its flickering tongue was glowing blue.

Cold-type mana, rarely seen outside snowy mountains. I realized the hound had stolen my mana.

'Is it an ability that steals part of the user's mana when manifestation-type magic is used?'

The mage's natural enemy.

As I had feared, the hound here also possessed abilities befitting its nickname.

If I carelessly used my abilities, I would only make it stronger, so I had to fight with just my physical body and skills.

Even though it was an opponent that overwhelmingly outmatched me in strength.

"This is insane."

"Kigiek!"

Perhaps I would meet my death here.

I couldn't even convey my feelings to Breeze, but what could I do?

The opponent was unreasonably strong, and I was infinitely weak compared to the future Bern.

'...Alright, at least let me leave evidence that I was here.'

Determined to carve a large wound on the hound's body, I raised my sword.

One strike. I would end it with a single slash, pouring all my skill and strength into it.

With my eyes wide open, I charged at the Hound of Tindalos first.

Just as I was about to cut through its exoskeleton with a wide arc of my sword...

"Kigieet?!"

Kwang-!

A powerful explosion occurred from behind the temple wall, pushing back the Hound of Tindalos.

The hound was strongly embedded into the opposite wall, and my final slash cut through empty air.

'That was an attack with all my heart...'

In the awkward situation, I wanted to check the hound's condition, but I was more curious about the cause of the sudden explosion.

Looking at the wall where the explosion occurred, I saw a woman exhaling deeply behind the collapsed wall.

Snow-white hair with prominent horns, wings on her back, and a lizard-like tail were clearly visible.

"Breeze...? You came to help me!"

"No, I came to kill you?"

"...Huh?"

"After cooling my head and thinking slowly, I got angry. Me, a dragon and Mad Dragon, the strongest species, expressing affection saying I like you, and someone like you dares to make me cry?"

"Uh...um...."

"If I leave like this, this incident will remain a stain on my life forever? So I decided! Before it's too late, let's erase my stain from this world...!"

"......"

"Haha! Ahahaha!!"

Here was a novel where I was about to confess, but ended up in mortal danger from her instead.
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A life-or-death battle between me and the alien hunting hound. And then Breeze Sephiron suddenly burst in.

She broke through the wall and immediately declared she would kill me.

I had no idea how I should react to this.

Should I get down on my knees and beg for forgiveness right away? Or would it be better to confess my feelings at this moment?

I was deeply troubled, but neither seemed like a good option.

Kneeling would be too risky in the current situation where I didn't know how the hunting hound might react.

And a confession at this timing wouldn't feel sincere at all—it would just look like I was making excuses.

My future fate depended on how I handled this, so I couldn't act rashly.

"Are you going to maintain your silence this time too? Do you hate talking to me that much? I was at least going to listen to your last words."

"It's not that I don't want to talk to you."

"Really? You can't say anything else?"

"I truly mean it from the bottom of my heart."

"From your heart? Don't call something 'sincere' when you can't even prove it."

"What can I do to make you believe I'm sincere?"

"...Reveal all the secrets you've been hiding."

"Fine, I'll tell you everything. The truth is, I..."

"KREEEEEEK!"

I had resolved to tell Breeze everything, and was about to reveal without hesitation that I came from the future.

If only the Tindalos hunting hound hadn't lunged at me.

"What's with this ill-mannered bastard!"

Breeze, irritated at being interrupted at such a crucial moment, frowned and kicked the hunting hound in the side.

Despite having hardness that made steel swords feel like eggs, it was the hound's skeleton that shattered rather than Breeze's leg.

The Tindalos hunting hound staggered as it was thrown against the wall again.

The hunting hound that had seemed hopelessly strong when I faced it now looked like a newborn foal before Breeze.

It was a pitiful sight, trembling and barely able to stand on its legs.

There was a reason dragons were called the strongest species.

"Is it an elf's pet?"

"N-no."

"Then there's no problem if I kill it, right?"

Breeze spread her wings wide and accelerated with powerful wing beats.

She pulled back her fist, ready to deliver a powerful blow.

Sensing the mortal danger, the hunting hound fled into the wall.

More precisely, it escaped into the corner where the wall and floor met.

Breeze's fist ended up destroying part of the innocent temple floor and wall.

"Be careful. That thing can escape to another dimension or emerge from angular spaces."

"Well, that's an annoying ability!"

No sooner had she spoken than a sharp tail shot out from the corner between the ceiling and wall, aiming for Breeze's nape.

Before I could even shout a warning, she leaped up and rotated her body in mid-air.

Simultaneously, she grabbed the hunting hound's tail with the tip of her own tail and pulled hard.

The hunting hound was forcibly dragged out of the dimensional corner.

Breeze mercilessly drove her fist into its head.

CRUNCH!

Blue blood and brain matter splattered everywhere from the hunting hound's punctured head.

The Tindalos hunting hound, its head crushed like tofu, twitched its body except for the head.

"Done."

"G-good job."

"Never mind that, tell me the secret you were about to reveal."

"Yes, I'm from the future..."

"Holy Saintess! Are you alright?!"

This time, the elf scouts who had been waiting outside and the guard who had fled earlier rushed into the temple.

My important announcement was interrupted again.

I could understand the situation, but Breeze seemed to have reached her limit of patience, as veins visibly popped on her forehead.

The quick-witted Lavender Saintess urgently tried to calm the elves down, telling them to stay put, but they paid no attention.

"So you did have evil intentions, human!"

"You were planning to steal the temple's sacred artifact!"

"We won't let you get away with this!"

Broadly speaking, it was my fault.

My presence had attracted the Tindalos hunting hound, and innocent elves had been sacrificed.

But Breeze was different. She had eliminated the threat by taking down the monster that endangered both me and the elves.

Instead of receiving praise or thanks, she was being threatened by the elves.

Even the guard who had directly witnessed losing his comrade to the hunting hound was keeping his mouth shut.

"Saintess, come this way! These rogues were trying to steal the sacred artifact, and you might be their next target!"

"Wait a moment! They're not that kind of people!"

"Take the Saintess to safety!"

"I'm telling you, you're misunderstanding the situation!!"

The Lavender Saintess thoroughly defended us even as she was forcibly escorted away, but not a single person listened to her.

The elves' personalities were the same no matter where you went.

"You villains who have disturbed the temple, we elves tried to bestow the boundless mercy of the Great Earth Mother, but you kicked away our mercy and even mocked us."

"This is hard to believe, but it's a misunderstanding. How about setting aside your anger and resolving this through dialogue?"

"Silence! Do you find it so amusing to mock us? We're done playing along with your tune! Everyone, draw your weapons!"

"But it's the truth..."

I didn't mind the elves showing hostility toward me.

I was an unwelcome guest from the beginning.

The real problem was elsewhere. Breeze was twisting her lips, furrowing her brow severely, and smiling.

I couldn't gauge when her anger, which had already used up the character for "patience" at least five times over, would explode.

She had already returned furious about my actions.

And now, just when she finally had the chance to hear my true feelings, third parties kept interfering.

It was admirable that she was still holding back, when she could have massacred everyone without it being strange at all.

"And to summon such a hideous monster in our sacred temple!"

"Ah! Don't get close to that thing...!"

"Huh?!"

The elf approaching the hunting hound suddenly had its leg ensnared by the creature's tail.

The hunting hound opened its mouth wide, extending a tongue lined with teeth, instantly turning the captured elf into prey.

"AAAAGH!"

CRUNCH! CRUNCH!

The hunting hound began to devour the elf whole, and the elf's screams continuously echoed from inside its mouth.

"What are you standing around for?!"

All the elves were frozen in shock at the sudden turn of events.

"You idiots!"

I tried to stab my sword into the hole Breeze had made in its head.

However, the Tindalos hunting hound had completely regenerated the hole in its head as if it had never existed.

It had finished regenerating using the elf it had just consumed.

Fortunately, it seemed not to have recovered completely, as it pushed me away and returned to the dimensional space in the corner.

"Did it escape...?"

Things had become troublesome.

The hunting hound that had come to devour me had gotten away.

We had barely driven it to the brink of death, but the elves' interference had rendered our efforts futile.

It was an extremely unsatisfying and unpleasant outcome, but at least I had mostly finished analyzing the hunting hound's abilities, so I could thoroughly prepare for next time.

That was my conclusion, but the elves seemed intent on dragging this issue out.

"Y-you! How dare you bring such a dangerous magical beast into our temple! Are you in your right mind?"

"And didn't you deliberately let it escape at the end?"

"Damn it! Arkis, who was about to be married, was eaten by that beast!"

At first, I had nothing to say in my defense.

It was clearly my fault for bringing the hunting hound here.

But were the subsequent accidents my responsibility?

This was a clear misunderstanding. Let me explain step by step. I warned them numerous times not to get close to the hunting hound.

But these elf bastards wouldn't listen even if you shouted in their rear ends.

If they had at least listened to the Lavender Saintess, this wouldn't have happened.

"Haah...!"

"You're sighing?"

"Human! The crime of killing our kin will not end lightly!"

"Then I guess it's fine if I kill a few more?"

"Kugh! What are you doing...! Kuhek!"

I kicked the legs out from under the nearest elf, knocking him to the ground.

Drawing my scabbard, I struck the fallen elf's solar plexus to silence him.

Next, I hit the one behind him on the temple with the back of my blade, then kicked a stone on the ground with all my might.

The stone flew straight and hit another elf between the eyes, knocking him down.

"N-now you show your true colors!"

"I'll give you what you want."

Arrows flew from between the elf warriors guarding the front.

I raised a stone wall with earth magic to prevent them from reaching me.

As soon as my defense ended, I collapsed the wall and shot all the resulting stone fragments at the elves.

I deliberately avoided vital points, so no elves died from the stone barrage.

"But it's going to hurt like hell!"

I personally took down the warriors who were admirably deflecting the stones, with fists full of pent-up emotions.

I'm not afraid of future consequences. These elves are highly likely to become evil in the future.

I'm just eliminating them on behalf of elves, for the benefit of elf society.

"Urgh...!"

"Ah! That feels better now!"

While I was happily smiling and wiping the sweat from my forehead,

I felt someone tapping my shoulder.

When I turned around, there was Breeze, tapping the floor with one foot, looking displeased.

Judging by her expression, which had softened from looking like she was about to kill the elves, she seemed to have gotten some vicarious satisfaction from me beating up the elves myself.

"Don't you have something to tell me?"

"I do. Quite a lot, but I don't think I can tell you everything."

"What? You said you'd tell me everything earlier!"

"I've changed my mind a bit."

The Tindalos hunting hound appeared when I resolved to reveal my secret to Breeze.

And just before I was about to speak the secret, the hunting hound rushed at me as if trying to stop me.

It seemed it couldn't allow me to tell someone from the past about the future.

So I reversed my decision and decided to keep quiet about coming from the future for now.

"Tsk!"

"But there is one thing I can tell you right now."

"You're just going to make excuses again..."

"I love you as much as you love me."

"..."

Breeze, who had been wearing a blank expression, opened her eyes wide at my words.

Then she narrowed her eyes slightly and began to glare at me with suspicion.

"I still can't believe you..."

"Can't be helped. Then I'll make you believe."

I pulled her waist close and stole her lips.

No more hesitation. Even if Breeze had a husband elsewhere, I wouldn't care.

Both her past self and her future self are mine. Even if I became the Blonde-haired Hunk that I so despised, I would never give her to another man.

With rising possessiveness, I embraced her even more tightly.

"How about now? Can you believe me now?"

"Haah...! No, it's not enough. I need to know more about your feelings!"

Though we had only been apart for a moment, Breeze's lips approached aggressively, as if unsatisfied.

What started as a simple kiss with our lips touching gradually changed into something sticky and sinful as we indulged in each other, our saliva connecting like threads.

And so, for a long time, we confirmed our feelings for each other through kisses.
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"...While our elves are entirely at fault for this incident, given the nature of this place, I would appreciate if you could show some restraint."

"I-I'm sorry."

The situation temporarily calmed down after the Hound of Tindalos fled and the aggressive elves were subdued.

However, the two lovers, unable to contain their heightened emotions, had pressed their lips together over the unconscious elves, prompting Lavender, who had returned to the scene belatedly, to voice her disapproval.

While Yun Geon-woo blushed at the thought of how they must have appeared in the Saintess's eyes, Breeze was grinning without showing the slightest hint of embarrassment.

If anything, she felt slightly disappointed—had it not been for the Saintess's interruption, they could have gone further.

Though regrettable, there was no need to rush.

*Hehe, Geon-woo confessed to me! It's not a dream, I really heard him say he loves me...! Ah, I'm so happy! So, so happy!*

Clinging tightly to his side with her arm linked through his, Breeze carefully rubbed her horn against Geon-woo's arm.

This was typical dragon behavior when finding their most valuable treasure.

The Mad Dragon, who hadn't extended her horns since fortunately obtaining Orichalcum fifty years ago, had now updated her greatest treasure.

"First, may I summarize the situation based on what we just heard?"

"Yes."

"Currently, a vicious magical beast is roaming the Elf Forest, and Geon-woo is both the first witness and victim, correct?"

"That's right."

"The beast is called the Hound of Tindalos. It traverses space-time through corners and has the ability to steal large amounts of mana from users of manifestation-type magic. Is that accurate?"

"That's precisely correct, down to the last detail."

"It possesses abilities that are indescribably complex..."

That's because it was born in another world.

It would be laughable to expect this world's common sense to apply to such a being.

Still, it was fortunate that Breeze, being a dragon, could adequately handle it.

"Don't worry too much. If it appears again, I'll pulverize it just like before!"

"I appreciate the sentiment, but we need to prepare since it could attack anywhere, anytime."

"You'll be fine if you stay by my side forever."

"What about my privacy?"

"Do we who are practically one body need such a thing?"

Breeze's gaze as she looked up at him was unusually intense.

Faced with that questioning look that made it difficult to respond, Geon-woo could only remain silent.

In the past, Breeze would have pressed him further, refusing to accept his silence.

Now, she simply brought her face close to his chest and smiled coldly.

She had previously engraved a magical mark on his heart, and while kissing him, she had slipped in a part of her Dragon Heart.

Though they hadn't yet held a wedding ceremony, she was convinced they were essentially married, and she pressed herself even closer to him.

"Still, there might be unavoidable moments when we have to be apart, right? So let's establish a plan of action for when we're separated."

"You're really impossible. Well, it probably won't come after me specifically, so I'll try my best to stay by your side!"

Though the Hound of Tindalos had launched a surprise attack, Breeze had easily thwarted it.

Moreover, it was highly unlikely that it would challenge someone who had nearly killed it with her bare hands.

The person who needed to be most cautious was naturally Geon-woo, but the hound's fangs were actually directed elsewhere.

"Saintess...!"

An elf nun entered the reception room with an urgent voice.

Noticing there were others present besides the Saintess, she quietly approached Lavender and whispered softly.

"Several elves from the village have disappeared?"

"Eek?! H-how did you hear that?"

"I could hear everything."

For a dragon whose senses transcended ordinary perception, there was no such thing as a monologue or whisper that couldn't be heard.

However, it was impolite to eavesdrop on others' conversations and then repeat what was heard.

"Out!"

Thwack-!

Geon-woo brought his finger to Breeze's forehead and lightly flicked it.

Though a mere flick couldn't cause pain to a dragon, Breeze was freshly shocked by the fact that her beloved had struck her.

"What you just did was wrong."

"Why?"

"There are times in life when you should keep quiet about things you've overheard. They were whispering so we wouldn't hear, and you shouldn't casually reveal what you heard."

"I-I see. I'm sorry! I'll pretend I didn't hear anything!"

There was no malice in her actions—just a lack of social experience and pure innocence.

Geon-woo resolved to instill some common sense in Breeze later and changed the subject.

"I apologize on her behalf."

"It's fine. More urgent is the disappearance of the elves. Since you two have been staying at the temple the whole time, the culprit must be..."

"The Hound of Tindalos is highly likely. The creature, which was on the brink of death, regenerated its tissues by consuming an elf. However, the injuries were too severe to be fully healed by just one elf, so it's probably hunting other elves to improve its condition."

"Yes. But it might be premature to definitively blame the hound. Most disappearances in the forest have been the work of humans seeking slaves."

"...As a human myself, I'm ashamed."

"No need to apologize. The wrongdoing was committed by other humans. Just as I don't apologize for the injustices committed by our warriors."

Lavender lowered her voice, revealing a quiet anger.

Even as a merciful Saintess, she couldn't easily overlook the disgraceful actions of her kin.

She couldn't put a positive spin on their behavior; had there been no guests present, harsh words might have escaped the Saintess's lips.

"Oh! By the way, the elves who tried to harm you have all been thrown into the punishment room, so you probably won't see their faces until you leave the forest."

"Um... thank you for your consideration?"

"Hehe, don't mention it! Anyway, our conversation has strayed again. Let's return to the main topic and assume the disappearances are the work of the hound, while keeping in mind the possibility of human involvement."

"Agreed."

"And before discussing our course of action, may I ask one thing?"

"Of course."

"If it's not too presumptuous, could you help us elves?"

Lavender placed her hand on her chest and bowed forward.

As she bent down, her rather substantial chest swayed with gravity.

Watching this, the man's cheeks took on a faint blush, which Breeze immediately noticed, causing her to puff up her cheeks in jealousy.

The jealous Mad Dragon wrapped her arms around Geon-woo's head and pulled it against her own chest.

Dragged without understanding why, Geon-woo found his face pressed against the soft sensation of her chest.

"Mmph...!"

"No getting excited over other women. And when it comes to size, I'm not lacking either!"

"My goodness! I seem to have unintentionally provoked your lover's jealousy."

What might have been a pleasant chest hold became more like a joint lock when the dragon's strength was applied.

It was nearly suffocating, forcing Geon-woo to desperately tap Breeze's arm before he choked.

After barely escaping, he took deep breaths while trying to appease his jealous lover.

"Ugh...! W-well, regarding your request, I can't give you a definitive answer right now, but I'll consider it positively."

"Is that true?"

"Yes, because after it finishes hunting elves, it might target us next. It's better to eliminate a potential threat quickly."

"I see. Whatever your reasons, I sincerely thank you for making this difficult decision."

"It's mutual assistance."

Broadly speaking, Geon-woo was the original cause, and the elves were merely caught up in it.

Unable to reveal this fact, he acted magnanimously, which made him feel guilty.

"So what are you planning to do now?"

"In my case, I can rest easy knowing you'll protect me, but the other elves are the problem."

"All those who have disappeared so far were presumably acting alone. Wouldn't it be sufficient to ensure no one travels alone?"

"That's not enough. Among the villagers are young elves and elderly ones. It's difficult to consider them as combat-ready."

"Then how about gathering all the elves in the temple?"

"I can't say that's a good idea, even as a platitude. If the hound enters a crowd, the scene would become too chaotic to handle properly."

Lavender voiced the countermeasures that came to mind, and Geon-woo rejected her alternatives with practical responses.

They continued their conversation for a long time, but without finding a suitable solution, the sun was already setting.

"Saintess, it's time for you to prepare and leave."

"Oh my, is it that time already? I'm sorry, but it's almost time for the regular service, so I must go."

"That's good timing. It doesn't seem like we'll come up with a better plan even if we rack our brains further, so it's better to adjourn for today."

"Indeed. Then I'll provide you with an empty house in the village to stay in, and tomorrow morning I'll send someone from the temple there. How does that sound?"

"That would be perfect."

As the time for parting arrived and Geon-woo left the temple, fatigue overwhelmed him.

The incident at the entrance to the Elf Forest, the emotional battle with Breeze, the attack of the Hound of Tindalos, and the strategy meeting—it was impossible not to be tired after all this.

"...You sleep so soundly."

A soft breathing sound came from behind Geon-woo.

Breeze, exhausted during the meeting, had fallen into a deep sleep.

Unable to leave her behind, Geon-woo carried her on his back and entered the empty house Lavender had directed them to.

*It seems like someone was living here until yesterday.*

The cleanliness was impeccable, without a speck of dust.

Admiring the simple yet neat interior structure, Geon-woo gently laid Breeze on the bed.

Having successfully completed his final task, he sat on the edge of the bed and exhaled deeply.

His eyes fell on a wooden sofa that looked very hard, but there was nowhere else suitable to sleep.

"Huh?"

Just as Geon-woo was about to get up, he felt a gentle tug on his sleeve.

Turning his head, he saw Breeze with her eyes slightly open, smiling broadly.

"Let's sleep together."

"The bed is too narrow for both of us, isn't it?"

"We can sleep in each other's arms!"

"I have terrible sleeping habits."

"That's fine."

"You might regret it later?"

"I won't. I love you, even with those habits."

Breeze's final words, overflowing with affection, melted Geon-woo's heart warmly.

It was a feeling he hadn't experienced in a long time since coming to the past.

Reminded of the feeling of being loved by someone, he gently lay down beside Breeze.

The two lay facing each other.

Without either taking the initiative, they simultaneously pressed their lips together, sharing their love.

The night in the quiet Elf Forest passed with tender feelings.
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I heard a loud voice reporting, "Last night, over twenty people went missing. According to survivors who barely escaped, strange-looking monsters suddenly appeared and attacked them."

"Hmm..."

"This is serious."

Overnight, there had been a massive surge in victims claimed by the Hounds of Tindalos.

Fortunately, I remained safe thanks to Breeze watching over me. Though if I had slept on the sofa instead of sharing the bed with her, I couldn't guarantee I'd still be alive.

"The biggest problem is something else."

The Elf Priest, who had been giving the report, suddenly started glancing at me nervously.

Anyone could see he was gauging my reaction.

I nodded, signaling him to continue his report.

"The villagers suspect humans are behind these disappearances. Specifically, they're pointing to the two of you who entered our village yesterday."

This was what I had expected.

Until yesterday morning, the Elf Forest had been quiet and peaceful. Then Breeze and I arrived, and simultaneously, the Hounds of Tindalos began rampaging through the forest.

Wasn't the timing suspiciously perfect?

Even if we weren't the hounds' masters, it was easy to assume they had come looking for us.

"I'm sorry. I'll personally convince the villagers..."

"No, it's fine. Even if you try to persuade them, Saintess, they won't completely abandon their suspicions."

"Then what do you plan to do? At this rate, the other elves might confront you directly."

"The answer is simple. We hunt the hounds before the day ends."

We could just leave the Elf Forest and be done with it.

But I couldn't be certain the hunting would stop once we left.

Since the hounds had come to devour me, it was better to eliminate them before departing.

That would also put my mind at ease.

"Do you have a way to lure out these beasts that could appear anywhere, anytime?"

"I can't say with absolute certainty, but I believe they will definitely come."

"Alright. I'll deploy our warriors according to your method."

"Are you sure? Do you trust us that much?"

"I don't have better options. The memories of the attacked elves are too vague to extract useful information, while you two have faced these beasts and even defeated one. Based on my experience, trusting and following you is the most rational choice in our current situation. Am I wrong?"

"...No, your words are wise."

Though she didn't mention it directly, I could infer the main reason from how Lavender Saintess kept glancing at Breeze.

When Breeze first burst into the temple, she hadn't concealed her horns, wings, and tail.

She remained that way until she knocked down the Hound of Tindalos, only hiding these features when the guards arrived.

Therefore, the Lavender Saintess at least knew that Breeze wasn't human but a dragon.

In other words, her trust was based on Breeze being a Mad Dragon.

"Then we'll deploy immediately."

"What? You haven't explained your plan yet!"

"I'm not sure we need a separate plan."

"That's right! With me here, who needs a plan! We'll wrap this up quickly so Geon-woo and I can spend some quality time together!"

"For that reason, the two of us will handle the hound. Still, it would be good to have minimal forces deployed just in case."

"Are you sure? If the elf warriors act irresponsibly like yesterday..."

"I believe the Saintess will control them admirably."

"...Hehe, indeed. I'll live up to that trust."

And so the operation to eliminate the Hound of Tindalos began.

***

In the dense Elf Forest, there was one wide-open clearing.

Originally used for lighting fires or holding festivals, it was a convenient battleground for outsiders like Breeze and me.

Moreover, we cleared away all visible objects since the Hound of Tindalos shouldn't have anywhere to escape to.

"Preparations seem complete."

"Now we just need to lure the hound here."

"But how are you planning to call that cunning bastard?"

"It's simple."

If my hypothesis was correct, the hounds appeared when someone tried to reveal future events to people in the past.

When I decided to confide in Breeze, and when I actually spoke about it, the hound charged at me in fury.

If it wasn't coincidence, the same would likely happen again.

"Is it okay to start?"

"Yes! I'm ready. Though there's not much to prepare."

"Really? Then in the future, our lovely daughter..."

That's when it happened.

From between the stones we had placed and the ground, a Hound of Tindalos thrust its hideous head out and emerged.

As if proving my hypothesis correct, the hound attacked just as I tried to reveal the future to Breeze.

"Go, Breeze!"

"That sounded oddly commanding?"

Despite pouting, Breeze kicked away the hound as it lunged at me.

Not stopping there, she pursued the retreating hound and threw a punch at its face.

I heard bones crumbling, but the hound turned its head before Breeze's fist connected fully, resulting in only partial collapse of its face.

The Mad Dragon maintained overwhelming superiority, but this wasn't an opponent to be taken lightly.

I estimated the fight would be decided in about five minutes.

"Ah...! Look out!"

"Huh?"

*Rustle*

Following the Lavender Saintess's cry, I heard a sound from the bushes behind me.

When I turned, another Hound of Tindalos was charging at me with its mouth wide open—the same one that should have been fighting Breeze.

"There was another one...!"

I quickly drew my sword from my waist to counter.

Leaning to the left, I deflected its sharp teeth with a reverse grip on my sword.

With my empty left hand, I drew a prepared dagger and stabbed it into the hound's waist.

Even though the blade pierced its skin, the hound showed no reaction.

The dagger barely qualified as a wound.

"Geon-woo!"

"I'm fine! I'll try to buy time. Finish that one first and come help!"

"...Alright!"

Her voice was reluctant, but she knew this was the best approach in our current situation, so she grudgingly agreed.

"I don't know which one we fought yesterday, but things will be different today."

The hound was the natural enemy of mages—using magic would only drain my mana.

I had to face it with pure strength rather than magic, but circumstances had changed.

Yesterday, I received part of Breeze's Dragon Heart.

Though it was just a portion and couldn't generate infinite mana, it allowed me perfect control over my mana.

"First, let's fight where you can't run freely."

To create a battlefield familiar to me, I turned the surrounding area into an ice rink.

As I cast the spell, the Hound of Tindalos stretched its mouth into a long grin, causing a massive drain of mana from my body.

I tapped my heart to awaken the Dragon Heart and completely blocked the flow of mana.

"You shouldn't expect things to go like yesterday."

I slid forward on the ice, pushing off with my feet.

Once, through my contract with Prihart, I gained insights that allowed me to break through barriers.

Beyond high-level magic, I was infused with knowledge about ice manipulation techniques and properties that helped me transcend my limits.

Since this enlightenment wasn't achieved through my own efforts, I was initially quite inadequate.

However, as time passed, I grew more accustomed to ice, and that remained unchanged.

Ice magic might be too much for Bern's body, but at least I wouldn't slip on the ice.

"What's wrong? Are you staggering?"

I reached the opponent without much effort, sliding along the ice grain.

Meanwhile, the Hound of Tindalos was struggling to maintain balance, unable to properly control its body.

It swung its tail and tongue at me as I approached, but its movements were sluggish in an environment where the slightest misstep could cause a fall.

I easily dodged and grabbed the hound's tongue while dashing forward, avoiding the tail that had been aiming for my ankle.

"Ugh!"

Sharp protrusions emerged from the tongue I was holding, piercing my palm.

However, it was just a minor injury that made me wince.

If anything, it helped keep my hand fixed to the tongue, making it easier to cut off the hound's tongue.

"Keeeeek!!"

"Ugh...! Disgusting."

I dropped the cleanly severed tongue to the ground and stomped on it.

I shook off the sticky saliva and bright red blood from my hand.

I didn't try to stop the bleeding, concerned there might be poison in the saliva.

"You're not the only one in pain! I'm hurting too, you bastard!"

I rushed at the hound again, pulling my sword back.

I activated the body enhancement magic inscribed on my arm to cleave its face in two.

Unfortunately, my strike, which cut through the air, didn't connect.

"Tch!"

Judging the ice to be unfavorable, the hound jumped up to avoid my slash.

Then, spinning once in midair, it brought down its tail.

I quickly blocked with my sword held horizontally in reverse grip, but the powerful pressure cracked the ice beneath me.

My arm muscles screamed in protest, and my legs began to tremble.

If not for the dwarf-made sword, half my body might have been sliced along with the blade.

*This is too much for me alone...!*

Even with an environment favorable to me, the gap between the hound and me hadn't narrowed significantly.

Though I could use magic, constantly having to hold back the escaping magical power was quite cumbersome.

I was about to acknowledge my inadequacy and try a new approach when—

"Uoooooh!!"

The hound that landed on the ice once again focused on maintaining its balance.

Seizing that opportunity, I drove my sword forcefully into its front leg.

After piercing through the leg and into the ground, I released the sword and tightly embraced the hound's sharp tail.

"Saintess! Please finish it off!"

"What?"

"I'm holding it down, hurry!!"

As the hound moved its tail, the blade part began cutting into my skin.

Nevertheless, I used all my strength to restrain the hound while shouting toward the forest where Lavender Saintess and the elf warriors were hiding.

This was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to land a decisive blow on the creature, immobilized by the sword in its leg and my grip.

Contrary to my expectations, however, the elf warriors were hesitating.

Reluctant to approach the ferocious-looking hound, they seemed to be passing the responsibility for the final blow to others.

"What are you doing?! Someone, anyone, finish it off now!"

"Ugh...!"

But no one answered my call.

Meanwhile, the tail's blade was cutting deeper into my flesh, staining the ground red.

Should I let go? Abandon this opportunity that might never come again?

As anger rose to my head at the elves' pathetic behavior—

"Hold on just a little longer!"

Lavender Saintess burst from the bushes and charged forward.

She was holding a spear in both hands, perhaps taken from a nearby elf warrior.

Seeing her, I gripped the tail with all my might.

The pain was excruciating enough to make me want to scream, but I clenched my teeth and endured.

After all, the one who should scream first was the Hound of Tindalos, not me.

"Keeeeeeek!!"

A shriek so loud it hurt my ears rang out.

Releasing the tail, I quickly moved away.

The hound, with its neck pierced by the Lavender Saintess's spear, began writhing in agony.

Its tongue, the only means to remove the spear, had been cut off by me, and to make matters worse, it lost balance and slipped.

The more it struggled, the deeper the spear blade dug into its neck.

Finally, the movements of the screaming, thrashing hound subsided.

"Haa...! Haa...! G-good work."

"Ah..."

"Saintess?"

The Lavender Saintess stared intently at her palms, which had thrust the spear into the hound.

She was trembling, her lips twisted.

Was she feeling guilty about killing for the first time?

"I-I'm sorry for asking you to finish it off, Saintess..."

"Thrilling!"

"Excuse me?"

"What is this sensation? Why is it so exciting and thrilling?"

"Um..."

"To think such a pleasurable feeling exists in this world! If possible, I'd like to experience it again!"

It seems I've awakened the battle instinct hidden within this elf woman.
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With the help of the Lavender Saintess, I barely managed to defeat the beast, and right after, Breeze finished off the hunting hound.

Despite facing an unexpected additional creature, I think we handled the situation quite admirably.

Particularly, bringing down one hunting hound with just the Lavender Saintess and my strength could be considered quite an achievement.

However, after the battle ended, I received bitter scolding rather than praise.

"Why did you push yourself so hard!"

"W-well, it seemed like the optimal situation to take down the hunting hound, so before I knew it..."

"Didn't you say with your own mouth that you'd hold out until I arrived? If you had just held on as you said, I could have quickly handled it and helped you! What were you thinking, pushing yourself like that!"

"Sorry."

"Don't ever be so reckless again!"

"Okay..."

I hung my head low and apologized to Breeze.

She was right—it would have been enough just to buy time.

While yesterday's battles were life-or-death struggles at every moment, today was much more comfortable thanks to the Dragon Heart.

I was confident I could buy up to 30 minutes if needed.

Nevertheless, driven by the desire to take down the hunting hound with my own hands, I fought fiercely even at the cost of injuring myself.

As a result, my body was now covered with World Tree leaves instead of bandages.

One of the leaves had changed color due to the severe bleeding.

Breeze, looking at this with concern, softened her anger and carefully nestled into my arms.

"Every time you get hurt like this, I worry... you idiot."

"...I'm sorry. I'll be more careful next time."

"You'd better!"

I couldn't help but smile as Breeze, who had been sulking, suddenly burst out in anger again.

My heart swelled knowing that she was here, worrying about me and loving me, just as she had in the past.

Wanting to express those feelings, I pulled Breeze closer and shared her warmth.

"Hehe, how lovely!"

"Ack!"

"Eek!"

"Oh my, did I startle you two?"

"Ugh! Read the room!"

"I'm sorry. Seeing you two so harmonious together, I couldn't help but smile, you know?"

"W-what do you mean, harmonious...!"

Once again, Breeze went from scolding to grinning sheepishly at a single comment.

Unlike her future self, the past Breeze had a much more transparent personality.

Even this aspect of her was endearing to me.

"By the way, is the meeting already over?"

"Yes, while I cannot disclose the specific details, I can tell you about the decisions that were made."

"I hope it's good news."

"Hehe! Of course, I couldn't possibly bring bad news to the two of you who did your utmost to eliminate the threat to our village. Even if there had been bad news, I would have questioned the decision repeatedly until a satisfactory resolution was reached."

"But wouldn't that be an abuse of power..."

"This is why I endured the rigorous life of a saintess since childhood. If not now, when else would I use my authority? I was already thinking I needed to properly establish my authority after being forcibly escorted by warriors yesterday. Hehe! Hehehe...!"

The Lavender Saintess lowered her eye corners while raising the corners of her mouth.

It was an evil smile that didn't match her saintess image at all.

Yet in the next moment, she was wearing a benevolent smile as if nothing had happened.

If she ever became an enemy, she would be quite troublesome.

"I've rambled on. Let me tell you about the decisions. First, the matter of your long-term stay was approved."

"Long-term stay?"

"Yes, the villagers sincerely regret having suspected you two of being behind the disappearances and have decided to treat you as proper 'honored guests.' In other words, you're welcome to stay in our village for as long as you live!"

"I appreciate the sentiment, but we don't plan to stay that long."

"If that's your wish, we will certainly respect it. We'll see you off, but no one will try to stop you."

Unless we had built a closer relationship, they seemed content to let us go easily since we were still unfamiliar outsiders.

I resolved to minimize interactions with the elves going forward to ensure a smooth parting for both sides.

"The next agenda item was about the disposal of the hunting hound carcasses, and on this matter, I must sincerely apologize to you both."

"You're not going to spout some nonsense about how the rights to them belong to the elves even though we worked hard to kill them, are you?"

The hunting hounds' meat was sparse, with bones showing through, and nobody would want to eat such monsters anyway.

However, having faced them directly, I knew their bones, teeth, and hides could be useful.

I firmly believed they could be crafted into good weapons and armor, which is why Breeze was reacting sensitively.

"No, if anyone had suggested that, I would have sewn their mouth shut."

"Then why are you apologizing?"

"Well, according to what we discovered during the meeting, the hunting hound carcasses that were being stored in the warehouse have mysteriously disappeared."

"What? Does that mean the hunting hounds were still alive?"

"That's unlikely. Didn't you cut off their breathing and stab the bodies several times with your sword?"

"That's right. We even tore their limbs apart to ensure they couldn't revive."

Moreover, if they had been able to move, they would have first devoured the guards protecting the warehouse.

I had seen them regenerate by consuming other living beings multiple times.

These hunting hounds wouldn't flee when easy, health-restoring prey was available.

"What did the warehouse keeper say?"

"No one was seen passing near the warehouse, and even small animals were kept away. When they happened to check inside, the bodies had vanished without a trace."

"Any signs of someone taking them?"

"None. Everything disappeared cleanly, including the blood that had spilled out. As if they were never there to begin with."

"Hmm..."

"This is just my speculation, but perhaps there was a third creature we didn't know about, and it either ate or collected its comrades' remains."

"Yes, that seems like the most plausible explanation for now."

They had stationed guards densely around the warehouse to prevent anyone from approaching.

For someone to remove the bodies without leaving any trace from such a heavily guarded warehouse, they would have had to traverse space and time.

And the beings known to possess such space-time traversing abilities were the Hounds of Tindalos.

"Whatever the case, we lost the hunting hound carcasses due to our negligence, so as the elven representative, I sincerely apologize and promise compensation. If you wish, I can also bring the guards who were watching the warehouse to apologize collectively!"

"No, that's fine. There's no need to go that far."

"Right! Hearing their apologies won't solve anything anyway."

"...I'm humbled by your ocean-like magnanimity."

The Lavender Saintess placed her hand on her chest and bowed her upper body at a 90-degree angle, just as before.

At the same time, Breeze's hands landed on both my cheeks, forcibly turning my face toward her.

Her jealous glare was so intense it made my skin tingle.

I slightly bent my waist and kissed her cheek, but her gaze remained sharp.

Still, judging by how her tail was wagging back and forth, she seemed pleased.

Even if I expressed mountain-like love, Breeze's jealousy would probably remain unchanged.

"You two really have an enviable relationship."

"I-I'm sorry. Having harbored feelings for each other for so long, it's hard to control our expressions of affection."

"It's fine. As I said before, it's enjoyable even for onlookers."

"Haha, this is embarrassing. By the way, what was the next decision after the hunting hounds?"

"The rest doesn't really concern you two much, but would you still like to hear it?"

"It's better to hear everything while we're at it."

Knowing what elves would be like in the future, I was curious about their past.

I wanted to uncover the secret of what event led to the creation of the gender-reversed world.

*I feel like I've seen glimpses of it before...*

A saintess praying for the lives that were being lost one by one.

That was the image that typically came to mind when thinking of a saintess, and it matched the Lavender Saintess.

However, due to unavoidable circumstances, the Lavender Saintess had taken the hunting hound's life with her own hands.

A saintess who participated in killing should have been consumed by guilt, but instead, the Lavender Saintess felt exhilaration.

Witnessing this firsthand, doubt began to bloom within me.

Could the Lavender Saintess be the culprit behind the gender-reversed elven world?

That was my suspicion.

"It's a bit embarrassing to say, but the next decision was one I actively pushed for until it was finally passed."

"Oh? What is it?"

"Starting today, all female elves will be allowed to learn combat skills! Previously, except for certain female elves, only men could call themselves warriors. However, after the warriors showed their incompetence in the fight against the hunting hounds, many female elves voiced the opinion that they would do better."

"So you changed the rules to allow female elves to become warriors too?"

"Exactly! From now on, we'll see outstanding female warriors emerge!"

"But won't that damage their delicate skin?"

"Is skin more important than the village? From the beginning, both men and women have the same desire to protect the village, so the premise that some fight while others watch was wrong! From now on, women will proudly defend their home with their own hands! Including me, the saintess, if necessary!"

This confirmed it.

The policy promoted by the Lavender Saintess would be the starting point for gender reversal.

In a few hundred years, there would be many muscular female elves, while the males would become more feminine.

If I were to speak against it now, perhaps I could prevent the elven gender-reversed world.

But I couldn't possibly argue against the Lavender Saintess's words, and the reason was simple.

From my perspective as someone who had lived in South Korea, a woman who advocated for women to fight and put it into practice herself was an admirable figure indeed.
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"Huff...! Huff...! Huff...!"

"Put more energy into it!"

"L-Lady Saintess! We can't go on any longer...!"

"How disappointing. Is your resolve really that weak? You'll never protect the village like this!"

"Aaaaargh!"

Led by Lavender, numerous female elves were running in formation around the outskirts of the village.

The elves' gasping cries echoed throughout the entire village.

"These are the end times, I tell you."

"What nonsense, thinking they can protect the village with mere girls."

"And they're even worshipping that lowly human as their benefactor..."

"I simply cannot understand the current Saintess."

"She should be tending to flower gardens or looking after children like a proper lady. Tsk, tsk!"

There were those who looked unfavorably upon the changing elf women—the elf elders who relied on wooden canes.

They were former sentinels who prided themselves on once protecting the village and now held positions in the village leadership due to their past contributions.

However, during their active years, these elders had done little more than patrol the village and watch the forest perimeter.

Their actual achievements were comparable to what a watchdog could do, despite their immense pride.

Moreover, they had been so negligent in their duties that forest elves were occasionally kidnapped by slave traders.

Having heard this from Saintess Lavender, Yun Geon-woo looked disdainfully at the elders who were busy gossiping.

*One should acknowledge their centuries of service, but their character seems utterly corrupted.*

One avoids excrement not out of fear but disgust.

Wanting to avoid getting involved with them, Geon-woo hastily left the area.

His footsteps led him to an observation deck atop the second tallest tree in the village after the World Tree.

It was a prime location with a panoramic view of the village and refreshing breezes flowing through the windows.

As compensation for the lost Hound of Tindalos corpse, Lavender had given him exclusive use of the observation deck for the day.

"Welcome back!"

As he opened the door, Breeze greeted him, her snow-white hair flowing attractively.

She naturally embraced Geon-woo tightly, showing him a bright smile.

No man exists who wouldn't smile at such pure affection from a lover.

Geon-woo too smiled with joy welling up in his chest as he welcomed Breeze.

"I'm back. I'd love to hug you too, but as you can see, my hands are full."

"You said you were just getting some snacks, but you bought so much!"

"Yeah, there were so many delicious-looking foods like smoked meat salad, sweet and refreshing aloe juice, tomato egg sandwiches—I just bought everything I saw."

"Really? Then let's eat right away!"

Offering to help with the setup, Breeze took half the packages and arranged the food on the wooden table.

Her tail wagged vigorously at the sight of the steaming food that stimulated her salivary glands.

Breeze had a habit of wiggling her bottom along with her tail when she was happy, and Geon-woo's pupils followed her tail as it swayed left and right.

Though not a cat, his curiosity was strong, and he carefully grasped the tip of her tail.

"Ahh?!"

Her voice was so seductive it startled even those who heard it.

With her tail grabbed, Breeze trembled all over.

Only then did Geon-woo realize he had touched a sensitive area without permission and immediately let go.

"S-sorry!"

Assuming she must be angry, Geon-woo quickly bowed his head to Breeze.

However, what unfolded was different from his expectation—Breeze curled the tip of her tail into a slightly misshapen heart.

Seeing this, Geon-woo slowly raised his head.

Breeze was twirling her finger through her hair with flushed cheeks.

Though pretending to be distracted, she kept stealing glances at him.

"D-did you want to do it now?"

"Huh?"

"You just caressed my tail, right? And the tip too..."

"Ah, I'm sorry! I should have asked for your permission first."

"It's okay. Actually, I liked it because it felt like your passion wanting to embrace me."

Geon-woo felt the conversation wasn't quite connecting.

Sensing the disconnect, he asked directly without beating around the bush.

"I don't know much about this, but does touching the tip of the tail have some special meaning?"

"What! You touched it without knowing?"

"Yes."

"Darn, I got my hopes up for nothing! But still... I'll specially explain it to you to prevent any unfortunate incidents of you touching other dragons' tails."

Dragons have, since ancient times, attributed meaning to "head is life, tail is death."

A dragon with its head intact lives eternally, while a dragon left with only its tail dies.

Perhaps because of this, dragons tended to disregard their tails and consider them ominous.

But that was old thinking, and nowadays the meaning of the tail was used differently.

Grabbing or biting the tip of the tail meant "I will follow you until the moment you die"—a declaration of courtship.

It was no different from proposing to love someone for a lifetime, like saying "until our black hair turns white."

"I was excited thinking you were passionately courting me, but it turns out it was just simple curiosity..."

"I-I'm sorry. I had no idea it meant that. But I can tell you this much: I like you enough to grab your tail again someday!"

"...Hehe, me too!"

The two kissed, putting the delicious food aside.

This time, they didn't stop at just a kiss—they intertwined tongues and caressed each other's skin through their clothes, creating a heated atmosphere between them.

As they slowly moved toward the sofa in the observation deck, both were certain this would be their unforgettable first experience.

Just as Geon-woo's hand was about to reach Breeze's chest—

Knock knock-!

Along with the knocking on the door, Lavender's voice flowed from the other side.

"Are you there?"

"J-just a moment, please!"

Startled by the unexpected visit, the two hurriedly adjusted their clothes.

Immediately after, they sat at the fully set table as if nothing had happened.

"You can come in now!"

"Then excuse me."

The door swung open, and Lavender entered, sweating profusely as if caught in a flood.

She enjoyed the wind rushing through the window while her nose twitched at the incoming smell.

"Oh my, were you having a meal?"

"Yes. We were just about to start eating."

"I'm sorry. I've interrupted your intimate mealtime."

"It's fine. I bought plenty—why don't you join us?"

"Would that really be okay?"

About to accept Geon-woo's invitation, Lavender asked for Breeze's permission.

Still hot from their earlier moment, Breeze turned her head away and pouted.

Though finding Breeze's reaction strange, Lavender took quick steps to sit in the empty chair.

"Then I'll gratefully accept your kindness and enjoy the meal!"

Smiling brightly, Lavender began heartily eating the food before her.

She stuffed her cheeks until they bulged, looking like someone who hadn't eaten for days.

"Is there some rule that an elf saintess must fast?"

"No!"

"Then do you usually eat this heartily?"

"I normally eat elegantly while maintaining table manners. But today, perhaps because I used my body so much, I simply can't control my appetite!"

"Food always tastes best after you've worked up a sweat."

"Indeed! Even though I've had this food often, it tastes like a delicacy right now!"

Lavender enjoyed her meal, making sweet sounds with each bite.

It was so satisfying to watch that Geon-woo just held his fork, quietly observing her.

"By the way, aren't you two eating?"

"We'll eat slowly, so please don't mind us and enjoy yourself."

"Then I won't hold back!"

No sooner had she finished speaking than Lavender began eating with renewed vigor.

Meanwhile, Breeze, who was just as big an eater, didn't touch the food at all and just stared out the window.

Understanding his lover's desire to hide her reddened face, Geon-woo picked up a piece of meat with his chopsticks and held it out to her.

"Hmm...?"

"Here you go!"

It was the so-called privilege of lovers—feeding each other.

Though happy, Breeze was even more flustered.

But she couldn't let him hold his arm out forever, so she reluctantly took the meat he offered.

"Is it good?"

"Yeah..."

Breeze couldn't properly savor the food due to her overwhelming joy.

But too embarrassed to openly show her emotions, she moved her tail under the table.

She poked Geon-woo's instep with the tip of her tail and left a message on his skin.

[We'll continue tonight...♡]

Understanding Breeze's intention, Geon-woo scratched his cheek and fanned his burning face.

Despite her bold declaration, Breeze also shyly lowered her head.

Watching all this, Lavender continued eating while inwardly sighing deeply.

*Sigh, because of you two, all I can taste is sweetness.*
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After finishing lunch at the observation deck, the Lavender Saintess wiped her mouth with a leaf and made a proposal to me.

"Geon-woo, if you don't mind, could you guide us this afternoon?"

"Guide you?"

"Yes."

"I'm sure you have dedicated instructors for that. May I ask why you're specifically requesting me?"

"You defeated the Hound of Tindalos that others wouldn't even dare to face."

"Let's be precise here. I didn't defeat it—I struggled against it. Didn't you finish it off in the end, Saintess?"

"I merely stabbed a defenseless opponent with my spear. The one who neutralized the hound was you, Geon-woo."

"That's right! My husband is an excellent warrior who can hold his own anywhere!"

I tried to come up with some excuse to refuse the teaching role.

However, when Breeze Sephiron suddenly took the Lavender Saintess's side, my excuses evaporated.

If Breeze was acknowledging and praising me, continuing to downplay myself would be disrespectful to her.

"Why me when there's someone much stronger right here?"

"While we can admire her, that's beyond what we could possibly emulate."

"Ah, I suppose that's true."

How many people could match a dragon's movements, strength, and breathing?

The only figures that came to mind were Bern Coolam's body that I had created and Kang Jun-hyeok from the novel.

Asking elves who had never properly fought to imitate a dragon would be like telling them to give up fighting altogether.

That would be inconsiderate to the dragon teaching them as well.

"Alright. I'll help as best I can, modest as it may be."

"Thank you so much!"

"I've never taught anyone before, so my instruction will be quite rudimentary. Please bear with that."

"I anticipated that when I asked, so don't worry. If necessary, you can even beat us and be harsh!"

Strangely, the Lavender Saintess's breathing became rougher with that last remark.

Seeing how she seemed to be hoping for it, I was suddenly reminded of Marianne who enjoyed SM play with squirrels.

Do all generations of saintesses have masochistic tendencies?

No, perhaps Lavender is a distant ancestor of Marianne, and the masochistic trait was passed down genetically.

"I have no intention of beating you. And I'll try to keep the training at an appropriate level."

"Not bad!"

Though she responded with a bright smile, there was clear disappointment in her voice.

I wish she'd make up her mind about whether she likes it or not.

The Lavender Saintess, already carrying a snake in her heart, was becoming even more troublesome with this added masochistic tendency.

"Now that that's settled, I'll be right back."

"Okay, go ahead! I'll be watching from here."

As I followed the Lavender Saintess, I felt Breeze's fingers tap my shoulder from behind.

Thinking I might have forgotten something, I turned around to see only Breeze standing there with her hands behind her back, smiling sweetly.

Just as I was about to ask if she had something to say, an astonishing sight unfolded.

Breeze used her tail to lift the hem of her skirt.

The thin straps of black panties were briefly visible against her snow-white legs.

I quickly averted my gaze to her face, only to find a completely different Breeze standing there.

A slender finger rested on her slightly parted crimson lips.

Breeze wore a lewd and seductive smile.

It seemed I wouldn't be getting any rest until dawn tomorrow.

***

"For these reasons, I'm Yun Geon-woo, your instructor for the day. You can simply call me Instructor Yun."

At the Lavender Saintess's request, I stood on the platform and gave a brief self-introduction to the female elves who aspired to become warriors.

As expected, everyone started whispering and murmuring without pause.

*This is exactly why I didn't want to be an instructor...*

If I couldn't expect the knight trainees to follow my orders, how could I expect elves—who despised humans—to follow a human instructor?

Even if I was the benefactor who ended the crisis in the elf village, I hadn't built any personal relationships with them, making it difficult to gain their trust.

"Everyone! Since I personally requested him to come, I'd appreciate it if you refrained from making things difficult. Besides, some of you witnessed the instructor's prowess firsthand, didn't you?"

"He certainly fought bravely against that hideous monster without backing down."

"Unlike the woman with him, he couldn't defeat it though."

"Still, our men were completely frozen and couldn't move at all. Compared to them, he's much better."

"Even so, being taught by a human feels uncomfortable..."

My evaluation was fluctuating in real time.

Compared to Breeze, I appeared utterly inadequate, but compared to the male elves, I was somewhat better.

I wanted to retort that Breeze was a dragon so the comparison was unfair.

However, since we had decided to keep that secret from everyone except the Lavender Saintess, I had to keep my itching mouth shut.

"Didn't I just ask you all to be respectful?"

SNAP!

True to her title as Forest Saintess, Lavender was gently stroking a young tree branch one moment, then suddenly snapped it without mercy.

The murmuring subsided at that sight, and soon silence fell.

It was such a powerful action that even I was left speechless.

As I remained quiet, she seemed to think she had been too forceful and her face turned slightly red.

"Ahem! Anyway, as elves who love nature and peace, we must behave with dignity."

"Y-yes, that's right!"

"We were being shortsighted!"

Their reluctant agreement reminded me of people laughing at a high-ranking official's unfunny joke.

Both the Lavender Saintess and the elves who followed her seemed to have their share of troubles.

"Therefore, Instructor Yun? I entrust our afternoon training to you!"

"Ah, understood."

"Oh my, please speak casually since you're the instructor. And I'd prefer if you didn't give me special treatment just because I'm a saintess!"

"If that's what you want... I don't see why not."

"Very good! So, what should we do first?"

I didn't answer immediately, taking time to think.

They had run around all morning until they were sick of it, so endurance training was sufficient.

Rather than making them run all afternoon as well, it would be better to teach them other training methods.

But I was deeply conflicted about whether I should teach them myself.

"Instructor Yun?"

"Well, you're still lacking in many ways to handle weapons right now, so the best training method at this point would be iron work."

"Iron work? What's that?"

"What else? It means we're going to work on your upper body muscles step by step."

I finally decided to teach them the forbidden technique that might turn elf society upside down.

Except for Marianne, I had no future connections with elves.

Besides, Marianne was a sweet and pretty girl as long as the Great Earth Mother's power wasn't awakened in her.

Since there would be no repercussions for me, I only felt sorry for the male elves who would have to deal with muscle-bound women in the future.

*It's karma. If they had abandoned their petty vanity and fought like proper warriors from the beginning, women wouldn't have needed to take up weapons.*

I shifted all responsibility elsewhere as I led the female warrior candidates.

Unfortunately, the elf forest had no exercise equipment like dumbbells or barbells.

Unlike dwarves, elves were a race that hardly used minerals except for weapons.

*But there's no reason we can't make substitutes.*

I cut down a suitably thick and heavy-looking log trunk with a single stroke.

As the cleanly cut log fell, the elves' brows furrowed along with it.

They seemed quite displeased by my sudden destruction of the environment.

"Those stares are killing me. I did it for a good reason, so stop glaring."

"How unpleasant. What meaning could there be in cutting down a tree?"

"It just looks like humans carelessly damaging nature as usual."

"Don't you also cut trees to make furniture and houses?"

"We plant more trees every year than we cut. And we specially grow trees for logging, nurturing them with love!"

"The trees we cut are blessings from the earth, while humans indiscriminately cut down trees and destroy forests!"

Though not wrong, it sounded somewhat hypocritical.

If you looked hard enough, there were humans who planted trees too.

I wished they would abandon the fixed notion that only elves planted trees.

"Well, that works out perfectly! The tree I just cut will bestow its blessing upon you, not me."

"The log you cut down will bestow a blessing on us?"

"Yes. Curious? You'll find out soon."

I instructed the Lavender Saintess to have the elves line up in a row.

Meanwhile, I neatly trimmed the log to create uniform dimensions.

I lifted the finished product and carefully placed it on the elves' shoulders.

"From now on, you'll take turns carrying this log back and forth to the village!"

"What...?"

"Was that hard to understand? Let me explain more clearly. Lift the log from your left shoulder, move it to your right shoulder, then lift it again to your left shoulder. Keep alternating like that."

"Is... is that training?"

"Of course it's both training and a blessing! This log will strengthen your feeble muscles!"

The faces of the elves bearing the log turned pale.

It was a weight that even I would struggle with without using all my strength.

Since multiple people were sharing the burden, the training wasn't impossible.

However, if they couldn't coordinate properly, the center of gravity would shift to one side, making it even more difficult.

It was the perfect training to develop both their strength and teamwork.

"By the way, if you're too slow, I won't hesitate to use the whip. You'd better be prepared."

I picked up a long vine nearby and swung it around.

The vine moved like a snake and left a clear mark when I struck the ground.

Surprisingly, it felt good in my hand—a vine of sufficient quality to be used as a weapon.

"Hmm?"

After sending off the elves carrying the log, I turned around, feeling an intense gaze on the back of my head.

The source was a squirrel, watching me and the vine alternately with gleaming eyes from atop a tree.

I sensed something familiar yet strangely fateful about the creature.
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"I-I'm going to die!"

"Ugh! My back...!"

"Wait a moment! If you suddenly lose strength...kyaaah!!"

The elves collapsed forward, unable to bear the weight of the logs.

While some squads fell due to lack of strength and willpower, others persevered, somehow managing to carry the logs while groaning in agony.

"The other side is a complete mess, a complete mess."

"Compared to them, we're doing quite well."

"That's because we've gathered only the most capable people...ouch!"

"What, what is this? The instructor's vine in this squirrel's hand...oww!"

Slap! Slap!

The squirrel, perched atop the log, mercilessly whipped its vine at the elves, leaving red marks on their snow-white skin as it inflicted pain upon them.

But the squirrel never struck without reason, so I approached the elves.

"Y-Yun Instructor?"

"What's this suspicious flower that was clinging to your shoulder?"

I removed a flower that hadn't been there when they started and examined it carefully.

When I touched the stamen, the petals suddenly inflated like a balloon.

Using the buoyancy of the inflated petals would reduce the burden on shoulders and arms.

As that thought occurred to me, I couldn't help but smile.

"Instructor! I'll explain everything!"

"Alright, let's hear your reason."

"This is minimal protective equipment. If our arms suddenly lose strength, the log would fall onto our shoulders and cause injury! We're training to become stronger, not to harm ourselves, right? So we attached buoyancy flowers to our shoulders to prevent injuries!"

"So it was all for safety?"

"Exactly!"

It was quite a plausible explanation.

Since I wasn't a demon, I could have let it slide.

If only these elves weren't the only ones using buoyancy flowers.

"Lavender trainee."

"Yes, Instructor?"

"Do buoyancy flowers change according to how many times they're used?"

"Freshly picked buoyancy flowers are bright red, and they gradually turn brown as they're used."

The flower I removed from the elf was light brown.

This meant they had been using it continuously during the log-carrying training.

I thought they were enduring through sheer determination, but they were actually using an underhanded method.

"Hehe...!"

"In-Instructor?"

I placed the flower back on the shoulder of the elf who had used this trick.

The squad that had used buoyancy flowers sighed in relief, while those who hadn't bit their lips tightly.

They seemed to think I was approving their shortcut. Unfortunately for them, it was a pleasant misunderstanding.

I made eye contact with the squirrel who had taught me how to whip.

Without saying a word, I made a gesture of running my thumb across my throat.

The squirrel grinned wickedly and raised its vine. It was the kind of smile that made your mouth water.

"There was a brief commotion, but everyone continue as before. If you drop the log, you'll start over from the beginning."

"Ouch! Wait! Can someone stop this squirrel...ugh!"

"Hic...!"

The forest was soon filled with the sound of crisp whipping and the screams of elves.

After one round of hell, no squad attempted to use shortcuts like buoyancy flowers.

And strangely enough, the bond between me and the squirrel grew stronger.

***

"Huff...! Huff...! I can't... go on anymore!"

"Cruel human! You clearly want to torture us to death!"

"Making us carry logs for three hours straight!"

"This is exploitation! Even if you were recommended by the Saintess, this training is outrageous! We must protest!"

Complaints began to erupt from all corners due to the intense training.

The target of the elves' resentment was, of course, Yun Geon-woo.

He had pushed the trainees so hard on their first day that they couldn't help but be angry.

"Afternoon training ends here. Rest well, and after dinner, gather back at the meeting place."

"Instructor!"

"What?"

"......"

Thinking this couldn't continue, one action-oriented elf shouted out.

But she soon had to close her mouth.

Yun Geon-woo lifted all six logs that the elves had struggled to carry, placing them on both shoulders with ease.

His expressionless face shocked the elves.

He was effortlessly carrying logs that had required five elves each, groaning under their weight.

Even with physical enhancement magic, this would be impossible with ordinary strength, which gave legitimacy to the training in the elves' eyes.

"N-Nothing, sir."

"How anticlimactic..."

Watching his back as he carried the logs into the forest, not a single elf could say another word.

All their accumulated complaints vanished instantly, replaced by hope that if they worked hard enough, they could become like him.

Perhaps because of this, everyone showed up at the scheduled gathering time after dinner, without a single absence.

*This is strange. I expected at least a few to desert...*

Not only were they all present, but unlike during the day, each one had a fire in their eyes, which considerably surprised Yun Geon-woo.

Despite the harsh treatment, these female warriors seemed even more determined.

*Could it be that elves are masochists by nature?*

Had he voiced that thought, he would have been beaten, but fortunately, Yun Geon-woo wasn't that foolish, so no such mishap occurred.

"You've all worked hard rolling around all day. For the evening, instead of physical training, we'll focus on mental training through meditation."

"Instructor, meditation is an action to resonate with natural mana, but what does that have to do with mental strength?"

"I know that elves are favored by mana, so it approaches you naturally without the need for meditation. However, meditation also has the effect of binding the body and mana together, which requires considerable concentration. If your focus wavers, the bond breaks."

"In other words, you want to see our ability to handle mana?"

"Wrong. The main focus of this training is to maintain meditation in any environment—mental strength. If your will is weak, your meditation will break more quickly."

"What's the passing score?"

"One hour. Originally, I wanted to demand at least two hours, but you're all probably dying from muscle pain from the logs, right? So I've greatly reduced it for the first day."

Even with the "great" reduction, he had only cut it in half.

Many elves found this strange, but it wouldn't take long for them to realize what a great mercy it was to have reduced it by an hour.

Yun Geon-woo gave a meaningful smile and instructed them to sit one meter apart from each other.

The elves sat on the dirt ground, crossed their legs, and quietly closed their eyes.

"Take slow, deep breaths and focus on the mana inherent within your body."

Following his instructions, they maintained steady breathing and concentrated.

As the surroundings quieted, all sorts of sounds approached to disturb their focus.

Crickets, owls, and even the distant sound of a stream.

Surprisingly, sounds they normally wouldn't notice much became more prominent.

Moreover, the arms and legs of the overworked elves began to cry out in pain more intensely.

The deeper their meditation became, the more sensitive their senses grew.

"From now on, I'll recreate extreme situations through magic. Stay focused until the end."

Snap!

When Yun Geon-woo snapped his fingers, the environment transformed.

The forest, which had always maintained a comfortable temperature, suddenly changed into a snow-covered mountain like the extreme north.

Howling blizzards and bone-chilling cold assaulted the elves.

Their breathing quickened to generate heat, their bodies trembled, and their teeth chattered.

It was absolutely unsuitable for calm meditation.

One by one, elves began to lose focus, breaking their bond with mana.

"C-cold!"

"Instructor, I'm sorry! I just can't do this!"

"Ugh...! I need warm clothes!"

Those who couldn't maintain concentration were excused and watched the survivors.

About half of the elves were enduring the extreme cold.

While admiring their mental strength, Yun Geon-woo raised his finger again.

"If you're strong against cold, how about this?"

Snap!

Although the sun had already set behind the mountains, sunlight that scorched the skin surrounded the elves' bodies.

Blazing solar heat, increasing thirst as throats dried up, and sandy winds that tickled their noses.

If before they were in a snow-covered mountain, now they had come to a western desert.

"Ugh...!"

"I can see your concentration wavering. Don't be stubborn, just come out."

"Ah...! I can't stand the heat."

"My throat is so dry, it really feels like we're in an actual desert!"

"Can magic really create such a vivid environment?"

This would naturally be impossible for someone of low skill.

However, Yun Geon-woo had once been a great magician who reached high levels in Bern's body.

What he lacked was mana quantity and control, so he couldn't surpass limits like Bern.

But thanks to Breeze's Dragon Heart, part of the problem had been solved, making him among the best of veteran magicians.

"You're holding up quite well."

The first 15 minutes were a trial of sensations.

The next 15 minutes were a trial of extreme cold.

Then came a trial as if dropped in the middle of a desert.

And for the final 15 minutes, about ten elves were still maintaining their focus.

Satisfied with this, Yun Geon-woo nodded and pulled out a bouquet from his spatial storage.

"Oh my! What's with the bouquet?"

"Who could he be confessing to?"

"I don't think a confession during training is appropriate."

"But wouldn't it be romantic to open your eyes after meditation and find a bouquet?"

"Then the recipient must be the Saintess, right? Oh my! Oh my!"

The elves who had already been eliminated squealed at the bouquet Yun Geon-woo produced.

But they missed the crucial point.

The bouquet he brought out contained only one type of flower—moonlight flowers, primarily used as painkillers.

*Hehehe! Let's see if you can maintain focus even with powder that drives you crazy...!*

A truly diabolical idea.

It was Yun Geon-woo's pure malice directed at the elves who hadn't wavered despite his best efforts to disturb them.

Thus, not a single person passed the first meditation training.

And the elves learned for the first time that moonlight flowers had hallucinogenic properties.
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It had been three weeks since I became responsible for training the elf women.

The elves, who had seemed so delicate when I first met them, were becoming sturdier with each passing day.

With their diet changing from mostly vegetables to one including large amounts of meat, combined with high-intensity training, their bodies couldn't help but become stronger.

Some female elves had already surpassed me in build.

It made me realize how different they were from humans—I had trained for nearly 10 months, yet was overtaken by elves who had only trained for 3 weeks.

But this wasn't the time to be thinking about such things.

"Haah...!"

"Instructor Yun? Is something troubling you?"

As I let out a sigh deep enough to sink the ground, the Lavender Saintess, who had also become quite robust, approached me.

The Saintess had Marianne's beauty but Rosemary's physique.

I sincerely began to suspect that Lavender might actually be the ancestor of those two.

"You know what happened three weeks ago..."

"Ah, you mean the incident where you were so excessively enthusiastic about our training that you failed to consummate your first night together?"

"That's right."

"And because of that incident, your wife became thoroughly upset and you're still in a cold war?"

"Ugh...! Don't hit me with facts like that."

I picked up a small pebble from the ground and threw it forward.

The stone that had been traveling straight hit another jagged rock and bounced sideways.

Its pathetic landing resembled my current situation.

"You did apologize, right?"

"Don't even mention it. I begged with both hands and even pressed my head to the floor, but it was useless."

"She must be really angry."

"It's all my fault. I betrayed her expectations after she had prepared everything for a beautiful first night—mood lighting, sexy lingerie, everything."

During meditation training, I accidentally inhaled the Moonlight Flower powder and collapsed on the spot.

Because of that, I could only return to Breeze's side when the morning sun rose, and her face had transformed into something like a goblin's.

I had no excuse after neglecting her when she had been so openly seductive and affectionate toward me.

I am the guilty one.

"So are you going to spend the rest of the three weeks doing nothing?"

"No, I can't do that! I'm planning to convey my sincerity tonight and repair our relationship."

"That's an excellent ambition! But why were you sighing earlier?"

"That's... I was worried about what to do if even this doesn't work."

"You're already considering failure before you've even started. Well, Instructor Yun, you've always been the type to prepare contingency plans."

It's better to consider alternative methods in case the plan goes awry.

In everything I do, I always think of the next move and act accordingly.

It's more reassuring and prevents complications.

But right now, no matter how much I racked my brain, I couldn't think of a backup plan.

Conveying my sincerity—if this method didn't work, there was no answer.

For the past three weeks, I had tried everything—gifts, compliments, seduction—but there had been no progress.

If expressing my true feelings didn't work either, I felt like I might as well bite my tongue and die.

"Aren't you overthinking this?"

"Overthinking..."

"What do you want to do, Instructor?"

"Of course I want to reconcile with her and live harmoniously again."

"Then don't take the long way around—just express your feelings as they are. Like when you confessed to her."

"...You're right. I think I've been too rigid in my thinking."

"If you understand, then hurry and go. I'll tell the others that today is free training."

"Thank you!"

I had been watching Breeze's reactions and couldn't speak properly, creating an awkward atmosphere.

But this time, I would face her properly and spend time with just the two of us.

The question wasn't how to apologize, but how to spend time with her.

With the answer to that question in mind, I ran non-stop toward the house where Breeze would be waiting.

***

"Ugh...! What should I do?"

At the same time Yun Geon-woo was sighing at the training ground, the Mad Dragon was also suffering from extreme inner turmoil.

"What if Geon-woo gets sick of me and leaves because of this?!"

Breeze was furiously pounding her pillow on the bed, venting her anger.

Quite ironically, the target of her anger was herself.

The once lava-hot relationship between them had cooled drastically due to a small accident three weeks ago.

Yun Geon-woo had desperately sought forgiveness, but Breeze, who had been angry to the tips of her hair at the time, wouldn't easily accept his apology.

"It's already been three weeks! This is really dangerous, but what am I supposed to say now?!"

Breeze buried her face in her pillow and rolled around on the bed.

Her anger hadn't actually lasted very long.

Though she felt a little hurt, she had forgiven him after just three days, and her eyes had been following Yun Geon-woo ever since.

But there was no way to close the immeasurable distance that had formed in just those three days.

Yun Geon-woo always walked around with his head bowed like a great sinner, and Breeze felt guilty seeing her lover like that.

"I'm not even angry anymore... but when I see Geon-woo so dejected, I'm afraid to approach him."

She needed to talk to him somehow.

But whenever she tried to speak to him, his dejected back made the words stick in her throat.

This situation continued until three weeks had passed.

Breeze, who had wanted to spend sweet time with her lover, was reaching her mental limit.

"Should I just go to the training ground and pounce on him? I think I heard the old Poison Dragon say that sex is the best solution when fighting..."

Sometimes she had terrifying thoughts.

"No, what if that makes Geon-woo hate me...!"

Other times, she would whimper while imagining the worst-case scenario.

"Haah...! I want to hug Geon-woo...! I want to kiss him...! I want to bite and suck him all over... no, I just want to have sex with Geon-woo!"

And sometimes she would arrive at completely vulgar conclusions.

Breeze remained motionless, tightly hugging her pillow.

Then she released her tensed arms and abruptly stood up from the bed.

After thrashing about, she quietly got off the bed.

As if she had reached some great realization, she said nothing.

"Why should I be the one walking on eggshells?"

Bang!

With a stern expression, Breeze flung open the closet door and reached inside.

From the clothes she had bought since frequently polymorphing into human form, she pulled out an outfit with a dramatically minimal amount of fabric.

A see-through shirt that revealed all of her snow-white skin.

The fashion would be complete with short shorts underneath, but she didn't wear any bottoms.

Wearing only underwear and the thin shirt, she placed her hand on the doorknob with a solemn determination to go outside.

"Huh?"

That's when it happened.

Someone outside was also pulling on the doorknob.

Quickly sensing who it was, the corners of Breeze's mouth naturally turned upward.

There stood Yun Geon-woo, breathing heavily and dripping with sweat—the man she loved.

The two, who hadn't properly spoken for three weeks, faced each other with only a threshold between them.

"Huff...! Huff...! Huff...!"

The only sound was Yun Geon-woo's rough breathing after running non-stop.

Otherwise, neither of them said a word.

Breeze was the first to move, lightly stepping over the threshold.

Immediately after, she wrapped her arms around Yun Geon-woo's neck and jumped into his embrace.

Breeze's rampage didn't stop there—she raised her head and claimed his lips.

Their overlapping lips allowed her tongue to penetrate, creating a wet atmosphere.

"I really missed this... this feeling, this sensation, everything...!"

"Weren't you angry?"

"I got over that a long time ago. I just didn't have the courage to approach you. But that doesn't matter anymore because I've reached my limit."

After finishing their brief conversation, Breeze once again sealed Yun Geon-woo's mouth with her lips.

An explosion of emotions. Their desire had grown even stronger after three weeks of restraint, and they continued their passionate act outside without even going inside.

Meanwhile, Yun Geon-woo, who had mistakenly thought Breeze still hated him, felt both relief and anger.

He had also planned to return home and loudly propose sex to Breeze.

He had been prepared to get slapped, but instead, the aroused Breeze had beaten him to it.

"Eep?!"

To express his frustration through action, he suddenly lifted the closely pressed Breeze into his arms.

Then he proudly entered the house and slowly closed the entrance door.

A moment later...

"Kyahyut!"

Bang! Bang! Crash!

The closed entrance door began to shake violently, and panting moans started flowing from beyond it.

Elves who happened to pass by the area all called it the "Germination of the Seeds of Life."

Ch.309 - Side Story: A Beautiful First Experience
Swept up in the moment, I found myself lifting Breeze in my arms before I knew it.

As I headed toward the bed, my mind had gone cold with the thought that I'd really done it now.

It was too late to back out of this situation.

Looking down, Breeze was gazing at me with an enraptured expression.

Her flushed face, moist eyes, and lips like ripe cherries.

Honestly, it was impossible not to desire her.

*No need to be nervous. Even if it was a future version, I've already been intimate with Breeze, right?*

I carefully placed Breeze down on the bed.

While taking a deep breath and adjusting my collar, I heard rustling sounds from the bed.

There were pillows by the bedside with "Possible" and "Impossible" written on them.

Breeze picked up the "Possible" pillow, which even had a heart drawn on it, and covered her mouth with it.

As expected, she was also fully willing.

"Can I ask you one thing before we start?"

"Sure."

"Are you really okay with me being your first?"

"...That's a silly question. Of course it's okay. Actually, I wouldn't want anyone but you to be my first."

"I understand."

Having received final confirmation from Breeze, hesitating now would be unseemly.

I threw off my clothes and positioned myself above her, looking down at her lying there.

Breeze gently lowered the pillow, exposing her lips, and as we had always done, we kissed.

Starting with light kisses, we increased the frequency of our overlapping lips, and soon we were embracing tightly, immersed in the heated atmosphere.

"Mmm! Ahh...! Mmm...!"

Breeze's sticky tongue entered my mouth.

Her tongue, wrapped in sweet saliva, intertwined with mine, making my heartbeat gradually quicken.

My desire for Breeze continued to swell, making my head hot.

Her flowing hair, clear and pure eyes, skin as white as jade—I wanted to monopolize her body that had never been touched by a man.

"It's okay. I'm yours. I'll give you everything, so give me all of you too."

"...Yes, I will."

Breeze, having read my mind, smiled brightly with a flushed face.

I nodded and grabbed her visibly swollen breasts.

"Ah...!"

Breeze trembled and shuddered.

I slowly kneaded her breasts, which no one else would have touched before.

The size that wouldn't fit in one hand and the soft texture like a newborn's skin.

The addictive feeling made me think I could knead them forever.

"Hnngh! Ah! Haah...! Mmm!"

I was here to make love to her. To share pleasure and confirm our love.

Lost in the moment of kneading her breasts, her small bra shifted to the side.

The nipple buried in the pink areola. Whether past or future, Breeze's inverted nipples stimulated a man's sense of adventure.

"Th-there! Ahh...! Aah! Nngh!!"

I put my lips on her shirt, licking with my tongue or sucking.

As her clothes, which revealed her skin, became soaked with saliva, the pink areola became more visible.

The nipple that slightly protruded over the line temptingly poked out, stimulating me.

"Kyahng?!"

Removing my mouth, I pinched Breeze's nipple with my fingers and carefully pulled it.

A moan close to a scream escaped as Breeze exhaled hot breaths.

Just from pulling her nipple, she seemed to have climaxed slightly.

I wanted to give her a moment to rest, but my heightened emotions didn't stop, making me take her protruding nipple into my mouth.

"Ah! Mmm! Hehe...! Like a baby♡"

Breeze was happily looking at me as I sucked on her nipple.

Seeing her seemingly relaxed appearance, I kneaded her other breast with my hand and pinched that nipple as well.

Receiving stimulation from multiple places at once, Breeze finally twisted her lips and desperately tried to hold back her moans.

"Haaah!"

However, unable to endure all the rushing pleasure, Breeze's body trembled.

She tried to cover her mouth with her hand to suppress her moans, so I quickly grabbed her arm.

Removing my mouth from her breast, I made her raise both arms above her head.

The smooth curve from her arms to her pelvis.

I felt no resistance from her arms that I was holding down.

If Breeze wanted to, she could break free from my restraint and subdue me instead.

Yet the fact that she remained still meant she was allowing me to freely express my desire.

Grateful for Breeze's consideration, I kissed her forehead before moving my mouth elsewhere.

"W-wait! L-licking there...kyah! Pfft...! Ah!!"

"Bear with it a little. I'm trying to make you feel good."

"B-but it tickles. Hnng...! Mmm... Ahh!"

I licked her body, moving from her side to her armpit.

At first, she burst into laughter because it tickled, but as time passed, her laughter mixed with seductiveness and gradually turned into moans.

Especially when my tongue touched her smooth armpit, she showed a reaction no less intense than when I touched her nipples.

"Stop now...! Ah! Aah! Nngh...!"

"It's salty."

"D-don't say that...! Ahh!"

Having discovered an unexpected weak spot, I focused on licking and attacking it.

Breeze twisted her body in resistance, but I didn't give up and continued to give her pleasure.

Her armpits, breasts, and even under her underwear—Breeze's body was soaking wet.

Breathing heavily, she was in a state of afterglow after experiencing multiple climaxes from the foreplay she had never experienced before.

I wanted to wait so she could slowly absorb the sensation.

However, seeing Breeze right after her climax was so arousing that my lower body was ready for battle.

"Phew...! Hmm?"

As I sat on the edge of the bed trying to calm my excitement, suddenly a heavy weight pressed against my back.

Breeze, who had been in a state of afterglow, had approached from behind and clung to me.

There had been times before when she hugged me from behind and her breasts touched me.

But this was the first time feeling her bare skin, and the weight of her breasts pressing against my back sent shivers through my entire body.

"That's unfair."

"What is?"

"Only I felt good! I wanted you to feel as much as I did...!"

"Aha! But I enjoyed it too in my own way."

"Enjoying it and directly feeling pleasure are completely different!"

"Well, that's true. So what would you like me to do?"

"...Put it inside me."

"Hmm? What did you say?"

"Ah...! Stop teasing and hold me tight while you put it in!"

Breeze lay back on the bed with puffed cheeks.

She brought her hand to her moist private part and spread it slightly.

The sticky love juices stretched out, showing the inside of the hole, but the hymen, symbol of virginity, was visible, hiding the cervix.

The first experience with the Mad Dragon that no one had ever tasted was right before me.

My salivary glands secreted, and I unconsciously swallowed the saliva that leaked out.

"You're not going to say something ridiculous like you can't do it because your heart is pounding, are you?"

"Of course not."

I couldn't overturn the table Breeze had set.

I lowered my pants along with my underwear, proudly displaying my erect member.

Compared to Bern's Holy Sword, it was lacking in both size and thickness, but not enough to feel intimidated.

A proper man who could embrace and satisfy the woman he loved.

Hadn't I satisfied Breeze countless times with just foreplay?

I don't think the main event would be much different.

"Shall I go in?"

"Yes, come to me...♡"

"Ugh!"

"Hick...! Ahh!!"

The glans slowly penetrated the narrow vaginal opening.

Fortunately, she was soaking wet, so I could push in little by little, but the vaginal walls wrapped around the entering penis and squeezed tightly.

My heart started beating faster than when I was running at full speed, and blood rushed to my penis.

"Haa...! Haa...! Huaah! M-more forcefully...!"

"Alright, then...! Ugh?!"

"Kyaah!!"

Excited by Breeze's coquettish voice, I thrust my penis all the way inside at once.

However, having forgotten that she had a sensitive spot near her cervix, a rough stimulation was engraved on my glans.

I managed to hold back dramatically during the climax, but I ended up ejaculating a small amount inside her.

"Haa...! Haa...! H-hah! Was the inside of me that good?"

"Sh-shut up! I didn't expect there to be scales inside you!"

"My true form is a dragon. Even though I've transformed into a human to become one with you, my dragon characteristics don't change."

"...When you say it like that, I can't argue."

"Instead of arguing, just hold me tight!"

Breeze smiled brightly as she pulled my neck.

Seeing tears at the corners of her eyes, it seems that losing virginity was quite painful even for a dragon.

I held Breeze tightly. Then she whispered in my ear, begging me to move.

"Ahh...! Ah! Ah! Aah...!"

"Breeze...!"

"Hng! Mm, mmm...! Hah...! Good! More! Mmm...! Hnng!!"

*Squish squish squish-!*

While mixing our tongues stickily, I moved my hips with all my might, as much as I loved Breeze.

Each time, large amounts of love juice spurted from her vagina, washing away the blood that had leaked at first.

The vaginal folds that would tighten strongly, then loosen when she released love juice, and then wrap around again.

I firmly resisted the strong tightening and repeatedly knocked on her cervix, and each time, Breeze bounced her hips up and down.

As we engaged in strong piston movements with our love juices and pre-cum mixed together, foam began to form from our bodily fluids.

Regardless, I thrust my penis deep inside, reaching as far as I could, and looked at Breeze's expression distorted with pleasure.

*Both her purely smiling face and her face loosened with pleasure are all lovely...!*

My one and only lover.

Feeling her strong love, I continued thrusting without stopping.

"Geon-woo...♡ Ah! Haah! Good, so good...!"

"Haa...! Haa...!"

"Yes! My first...! Haah! Aah! I'm glad it's you...♡"

"Ugh!"

"Feels good...! Ah! Ah! Aaah! Being connected with you...! Nngh! Good!"

"Me too."

"Ahh! Hmm! R-really...?"

"Of course! I'll never let you go from now on."

"Hehe...! Ahng! Haah...! I'm so happy...!"

*Slap-! Slap-! Slap-!*

As emotions heightened, movements became more passionate.

In a state of ecstasy, I pounded Breeze's vagina with my penis.

It might have been somewhat rough, but she actually pressed my waist with her legs, adding more force to the piston movements.

Occasionally, when the glans hit her sensitive spot, Breeze and I would tremble simultaneously and burst out with moans.

"Haa...! Haa...! Aaah!!"

The limit of pleasure gradually approaching.

My face unconsciously contorted. Then Breeze's hand touched my cheek, and she stole my lips again.

Between our connected lips, our tongues intertwined as if dancing, and adrenaline was secreted as if about to burst.

The end of that pleasure was about to explode in my lower body.

"I can't...!"

"Nngh! Y-you can come inside...! No, come inside me!"

"But if I do that...!"

"Haah! Ah! I-if not inside, I don't want it! I want all of you! So...!"

"Ugh?!"

Breeze's legs wrapped around my waist, locking as if she would never let go.

In a state where I could no longer pull out, I reached my limit.

"I'm coming...!"

"Huaaaah!!"

*Spurt-! Spurt-! Spurrt-!!*

Hot white fluid left my body and filled Breeze's empty space.

Even during this process, her vaginal walls moved relentlessly, squeezing my penis, expressing her intention not to leave a single drop.

Breeze, the Mad Dragon who desired not just love but also a baby, had an ecstatic expression on her flushed face.

"Geon-woo, I love you♡"

It was a love confession no different from usual, but it made my heart swell.

I didn't answer. I just faced her and slowly kissed her.

The taste of love. The kiss after connecting hearts with Breeze was the sweetest thing in the world.
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Tweet tweet-!

The birds in the forest chirped on this refreshing morning.

Breeze slowly opened her eyes as sunlight filtered through the curtains made of leaves.

Having suffered from lack of sleep after spending the night making love with her partner, she raised her upper body while keeping her eyes closed.

"So sleepy......"

Though she had fallen asleep without a thread of clothing on her body, Breeze now wore a loose shirt.

Yun Geon-woo had dressed her while she slept soundly to keep her from getting cold.

Delighted by such thoughtful consideration, Breeze carefully brought the sleeve to her nose and sniffed it.

Unfortunately, it wasn't something he had been wearing, so his scent was faint, but instead, it carried the fluffy warmth of morning sunlight, allowing her to bask in happiness.

"Did you sleep well?"

"Yes!"

Yun Geon-woo, who had risen early, approached Breeze when he noticed she was awake.

He handed her a mug filled with coffee that he had brewed slowly since morning.

Receiving it, Breeze felt the warmth from the mug and smiled softly.

A warm cup of coffee from her beloved on this chilly morning after their first night together.

Wasn't this the true meaning of intimacy?

The thought made Breeze grin broadly as she savored her happiness.

"Why are you smiling like that?"

"Because I've never been this happy in my entire life."

"That much?"

"Yes, I never knew that spending sweet time with someone you love, on the same day, in the same place, could be this blissful."

"I feel the same way, but it's a bit embarrassing when you put it like that."

Yun Geon-woo scratched his head with reddened cheeks at Breeze's honest sentiment.

Trying to calm his pounding heart, he took a sip of his own morning coffee.

But the moment he lowered his cup, his heart beat even more fiercely at the disheveled sight of Breeze before him.

The left shoulder of the shirt he had put on her had slipped down, exposing her cleavage.

Breeze, however, seemed completely unaware as she looked up at Yun Geon-woo with innocent eyes.

Her unconsciously seductive, disheveled appearance was stirring his heart.

"Ahem! How about fixing your clothes?"

"Hehe, are you embarrassed?"

Breeze responded to his comment by pushing her ample bosom toward him provocatively.

As he was about to turn his head away, Yun Geon-woo paused.

Since they had already crossed that line, there was nothing strange about being confident in the face of Breeze's provocation.

"I'm not embarrassed. I've seen more than this already."

"Oh? Is that so?"

Yun Geon-woo tensed slightly at Breeze's meaningful smile.

However, contrary to his concerns, both her hands remained still, wrapped around the mug.

*What's going on? Is she just going to let it go?*

As his suspicion grew, Breeze's tail was secretly moving.

Her tail was directed toward a pink pillow under the bed with the word "Available" and a heart embroidered on it.

Breeze lifted the pillow with the tip of her tail, showing it off to the man before her.

With the addition of her eye smile, the destructive power of her seduction advanced to the next level.

"Then you wouldn't be embarrassed if we did it one more time, right?"

"Oh my...!"

It was a morning that would leave Yun Geon-woo's seed depleted.



***

A month had already passed since they began staying in the Elf Forest.

It was the place where they had stayed the longest after Breeze's nest, and they were gradually becoming accustomed to life in the forest.

Familiarity soon became comfort, so I decided to leave the forest before becoming too attached to this land.

"You've all worked hard enduring my training over the past month."

"Not at all! You worked much harder than us, Instructor!"

"Thanks to you, we've developed such magnificent bodies."

"Squeak! Squeak!"

After the long training was over, I climbed onto the platform to hold a small graduation ceremony.

The elves who had received training were lined up before me, and every single one of them had developed a sturdy physique.

I was genuinely impressed by their muscles, which looked capable of standing up to a wild bear without backing down.

While there were individual differences in their development timing, it proved that any elf had the inherent potential to become a strong woman.

Meanwhile, among the burly elf women, a squirrel with a uniquely different build caught my eye.

Although I hadn't trained it separately like the elves, I had passed down the whip techniques I had learned from a squirrel in the future.

I don't know why. I just felt like I had to do it.

Anyway, the little creature had sworn loyalty to me and wielded vines of judgment against lazy elves during training, making them focus.

It wouldn't be strange to say that the squirrel was involved in the elves' growth as much as I was.

"My guidance ends today. From now on, I believe you can all take excellent care of your bodies without my supervision. With that belief, I hereby announce my resignation as your instructor."

"""Thank you very much for everything!!"""

My lips automatically curled up at the thunderous cheers.

Though I had never been anyone's teacher in my life, at this moment, I felt proud of having raised disciples.

At first, I felt self-loathing watching the gradual realization of a gender-reversed world, but now I felt rather fulfilled.

I was confident I wouldn't regret it even if I returned to the future someday.

These strong elves would become symbols of my existence in the past.

"That concludes the ceremony. Live well from now on."

"""Hurray!!"""

Suddenly, the elves climbed onto the platform and grabbed my arms and legs.

They threw me high into the air.

A farewell toss accompanied by cheers.

Though they threw me frighteningly high, I trusted the elves and surrendered my body to them.

The tossing continued about ten times before coming to an end.

When I finally stood on solid ground again, I saw Breeze approaching from a distance.

"You seem to be quite trusted by the elves?"

"More than I deserve."

"I wonder if you'll even receive confessions at the farewell party tonight."

"Are you jealous?"

"No, I realized it's better to make it clear that you're mine rather than waste time being jealous."

Unfortunately, Breeze had stopped puffing her cheeks since our first time together.

Instead, she launched affectionate offensives at every opportunity, showing off her love for me to others.

Her determination not to leave any room for others between us was quite adorable.

"As the main character of today's farewell party, let's show the elves what a match made in heaven looks like!"

"That's not a bad idea, but unfortunately, we'll be leaving the forest without attending the farewell party."

"Why?"

"We were traveling quietly to avoid the kingdom's eyes, remember? If rumors spread about elves holding a banquet, and our presence is exposed to the kingdom, it could become quite troublesome."

"Now that you mention it, that's true."

"We'll leave quietly before sunset, so prepare in advance."

"Okay, got it!"

Breeze answered cheerfully and headed back to the cabin where they had stayed for the past month.

She would organize all their belongings and prepare to leave at any time.

Meanwhile, I planned to visit the World Tree's shrine one last time.

Even if we were leaving, it seemed proper to say goodbye to Lavender, the Saintess who had been friendly and trusting toward us from the beginning.

As I turned my steps toward the shrine, for some reason, Lavender the Saintess was approaching me.

"You're planning to leave before the farewell party."

"Did you hear about it?"

"Yes, the nearby trees told me."

"I guess I can't reveal secrets even in front of trees anymore."

"Hehe! I'm joking. Actually, Mother told me."

"Mother...?"

"Our Mother, the Great Earth Mother, advised me to quietly say goodbye to the honored guest who would be leaving early."

The Great Earth Mother, who hadn't issued any oracles during numerous past incidents, had finally expressed her will for the first time.

As I wondered about this, Lavender the Saintess explained the reason with a benevolent smile.

"Mother said she's currently fighting against beings from another world. She doesn't have the capacity to watch over us, so it can't be helped."

"I see."

"In that sense, I'm repeatedly grateful for your handling of the Hounds of Tindalos."

"You don't need to be so thankful. I simply eliminated a common enemy that threatened everyone."

"Modesty is good, but sometimes it's better to be a bit shameless."

"That doesn't suit my temperament."

"Hehe, then would you mind if I'm shameless on your behalf?"

"Pardon?"

Lavender the Saintess approached me and placed something in my palm.

Curious, I looked at my hand and saw a yellow leaf the size of a World Tree leaf.

"It's a leaf I've worn for a week without washing."

"...Please stop joking like that."

"I see it doesn't work on you."

"There's no way an elf would use the sacred World Tree's leaves as underwear."

I said it was impossible, but my heart raced as I wondered how I should react if it were true.

Perhaps I would have smelled the leaf or even tasted it...?

"As you said, what I've given you is a special World Tree leaf that grows only once every 100 years."

"What's its effect?"

"I'm sorry, but I can't explain that in detail. However, Mother said you'll need it soon, so I recommend keeping it."

Nodding at Lavender the Saintess's words, I carefully tucked the leaf inside my clothes.

There was no reason not to keep this leaf, another oracle from the Great Earth Mother.

"And here's the final message from Mother."

"What is it?"

"...She said if you mate in front of the World Tree one more time, she'll cut off your head."

I fled from that spot immediately.
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After leaving the Elf Forest, we set out on a journey toward the desert ruins.

During our travels, I spent time having pleasant conversations with Breeze, and sometimes making love, causing time to fly by in an instant.

The lush green grass gradually gave way to rugged wasteland, which quickly transformed into a desert landscape filled with sand.

The temperature rose dramatically, greeting us with extreme heat that felt like it could burn our skin, but it was meaningless to us.

Temperature has no effect on dragons, and I used mana to cool the air around me.

"People call both snowy regions and deserts barren lands, but I disagree. Snowy regions are home to many thick-skinned animals, while deserts are endlessly desolate. Both might be difficult places for plants to survive, but for people, snowy regions are much better!"

"Isn't that just because you're a dragon who lives in a snowy region?"

"That's a completely unbiased assessment!"

"Well... I do prefer cold over heat myself."

"So you agree that snowy regions are better than deserts?"

"Great! Then let's have our wedding back at my nest!"

"What? You're talking about the wedding again?"

Throughout our journey to the desert, Breeze had been mentioning our wedding at every opportunity.

Dragons also had the concept of weddings, and as a species with significantly fewer numbers, they tended to place even more importance on weddings than humans did.

"But I want to hold the ceremony soon! If I had my way, I'd take you to my nest right now."

"Just be patient a little longer."

Dragons were famous for having only one wedding in their lifetime.

For them, a wedding was considered a ritual that bound not only the bodies but also the souls of the partners.

The significance was different, but the confirmation of love between partners wasn't all that different.

To be honest, I also wanted to have a wedding with Breeze.

However, I couldn't return until I checked the desert ruins and discovered the secrets of my past journey.

As soon as we finished exploring the ruins, I would return to Breeze's nest and become her husband.

"So where are these ruins you've been so eager to visit?"

"We should arrive soon."

"All I can see is sand and cacti."

"That's because they're normally well-hidden."

The ruins were wrapped in an invisible protective barrier that was impossible to see with the naked eye.

Even if Breeze tried to detect it with mana, she wouldn't be able to penetrate the barrier created by a Progenitor who was equal to or greater than her.

The only option was to solve the ruins' mechanism and deactivate the barrier directly.

"Hmm, strange..."

"What's wrong?"

"There should be a structure appearing around here, but I don't see it."

"Did you lose your way?"

"No, this is definitely the right direction..."

In the future, there should have been a pillar with a vampire inside it.

But now, there was nothing but the desolate desert landscape stretching before us.

Could it be that the desert ruins didn't exist in this era?

While that possibility couldn't be ruled out entirely, the question lingering in my mind made it difficult to move forward.

*Surely the Vampire Progenitor couldn't have been born after the Mad Dragon...*

Of course, there was a possibility that Aira had built the ruins later and made them her residence.

However, what bothered me was that many of the structures contained hundreds of years of history.

Even a Progenitor couldn't manipulate the passage of time embedded in structures.

"How long are you going to stand there? If the stone pillar you mentioned isn't here despite us being in the right place, shouldn't we assume it disappeared without your knowledge?"

"Hmm..."

"Sadly, our journey ends here. Now we can return to our home and have our wedding...!"

"Wait just a moment."

"You still can't let it go?"

"There's something I want to check one last time."

Though there was no stone pillar, I moved toward where the ruins should have been.

The protective barrier around the ruins had two functions: imperceptibility and spatial distortion.

You couldn't perceive the barrier, and if you got close, space would distort, leading you to an area where the ruins didn't exist.

Therefore, without deactivating the barrier, it was impossible to enter the ruins.

*With my current level, it's probably hopeless, but I should at least try since I've come this far...*

I slowly advanced toward where the ruins should be, resonating with the mana dissolved in the desert.

Just as I thought I had approached the very edge—

"Huh...? Whoa?!"

"G-Geon-woo!"

Suddenly, the sand caved in and began pulling my body downward.

The abruptly formed sand pit reminded me of an antlion's trap.

By the time Breeze, who had been watching from a distance, flew over in panic, my body was already half-swallowed by the sand.

Fortunately, my outstretched hand reached hers, but the situation didn't improve.

The sand's suction was just as powerful as Breeze's pull.

"Argh! Aaaagh! It hurts like hell!"

When I cried out in pain as if my arm was being torn off, Breeze stopped pulling me.

Instead, she chose to be sucked into the sand along with me.

And so, without understanding what was happening, we were both swallowed by the sand.

"Pwah! Ptoo! Ptoo!"

"Are you okay?"

"Yeah... except for my throat being full of sand, I'm somehow alright."

"I was so shocked when you suddenly got sucked into the sand. What did you do?"

"I don't know either. I just approached where the ruins should have been, and I was suddenly pulled in."

I looked around to understand the situation.

Below the desert pit was a new space, and sand was still pouring from the ceiling entrance we had come through.

"Isn't this the ruins you were talking about?"

"I'm not sure. I can't be certain because the entrance method I knew for the ruins wasn't like this."

"We'll find out as we explore!"

Breeze took out a lantern she had prepared and illuminated our surroundings.

As the previously dim interior came into view, a certain mural caught my eye.

"This is..."

For a moment, I doubted my own eyes.

The drawing on the mural was at the level of an elementary school student, but the problem was its content.

The mural began with a black-haired boy sitting on the ground and a black-haired young man standing on a horned monster.

Next came scenes of the young man teaching swordsmanship to the boy, followed by numerous depictions of the boy fighting monsters alongside new companions.

Meanwhile, the story of the young man who had guided the boy also appeared occasionally, but the content was generally bitter.

He was either watching a girl follow the boy or shedding tears while holding an unconscious woman in his arms.

Unlike the boy's story, which was mostly bright, the young man's story was nothing but gloomy.

The finale showed the boy and the young man facing each other with swords drawn.

"This is the content of 'Adokchoe'!"

"Adokchoe? What's that?"

"Ah! It's... the title of a book I absolutely despise."

"Really? The title is quite short and unique."

"It's an abbreviation. The original title is quite long."

"Then will you tell me? I'd like to find and read it later!"

"It's not worth reading."

"That makes me want to read it even more. I want to have deep conversations with you about the book's content!"

Her intention was admirable, but unfortunately, this book didn't exist in this world.

From the beginning, this world was where the content of that book was meant to unfold.

When time passed and Kang Jun-hyeok and Bern were born, watching their story up close would be exactly what "Adokchoe" was.

"I'll let you know if I see it later."

"Really? Promise?"

"Yes."

I led Breeze away from that place.

My head was filled with things to organize and puzzles to solve.

Where exactly was this place, and why was there a mural depicting the content of "Adokchoe"?

To find the answer, we had no choice but to explore this place.

*Perhaps there's someone who pulled me here.*

I even considered the possibility that the author of "Adokchoe" might be living here.

If the author really was here, I would beat him without hesitation.

After that, I'd have to thank him too. Even though I felt bitter, thanks to him, I had found new connections and happiness.

"Geon-woo! There's a strange-looking box here!"

"A box?"

While I was lost in these thoughts, Breeze called out to me.

She was waving at me from a place so far away that I couldn't tell when she had gone there.

But I couldn't see the box she mentioned anywhere.

Approaching Breeze with suspicion, she held something out to me.

"This is it!"

A tiny box small enough to fit in Breeze's palm.

I was about to smile at its size, just big enough to hold a ring, when I blinked at the phrase written on the box.

[Free Play Mimic♡]

A familiar English phrase, and as soon as I recognized it, I saw a tongue flickering between the cracks of the box.

I remembered the fear I had felt in the future.
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The mimic that used to chase people madly with human arms and legs attached.

It could swallow anything, and its suction power was strong enough to turn steel bars into needles.

The mimic I was facing now was quite small, so the power it could exert was minimal, but I couldn't let my guard down.

I couldn't rule out the possibility that it had deliberately reduced its size.

"Breeze, put that box down on the floor quietly."

"Why?"

"That box you're holding is actually a magical beast called a mimic."

"I already know that."

"Wait, if you knew, why haven't you done anything about it?"

"Because it's not dangerous at all."

A mimic that's not dangerous? The kind that walks around on its own and charges madly at people?

But I could understand what Breeze meant.

The mimic we encountered was so small that it couldn't really harm anyone.

Unless it had completed a certain level of growth, it was basically at baby level.

It didn't have those grotesque limbs attached, nor did it possess that famous suction power—it was just licking Breeze's hand with its tongue through the gap.

The way it hopped around while flicking its protruding tongue looked completely harmless.

*Actually, looking at it closely, it might even be a little cute...*

It sounded quite insane, but it had already been a year since I came to the past.

The creature reminded me of Chaos, who used to lick my cheeks and play around when I was Bern.

That's why I was feeling nostalgic as the panting mimic with its tongue out reminded me of Chaos.

*I wonder how everyone is doing...*

While I was staying in the past, there was no way to know what had happened to Bern's body.

Had it become an empty shell without a soul? Or had Bern's soul, the original owner of the body, returned to it?

Or perhaps "I" had been duplicated and was living normally without any issues.

*Will I be able to return to the future?*

I desperately missed Rene and Rin, not to mention Prah's nagging, Hades' broadcasts, and Chaos's affection.

That's why I planned to do my best to return to the future.

But if that didn't work out, I would live happily as Yun Geon-woo without regrets.

"Geon-woo, should we raise this little one?"

"...Sure."

"Huh? You're not against it?"

"Looking back, it's not big enough to harm people yet, so I don't see a problem. Even if it grows abnormally large later, we can train it beforehand."

In the distant future, if I were to return to my time, it would leave Breeze with a huge wound.

I don't want her to be sad, but I have a place I need to return to.

So I'll at least create unforgettable memories for Breeze so she won't have regrets.

That's also why I didn't strongly oppose the idea of raising the mimic.

"Then we need to give this child a name first!"

"Good idea."

"What name would it like?"

"It's a mimic, and it's pretty cute. How about Mimi?"

"Ugh! That's terrible."

"When you react like that, even I get hurt, you know."

Her furrowed brow honestly brought tears to my eyes.

I thought it was a cute name, but I didn't expect it to be so despised.

Bitter as it was, I accepted my lack of naming sense and left the naming to Breeze.

"I've decided! Your name is Rene!"

"That's not allowed!"

"Why not? It's a pretty name."

"Y-yes, it's pretty, but absolutely not! I wouldn't accept that name even if sand got in my eyes!"

"Tch! Fine. I rejected your name too, so I'll think of something else."

I could never accept my precious lover's name—Breeze's daughter—being stolen by a mimic.

It's very rare for people to give the same name to their children and pets, so if I hadn't intervened, Rene might have ended up with a different name.

If I hadn't stepped in, the future might have changed.

I don't really want to interfere with history, but this time I had no choice.

"How about Munak?"

"That's not a bad name."

"Great, from now on your name is Munak!"

Clunk-! Clunk-!

As if pleased with the name Munak, the mimic bounced back and forth on its corners.

It was completely different from the image of it following us with human limbs exposed, which brought a smile to my face.

"But I just thought of something—is it okay for us to just name it? It might already have another owner."

"Then we'll just have to talk to that owner and formally get custody of Munak!"

"You really like it, don't you?"

"When I look at this child, it reminds me of a lizard I raised when I was young."

A reptile raising another reptile...

I know it's disrespectful to dragons, the supreme species, but it was an amusing thought.

As if reading my mind, Breeze's eyes began to sharpen.

I looked away, pretending not to notice.

"Anyway, it doesn't matter if Munak already has an owner!"

"But we don't know what kind of person the owner is."

"There's no way anyone could firmly refuse a dragon's proposal!"

Breeze thrust her chest forward proudly, exuding confidence.

As she said, there were very few people who could say "NO" to a dragon.

But what about the Progenitor we encountered at the end of the ruins?

A vampire said to possess power rivaling the strongest species, though not quite at a dragon's level.

If we're talking about the primordial being who began the history of vampires, they might even outrank dragons.

If Breeze were a primordial dragon, there wouldn't be a problem, but she was still a tomboy dragon lady who didn't know much about the world.

*If necessary, I'll have to persuade them even if it means risking my life.*

It was too early to be certain that Munak's owner would be Aira.

They might just be in a symbiotic relationship in the ruins.

In the end, to indulge Breeze's whim, we needed to proceed to the deepest part of the underground passage.

"By the way, is this the ruin you've been looking for?"

"I'm not sure. It's quite different from the ruin I knew, so I can't say for certain."

"There are huge ancient murals, and you're saying it might not be the ruins?"

"I meant it's too early to be certain. I want to look around more carefully to see if this is the place I knew."

"Ugh, I wanted to take Munak back to the nest right away..."

"This is where Munak lived before meeting us, right? Wouldn't it be better to learn about the mimic's ecosystem in advance?"

"I guess you're right. If it's weak to cold, we might need to build a new nest somewhere else."

I comforted the openly disappointed Breeze and slowly moved forward, taking the lead.

Breeze followed behind me with Munak perched on her shoulder.

*A mimic riding on a dragon—that's interesting.*

Breeze showed such extreme affection that one might wonder if the mimic had brainwashed the dragon.

But considering how lonely she had been living until now, I could understand.

Even I, who was suddenly abandoned in the snowy mountains, would likely have been left behind if Breeze hadn't been lonely.

"I've been noticing something strange about this place."

"What is it?"

"There must be piles of sand above the ceiling, but there's not even a sign of collapse. And there aren't even any pillars or structures supporting it from below."

"Someone must be using magic to prevent the underground from collapsing. You can tell right away if you feel the flow of mana."

"Oh? The mana flow does seem a bit unnatural."

Forces like attraction, gravity, and repulsion all have natural mana within them, and mana moves in the same direction as these forces.

In other words, mana should flow downward due to gravity, but right now it was actually rising upward.

As if someone had reversed gravity.

Someone skilled enough to change the gravity of not just one space, but the entire underground passage.

Indeed, there was a high possibility that she was here.

"Ah!"

"Hm?"

Clunk-! Clunk-!

Munak suddenly jumped down from Breeze's shoulder and landed on the floor.

After jumping down, it flicked its tongue up and down as if telling us to follow, then waddled past me.

Breeze and I looked at each other, tilting our heads in confusion before following Munak.

It seemed like it wanted to show us something special.

"Where is it going?"

"I don't know. I just hope it's not taking us to meet other mimics."

Imagining a swarm of mimics from the distant future jumping out gave me goosebumps.

Hoping that wouldn't happen, I watched the back of the box heading somewhere.

At a fork in the road, Munak's movement stopped as soon as we turned the corner.

At the same time, I sensed a presence beyond the corner.

"Finally found you! I told you not to wander around on your own!"

A blonde girl scolded as she picked up Munak, who was now motionless like a box.

But from her crimson eyes like clear blood and the fangs slightly protruding between her lips, I could tell she was a vampire.

Moreover, I had seen this girl before.

Not as childlike as now, but in a more mature form—there was no doubt.

The girl's identity was Aira's direct vampire descendant.

"Today I've spread lots of honey below, just like you love! Are you ready to lick it diligently?"

True to her future self who would develop a strange fetish for being trapped in pillars, the girl seemed to be using Munak like a butter dog.

"Yes, this is the real deal."

It had been a while since I'd experienced the depths of this other world's strangeness.
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I smiled and nodded at the familiar yet nostalgic taste.

The vampire girl seemed to detect my presence as she suddenly turned her head and became alert.

"A human...? What's this, why is a human here?"

"Who knows? I just opened my eyes and found myself here."

"Aha! Now that I look at you properly, I can size you up. You must have been wandering around the desert and accidentally stepped into the entrance? How unfortunate for you!"

A smile spread across the vampire girl's lips.

It was the smile of a predator facing its prey, and I could even see a bit of drool escaping from the corner of her mouth.

"Hehe, this fresh blood scent tickling my nose! It's been so long since—"

"Since what?"

"...Huh?"

Breeze Sephiron stepped between me and the vampire girl, her face contorted with displeasure.

Meanwhile, the girl who was facing the clearly displeased Breeze blinked several times before her expression turned to shock.

Though Breeze was in human form due to polymorph, the girl could apparently see what was inside.

Well, vampires are high-ranking species too, so she could probably instantly identify Breeze's true nature.

"I-It's been so long since we had a guest, so I'll go prepare a welcome ceremony!"

The girl turned around and tried to leave.

However, as Breeze's hand landed on her shoulder, the girl froze in place.

It was a natural reaction, since except for the Progenitor, no vampire could stand against a dragon.

"I didn't know and spoke out of turn! Please, just this once, could you be merciful?"

"Why should I?"

"Hehe! I can't possibly dirty the beautiful hands of such an exalted being with the blood of someone like me, right?"

"I can just wash my hands afterward."

"Hiccup!"

Crack-! Crack-crack-!

Breeze flexed her muscles, making the sound of her joints cracking clearly audible.

Seeing the dragon approaching her with a cold smile, the vampire girl even started hiccuping.

Watching the girl who had tried to threaten me now being threatened herself, I decided it was enough.

"That's sufficient."

"Wouldn't it be better to leave no loose ends?"

"It's not serious enough to call it a loose end, is it? Besides, if we spill blood here, that would create more problems."

I didn't explain that we might have to fight the Progenitor.

If I mentioned Aira unnecessarily, it was obvious I'd be interrogated starting with "How do you know her?" and moving on to "What's your relationship with her?"

I vaguely said I had a bad feeling about it.

Breeze seemed displeased with this but reluctantly yielded to my opinion.

"Th-thank you for your mercy!"

"Don't thank me, thank Geon-woo. If it weren't for his request, I would have killed you."

"Hiccup! Th-thank you! And I'm truly sorry for trying to drink your blood without knowing you were cherished by such an exalted being!"

"It's okay, these things happen."

A human suddenly appearing in a place where people rarely set foot.

No one could have predicted that this human would happen to be connected to a dragon.

In other words, the one with truly bad luck wasn't me but the girl.

"From now on, be more careful about whose blood you try to drink."

"You're not forbidding blood-drinking altogether?"

"How can I tell a vampire not to drink blood at all? It's like a meal to you. You'd die without it."

"You're quite different from the humans I've seen before."

"Really? I think I'm pretty ordinary."

"When you're favored by such a noble being, saying something like that might seem heartless to some people?"

The human named "Yun Geon-woo" was indeed very ordinary.

Average magical power, average physical abilities, no outstanding skills.

Only his memories as Bern and the fortunate connections he'd made were special.

If I had fallen onto the snowy mountain without the possession, I would have frozen to death without being able to do anything.

Similarly, if I hadn't met Breeze, there was a high chance I would have died miserably.

It was only because all conditions aligned that I had somehow managed to survive until now.

I shouldn't fall into the delusion of thinking I'm special.

"Think whatever you want. I don't care about others' opinions."

"...You speak like her."

"Her?"

"Ah, it's nothing!"

The girl pretended not to know what I was talking about, despite having mentioned it herself.

The "her" she referred to was probably Aira.

Though we'd only talked briefly, I could tell she was the type of person who didn't care at all about others' opinions.

She had a firm objectivity about herself and absolute confidence in her abilities.

*The likelihood of her being here has increased.*

As a Progenitor, she would be just as powerful now as in the past or future.

With Bern's body, I had withstood her pressure and dignity, but honestly, I wasn't confident now.

I didn't know what to say when I faced her.

"Hey, if it's okay, could you guide me around this place?"

"A guide? Oh! You want me to take you to the exit, right?"

"The exit comes last. I'm interested in this place, so I'd like you to tell me about various things."

"Ugh! Do you really need to look around? There's nothing particularly interesting..."

"Are you saying you don't want to guide me? What's going on?"

"N-no! I'll guide you right away!"

After hesitating, she acted promptly at Breeze's words.

Indeed, overwhelming power was faster and easier for handling people than gentle consideration.

"And give Munakki back right now!"

"M-Munakki?"

"The mimic in your palm!"

"Huh? This is Butter."

She treated the mimic like a butter dog and even named it Butter?

I was shocked, but the pure-hearted Breeze didn't care about the name the girl had given it.

She snatched the mimic from the girl's hand and held it preciously.

The girl who lost the mimic to Breeze looked regretful but couldn't say anything.

"Sorry, my companion seems to have taken a great liking to that mimic."

"It's fine. I wasn't really Butter—I mean, the mimic's owner anyway."

"Then does it have a separate owner?"

"No. That mimic just appeared here one day and started living in my place like it was its home. It's like a unique wild animal with no sense of caution."

The origin of Munakki remained unknown.

Where it came from and its exact identity remained a mystery.

It might even be a monster sent to this world by an outer god.

With reasonable suspicion, I glanced at the mimic that Breeze was holding.

*If necessary, it might be better to deal with it now before it fully develops.*

Just as I made this grave resolution, Munakki suddenly jumped and landed on my shoulder.

It rubbed the corner of its box against my cheek and started licking me enthusiastically with its tongue.

It wasn't emitting any killing intent, so this wasn't a struggle for survival.

It just seemed like it was trying to get my attention and show affection.

*Maybe I was being too sensitive.*

I smiled slightly and stroked the top of Munakki with my finger.

The tongue that had been licking my cheek detached, and suddenly wrapped around my finger.

Does it dislike being touched on top?

I tried to remove my hand, but before I could, the mimic bit my finger.

"Eek?!"

I thought it was finally showing its true colors and attacking me.

But there was no pain, just a strange sensation at the tip of my captured finger.

When Munakki finally released my finger, there was a ring I had never seen before on it.

"What's this?"

A jade ring with no special features.

It looked like an old ring that no one would buy even if put up for sale.

I thought it might be a cursed item, but since the ring came off easily, I dismissed that possibility.

If it were cursed, I wouldn't have been able to remove it until the curse was lifted.

"It seems like a gift..."

I didn't understand why it suddenly gave me a jade ring without warning.

I desperately wanted to ask directly, but the mimic wasn't someone I could communicate with.

When I asked the vampire girl, she said this was the first time she'd seen such a thing and didn't know.

Breeze simply said it wasn't harmful so it was fine, and moved on.

Was it just giving me one of the miscellaneous items from inside its box?

Just as I was about to conclude it was an ordinary jade ring—

"Kyaah?!"

The vampire girl tripped over her own feet and was about to fall forward.

Being relatively close, I tried to support her by grabbing her waist with one arm.

However, her struggle to avoid falling actually made things worse.

My hand missed its target, and I ended up slipping as well.

CRASH-!

Unfortunately, there was a wall in front of the girl, so her upper body went through the wall with only her lower half sticking out.

And the place where I fell was precisely on the girl's plump buttocks, and a sticky, sweet liquid touched my lips.

It was undoubtedly the honey she had said she applied to make the mimic act like a butter dog.

"Oh, it's sweet."

Before long, a new liquid mixed with the girl's honey, and I decided to quietly ignore the identity of this new fluid.

Just seeing the girl stuck in the wall, trembling with excitement, was enough to infer.

That her future fetish would be formed through this experience.
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How could something like this possibly happen?

Due to a misstep, a vampire girl was pressed against the wall, and I, also slipping, ended up with my face buried right between her legs.

Because of that, the girl discovered a pleasure she would have been better off not knowing, and I got dragged away by Breeze.

For a coincidence, the timing was both exquisite and unfortunate.

"You know what you did!"

"Your Honor, I'm innocent. I'm truly blameless!"

"Then what was that just now?"

"That was just an accident. I absolutely did not do it with impure intentions!"

"...Yeah, I know."

"Huh?"

Breeze, who had been wearing a face like a ferocious goblin, pouted her lips but acknowledged my words.

I thought she was furious, but in reality, she was just slightly upset.

I blinked as I looked at her.

"Why are you looking at me like you don't believe it?"

"It's just a bit unexpected. I thought you'd be furious since I supposedly put my hands on another woman."

"Isn't that a bit harsh? I'm not so dull that I can't distinguish between intention and accident."

"Haha, sorry."

"And as long as your love doesn't change, I'll never doubt you."

"...When you say it like that, even I feel a little embarrassed."

"Ugh! When you say things like that, it makes me embarrassed too!"

Breeze's fierce palm struck my back hard.

It hurt, but I felt good in a way. Not that I enjoy being hit.

It was just that I saw Breeze's infinite trust, and her love shone through that foundation of trust.

"Anyway, I brought you here for a different reason, so don't worry."

"What's the reason you brought me?"

"I'm not sure if I should say this, but I can sense an absurdly strong energy from deep within... It might even be stronger than me."

"Stronger than you, a Mad Dragon?"

"Yes, I'm not certain, but the power I'm detecting is on par with mine."

Breeze's words confirmed it for me.

The Progenitor is somewhere here.

It wasn't the ruins I was looking for, but as they say, a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush—an opportunity to face Aira had presented itself.

"Are you sure?"

"If I were lying, I wouldn't be setting the mood like this. As you know, I might be good at many things, but acting is definitely not one of them."

"I know. You almost revealed your identity to that kingdom knight who ambushed us with questions."

As I giggled, recalling the memory, Breeze's hand struck my back again.

She seemed upset that I was laughing while remembering her dark history.

I had no intention of mocking her. I just thought she looked cute when she was flustered and rambling.

"So what do you want to do?"

"Obviously, we should get out of here before the owner of that monstrous energy notices us!"

"I see. But unfortunately, I think it's too late."

No sooner had I finished speaking than Breeze flinched and turned around.

A black-haired vampire, Aira, had appeared without any warning.

Despite her cold, red eyes, she was looking at us.

If death had a form, wouldn't it look something like this?

That thought crossed my mind, as Aira was an exceptional being even in the past.

"A human and dragon combination, what a unique and rare pairing."

"...Geon-woo, run away right now without looking back."

"Do you think I would let you leave so easily?"

"Even if it costs me my life, I won't let you lay a finger on Geon-woo!"

With a grave expression, Breeze stood proudly in front of me.

Though she was trembling because she couldn't guarantee victory, she didn't back down.

All for the sole reason of protecting me.

"Your determination is admirable, but unfortunately, the human behind you doesn't seem to have any intention of running away."

"What are you doing? Hurry up and run!"

"Wait a minute. Just because we've encountered a strong opponent doesn't mean we have to fight."

I patted Breeze's shoulder and walked past her, stepping forward confidently.

Normally, Breeze would have grabbed me and tried to stop me until the end, but given who we were facing, she remained still.

Aira's strength was still legendary, just as it had been in the past.

"Oh? Are you, a mere human, going to face me instead of the dragon?"

"I wouldn't last even a second if I did that, so of course not."

"You're not foolish. But why step forward when you know this?"

"To have a conversation with you!"

Silence fell over the space where we were.

Breeze was still trying to shake off her fear of the Progenitor, while Aira remained quiet.

Had I said something strange?

Just as I was wondering, laughter suddenly burst from Aira's lips.

"Ahahahah! How interesting, truly interesting! So, you want to talk with me? To speak your mind while facing me directly—quite bold."

"So, will you talk?"

"Sometimes such entertainment isn't bad. But first, let me ask one thing. You must be acutely aware of the difference in power between us, yet you don't use honorifics with me. Why is that?"

"...I treat people according to their essence—that's my principle. Whether they're gods, dragons, or vampires, I don't care about their background at all. I treat them as I please."

"Acting with conviction without worrying about others' opinions... Not bad."

Since Aira was a vampire with the same philosophy as mine, she nodded in understanding.

It seemed to be a satisfactory answer.

"Very well, I acknowledge you. So, what conversation do you wish to have with me?"

"I'd like you to show me your magic."

"Do you want to learn my magic by observing it?"

"I didn't request it for the purpose of learning. So I'd just like you to show me."

"My, who's the master here..."

Aira sighed deeply but performed magic as I requested.

The traditional method: creating a magic circle in the air and infusing it with mana to manifest the spell.

She didn't show the technique of omitting the magic circle that she had demonstrated in the future—perhaps she was hiding it.

"You don't omit the magic circle?"

"What nonsense are you talking about? How can magic be manifested without a magic circle?"

She wasn't hiding it—she simply didn't have the technique yet.

It seems Aira hasn't yet met the man who would become her teacher.

*I don't even know if such a person exists...*

Unless the Progenitor had awakened the technique herself, it was difficult to imagine she had a teacher.

But she had said with her own mouth that she had learned it, and from my perspective as a direct witness, that power was not easy to understand.

It was a high-level technique difficult to create alone.

"It exists."

"What?"

"I said magic can be manifested without a magic circle."

"...Is what you just said true?"

"It's the absolute truth without a hint of falsehood."

"Then demonstrate it before me now."

"That's impossible at the moment."

"So you couldn't do it from the beginning?"

At my refusal, Aira's eyes sharpened.

She could generously overlook my disrespectful attitude, but mockery and contempt directed at her seemed to be beyond what she could tolerate.

"What would I gain by lying to you?"

"Are you truly serious and not joking?"

"You really don't trust people's words."

"Then why can't you show it?"

"Because I haven't properly mastered it yet. I've witnessed it, but I've never implemented it myself."

"...Even though you can't perform it perfectly, you brought it up to me—your intentions are too obvious, aren't they?"

Help me complete the technique of omitting magic circles.

This was my intention, and Aira had accurately discerned it.

She was no ordinary Progenitor with average perception.

"Didn't you dislike hiding ulterior motives?"

"Yes, I much prefer this directness. If it's not a lie, it's something I would gladly consider. The technique you speak of is unknown even to me, who has lived an endless life."

"So can I take it that we've agreed you'll help me complete the technique?"

"No, that's not enough."

Aira shook her head, rejecting my handshake offer.

Did I need to propose another appealing condition?

However, apart from the new technique, I had nothing that would interest Aira.

I had only met her briefly in the future, so I didn't know what she liked.

While I was pondering what to do, Aira said something unexpected.

"You have witnessed a technique bordering on the mystical and have been exploring it until now. My assistance would certainly not be insignificant, but I judge it's not enough to earn that technique. Therefore, you should demand one more thing from me to make it worthwhile."

"You mean..."

"Tell me what you want. When the technique is completed, I will grant it."

A golden opportunity to request anything from the Progenitor.

Based on the conversation I had with Aira in the future, I boldly stated what came to mind.

"Then I'll take your virgin blood!"

SMACK-!

At that moment, a brain-rattling impact struck the back of my head.
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After getting severely beaten by Breeze over my virgin blood comment, the misunderstanding was finally cleared up after a bloody ordeal.

Only after appealing hundreds of times that my intentions were purely research-based did the punching finally stop.

Afterward, I was interrogated about the details of my research and given a suspended sentence.

"If I see even a hint of you being unfaithful, then we're both dead! Got it?"

"Yes, I got it."

"Behave yourself while I'm still being nice!"

Breeze was threatening me with genuine killing intent, but I wasn't particularly afraid.

While the value of life is relative, objectively speaking, a dragon's life is worth far more than a human's—there's no comparison.

Yet Breeze said she would kill me and then follow me in death.

She must love me so much that she didn't hesitate to say such frightening things.

Anyone watching would say she was completely infatuated.

But since I loved her as much as she loved me, I wanted to believe that was the case.

"Why are you grinning like that!"

"Sorry, I just had a thought that made me smile."

"You were thinking about seducing that bewitching vampire, weren't you?! I just told you to behave yourself!"

"Ow! N-no, that's not it!"

"You philanderer!"

It was unfair. I was smiling because I was thinking about Breeze.

As I was about to tell her the truth, the corners of my mouth turned up again at the thought of how embarrassed she would be when she heard what I had to say.

Consequently, Breeze's punches started to burn like hellfire.

*I'm really going to get beaten to death at this rate...*

I quickly planted a kiss on Breeze's cheek.

When she froze in surprise at the sudden kiss, I quickly escaped from the spot.

"Ah! Yun Geon-woo!"

"Sorry! And I really love you!"

"Ugh!"

With a face like a radish, Breeze glared at me as I left.

Was her face red from anger? Or from embarrassment?

Perhaps it was both.

"You'd better be prepared when you come back! I'll settle this grudge in bed!"

"Urk...!"

The price of my mischief would be mandatory defense duty.

***

I was about to enter Aira's quarters, which I had visited to research and develop magic circle omission.

Just as I was about to walk through the door, having been given permission to visit anytime, a cold blade was suddenly pressed against my neck.

"What do you think you're doing?"

I glanced sideways at the person holding the sword to me.

A vampire youth with silver hair and red eyes.

I remember he was one of Aira's subordinates, like the vampire girl I had met before.

Judging by how he was waiting at the door, he seemed to be acting as a doorkeeper.

"Step back if you don't want to die. This is not a place where a blood sack like you can enter freely."

"It seems she hasn't informed her subordinates. The person you serve has granted me permission to enter, you know?"

"Even if that's the case, as the doorkeeper, I cannot acknowledge your entry."

Just from this brief exchange, I could immediately size up the situation.

Aira had notified her subordinates about my permission to enter, but he was deliberately blocking me on his own initiative.

He was probably trying to send me away, even resorting to life-threatening intimidation.

I let out a deep sigh at his pathetic provocation.

"Listen, you narrow-minded fellow. What you're doing right now goes against the Progenitor's wishes. From what I can see, you're doing this out of loyalty to the Progenitor, but you're actually bringing shame to her face without even realizing it."

"Don't get cocky just because you're getting a little attention from the Progenitor...!"

"I'm not being cocky, so put away your sword and open the door already. If you keep wasting my time like this, I'll report your misconduct to the Progenitor inside."

"Kuk!"

*Creeeeak-!*

Reluctantly, he lowered his sword and grabbed the doorknob, pulling it back.

As the tightly closed door gradually opened, I could see Aira sitting arrogantly on her throne.

"You've finally arrived?"

"Yes, as promised, I'm here to research a technique that even you don't know."

"...Still as arrogant as ever."

"That's rich coming from someone looking down on people from a throne."

"I have achieved enough to justify my arrogance, so it's only natural."

"Even that attitude is arrogant."

Aira chuckled and lifted herself from the throne.

As she descended the steps one by one, she created a magic circle in her palm.

Soon, the glowing magic circle began emitting blue particles that dissolved into the air.

"I've filled this space with mana. There couldn't be a better environment for magical research."

"Hmm, with this much, we won't have to worry about mana depletion."

"By the way, how do you plan to research a technique that even you haven't figured out?"

"I'll start by combining different types of magic. I'll try everything possible to create similar phenomena by combining magic related to formulas."

"What a barbaric method."

"Barbaric my ass! At least call it fundamental."

Even after our light banter, once we seriously began our research, we didn't engage in any more casual conversation.

To recreate the technique that future Aira had shown me, we conducted thorough, serious experiments and kept detailed records.

"Even if I minimize the power of Dispel when using it, it only reduces the magic's power. The magic circle itself doesn't disappear."

"Even if the magic circle were to disappear, it would be worthless at the point where the power is reduced. What I'm pursuing is magic that can fully manifest without a magic circle."

"Then we should completely rule out the possibility of combining it with Dispel."

"Try with other magic."

We were so absorbed in our research that we lost track of time.

At some point, it seemed like one of Aira's vampire subordinates came by, but we were too focused to pay attention.

We continuously cast various magic combinations and kept detailed records.

After all that effort, the result was, of course, failure.

"This is wrong. No matter what magic we combine, we can't produce that phenomenon!"

"When we mixed the memory magic 'Memorizing' with the sequential magic 'Double Casting,' we did get something similar, but..."

"It's only similar, not the technique I saw."

Lying on the floor, I waved my hand in denial.

The magic 'Memorizing' that can store magic circles.

And the magic 'Double Casting' that can create magic circles in succession.

The phenomenon we created by combining these two magics allowed us to use two spells with a single magic circle.

Broadly speaking, it could be seen as using magic while omitting one magic circle, but the fundamental principle was different.

"Above all, powerful magic overloads and can't even be manifested."

"That problem certainly can't be ignored."

It was on a completely different track from that technique, which could manifest any great magic without a magic circle.

"Argh...! This is exhausting!"

Visualize the magic circle, designate its location, inscribe the magic circle, and then manifest it—that's it.

The magic process in the Adokchoi world is so simple that I think I underestimated magic.

In reality, magic had hidden techniques, and the process was arduous.

Magic, like swordsmanship, existed in a profound world.

"Can we recreate it?"

"It's only been a day, don't be discouraged already. For a technique worth spending years on, if we had succeeded in implementing it in just one day, I would have been suspicious of the technique instead."

"So you expected this to be a long-term battle?"

"Exactly. And haven't you achieved something in the research process?"

"I suppose so."

While combining various magics, I discovered some quite useful composite spells.

Even if they weren't our ultimate goal, they were meaningful as byproducts of our research.

However, Aira didn't seem very interested since she was already strong enough without using composite magic.

"Ugh! Let's combine about twenty more spells and call it a day."

"That sounds good. Sleep is the shortcut to longevity."

Just as I was getting up and dusting the sand off my backside, it happened.

Dignified footsteps were heard from outside the door, and then someone kicked the door open.

"B-Breeze?! What brings you here...?"

"I'm here to bust an affair in progress!"

"A-affair?"

"Yes! The sun has already set and the day is almost over, but you still haven't come back—what else could it be but an affair!"

I had felt that quite some time had passed, but I didn't realize it had been that long.

Because I hadn't returned for so long, I had made Breeze anxious, causing her to storm in like this.

Feeling responsible for the whole situation, I was genuinely sorry.

"S-sorry! But I really wasn't having an affair."

"You were alone with another woman until dawn?"

"We were so focused on magic research that we lost track of time. I'm truly innocent!"

I glanced at Aira, silently asking her to back me up.

Sensing my gaze, Aira sighed and reluctantly spoke up.

"Everything he says is true. We've been experimenting with magic and going through trial and error here the whole time. Can't you tell by looking around?"

"Y-yes! Just look at the mess—you can tell what's been going on!"

"Hmm..."

Though she hadn't completely shed her suspicions, her expression suggested she was somewhat inclined to believe us.

I think she would surely be convinced with just a little more persuasion.

Just as I was about to speak to deliver the final convincing blow, Aira spoke first.

"So leave this place promptly."

"...Hmm? I was planning to take Geon-woo back with me anyway."

A strange atmosphere began to flow between the two women.

The kind of flow that could either explode or cause them to split apart.

Even I, caught in the middle, was feeling nervous.

"He needs to stay here. The research isn't finished yet."

"Are you trying to enjoy a secret date with Geon-woo behind everyone's back?"

"I and he aren't particularly in love, so there's no reason for us to enjoy anything secretly, is there?"

"Then I should be able to stay here for the remaining time, right?"

"That's not possible."

"What's the reason I can't stay here!"

"Our magic might affect the new life in your womb, that's why."

"Huh...?"

"W-what did you say...?"

This time, not only Breeze but I too was dumbfounded.

Thinking I might have misheard, I asked Aira to repeat what she had just said.

Aira looked at us with an expression of disbelief.

"I can't believe no one knew. I won't say it three times, so listen carefully: there is currently a child of yours in the dragon's womb. There's no mistake—the scent of different blood is flowing from one person."

After countless doubts, it was concluded that I was Rene's father.

With this, I had become a near-incestuous Casanova who had conquered both Breeze, my lover and mother-in-law, and Rene, my fiancée and daughter.

*W-well, since our genes are completely different, it should be okay...?*

Even I felt that was a crazy rationalization.
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"Hmm! Hmm-hmm!"

"Have you been humming the same tune for three hours now? Aren't you tired of it?"

"Not at all! I heard humming is good for prenatal education!"

"So you're seriously preparing to become a mother..."

"If anything, I'm late! I should have noticed earlier and taken care of the baby in a better environment..."

I could feel the maternal love radiating from Breeze Sephiron as she caressed her belly with a gentle smile.

The once tomboyish lady had somehow become a mother-to-be.

It was sweet but also somewhat bittersweet.

After all, I probably wouldn't see Breeze acting spoiled around me anymore.

"Why don't you head back to the nest first?"

"No way! I have a mission to monitor my husband's wandering eyes! Besides, the baby's father should stay close for the child's sake!"

"...That's right. I'm going to be a father."

I had been so focused on the news of Breeze's pregnancy that I hadn't fully grasped the reality of becoming a father.

Even if I might return to the future, I needed to take the best care of Breeze and our baby while I was here.

"Now that you understand, hurry up and finish that research of yours! I want us all to return to the nest together."

"I'll try my best."

Breeze walked purposefully toward me as I sat on the bed.

She sat in front of me, leaned her back against me, and gently took both my hands, placing them on her belly.

Unfortunately, since it was early in the pregnancy, I couldn't feel the baby moving.

Dragons are oviparous creatures, so the life in Breeze's womb would eventually emerge as an egg that would hatch separately.

For that reason, I wouldn't be able to feel movements like kicking, but this moment wasn't meaningless.

With Breeze's hands overlapping mine, I believed our warmth would reach our child.

We spent a quiet, intimate moment together like this.

"...I'll be going now."

"Don't stay out late focusing on your research! Come back early! Neither I nor the baby wants to feel lonely."

"I will."

Seeing Breeze show her vulnerable side just before I left, I caressed her cheek.

While magical research was certainly enjoyable, it couldn't compare to the importance of family.

I resolved to exercise restraint and focus more on spending time with Breeze.

*I should at least stay until Rene hatches before returning to the future.*

If my memory was correct, Rene's father had already passed away when she hatched.

In other words, if events followed their natural course, I would die before Rene hatched.

While I generally preferred not to change the future, this was one thing I couldn't compromise on.

I had developed a dream of overcoming my predetermined death and living peacefully with my family until the end of my natural lifespan.

"Have you been waiting long? Let's get started again today!"

"This is unexpected. I thought you'd spend about a week with your wife."

"Unfortunately, I now have even more reason to become stronger."

"...To protect your family, I presume?"

"That's right."

I needed power commensurate with my desire to change the future.

If I were in Bern Coolam's body, I would have been overflowing with confidence, but not now.

I needed to become stronger even with this frail body. That was my only goal as Yun Geon-woo.

***

Three months had passed since I resolved to change my fate.

In this neither short nor long period, many changes had occurred, the most noticeable being Breeze's belly.

It had grown to the point where anyone could tell at a glance that she was expecting.

I would often bring my face close to her protruding belly and repeatedly say loving words like "I love you."

"Munakki, come here too."

"Squeak! Squeak!"

Incidentally, Munakki, who always stayed by Breeze's side, was also caring for her with as much love as he would give a child.

"By the way, the laying period is approaching. Have you decided on a name for the child?"

"I was thinking of using the name I once tried to give Munakki."

"Are you sure? You were so against it before."

"This is the result of careful consideration. I didn't like it at first, but the name Rene turned out to be prettier than I imagined."

I acted nonchalantly as I decided on our child's name.

Following the predetermined course, I gave the name Rene and once again caressed Breeze's belly.

Hoping for a safe emergence into the world.

"You're going again today?"

"Yes, as the expected laying date approaches, I need to become strong enough to protect our child."

"You could leave the family protection to me."

"I'll do that after you've laid the egg and recovered somewhat. For now, just take absolute rest!"

"Alright. Don't push yourself too hard either."

"Don't worry, I'm pacing myself appropriately. I'll be back later!"

With Breeze waving me off, I headed to Aira's quarters as usual.

For three months, without missing a day, I had continued to explore techniques with Aira, refine magic, and train relentlessly.

Thanks to that, I had become a magician approaching Bern's level.

Of course, there had also been progress in our research.

"Things are coming together bit by bit."

"Still a long way from perfection, though."

We no longer attempted the magical combinations we tried in the beginning.

Instead, we created relatively similar phenomena by slightly modifying the formulas themselves.

The color of the magic circle had become considerably fainter. However, we couldn't completely erase the outer parts, so there was still much to work on.

"You tried all the methods we discussed yesterday?"

"Yes, but unfortunately without significant results."

"This is maddening. It feels like we're just one step—literally just one step—away, but we can't take it."

"Don't be impatient. Achieving this much in just three months is already a great accomplishment."

"I'm just frustrated because we're so close yet so far!"

"Then meditate. There's nothing better than meditation for clearing a complicated mind."

"Whew! You're right, maybe I'm getting too excited."

Just as I was about to calm my impatient heart through meditation, I suddenly recalled advice that Aira from the future had given me.

[Don't be bound by common sense; move forward.]

At first, I couldn't understand what that meant.

But now, as the sentence flashed through my mind, my eyes lit up.

"Hey, what about this?"

"Have you thought of something good?"

"Yes, but it's such an unprecedented idea that I'm not sure if it can be realized."

"Let me hear what you've come up with. Then I can gauge its feasibility."

When you draw up mana and visualize an image in your mind, a magic circle is automatically generated.

Drawing it with your eyes or hands then engraves the magic circle, finally manifesting the magic.

The process is quite complex, but once mastered, it becomes fairly comfortable, so no one ever altered the procedure.

Since our goal was to eliminate the magic circle, we had been trying to remove the magic circle generation step.

"Maybe trying to eliminate the magic circle was a trap all along."

"What do you mean?"

"The fundamental beginning of magic is imagination. And imagination happens in the brain."

"And?"

"Using that point, let's engrave the magic circle directly in our brains. Then we can channel the magic manifesting from the circle through our internal mana circuits to make it appear from our hands!"

A structure that shatters existing common sense and moves forward in a straight line.

It was a method where the imagined magic circle in the mind could be manifested immediately without needing to be drawn, as soon as it appeared.

Since the magic circle was engraved in the brain, it would also create the effect of the magic circle not appearing visibly.

"While innovative, there's a critical problem with the method you've described."

"What problem?"

"You said the magic circle that appears during imagination would be directly engraved in the brain, correct?"

"That's right."

"If you fail to perfectly remember the magic circle that appeared, an unstable magic circle would run wild and cause the mage's brain to explode. Is it necessary to complete this technique while taking on such a risk?"

"In other words, there are safety concerns that make it difficult to readily use this technique?"

"Exactly."

"Since when did we start worrying about such trivial risk factors?"

"...You're insane."

"Great power requires a corresponding price. This technique must be worth using despite accompanying such risks."

A technique utterly useless to those who aren't desperate.

It's a technique needed by someone prepared to fight while bearing the risk of their brain exploding. Someone like me.

If Aira wouldn't use it, it would become my unique ability, but it seemed she wasn't going to give up either.

"Well then, let's try it. As it happens, an uninvited guest has arrived to help with our experiment."

"Uninvited guest?"

"Look over there."

I turned my head in the direction Aira's finger was pointing.

There, chillingly, a crack was forming.

A gap split in the air like tree roots, gradually widening, and from within emerged familiar creatures.

"Shit! Those bastards again?"

"Judging by your tone, you're acquainted but not on friendly terms."

Hounds of Tindalos—those sons of bitches I thought I had completely finished off were pouring out in a pack.

Moreover, this time a man with a grotesquely twisted body walked out among the hounds, emitting an unspeakably foul black aura.

"Yes, I was wondering when you'd show up."

I knew instinctively.

He was the master of the hounds, an otherworldly reaper who had come to claim my life.

And for me, he was the final boss-level enemy.
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The danger came without any warning.

A strange man driving a pack of Tindalos hounds, creatures that were difficult to face even one at a time.

I could tell he was the master of the hounds from the mana chains connecting his flesh to the beasts.

I didn't know their proper name, so I simply defined them as Tindalos for simplicity's sake.

"Hmm, this is not an opponent you can handle. Especially the one in the center—you'd be better off avoiding it."

"I'd like to run away if I could, but..."

"Their appearance from thin air means they can follow you wherever you flee."

"Exactly. That's why escape is impossible. My only option is to face them head-on."

"You truly were born with a difficult fate."

"I just wanted to live peacefully."

"Give it up. Beings like us can never be close to peace throughout our lives."

The Vampire Progenitor and me—a vessel who had come from the future.

Though completely different in species and life experiences, we shared the common fate of hardship.

We both pursued power to survive and risked our lives to achieve our goals.

I had come too far to pursue peace now.

"Sorry, but since you're already involved, could you help me?"

"A perfect opportunity to repay my debt for the new technique."

"Thanks. I'll repay this debt twice over someday."

"You're quite peculiar, creating a new debt when you could simply settle accounts cleanly."

"Do you mind?"

"I have no reason to refuse."

Aira smiled gently as she drew up her crimson mana.

Her gaze was directed toward the Tindalos hounds howling noisily, and she raised her index finger.

"Well then, let's see if we can put that theory you mentioned into practical use."

"I'm confident about this one, so go ahead."

"Of course I will!"

Bright red blood formed at the tip of Aira's outstretched finger.

Blood Magic—using blood instead of mana as a medium, but the procedure was identical to conventional magic.

However, there was no magic circle to be found anywhere on her body, showing the results of the theory I had realized.

"Oh? It feels different from the conventional method, but not bad. I've only used it once, but I can already see various ways to apply it."

Blood bullets shot from Aira's index finger.

Though they only tore off pieces of the hounds' flesh, this was merely the calm before the storm.

As Aira stretched both arms forward, a barrage of bullets poured from her palms.

She was demonstrating firepower comparable to a gatling gun with just her arms, and without any recoil or overheating effects, making it truly terrifying.

"Keeeeek!"

"Queeeeek!"

Meanwhile, the hounds receiving countless blood bullets with their bare bodies began to scream.

Without even time to recover, their bodies were being shaved away in real-time, and they finally began to flee through dimensional gaps.

The fact that they were hastily retreating after witnessing just one spell meant that Aira's Blood Magic was truly exceptional.

"I said I'd help, but I didn't say you should just stand there watching."

"Sorry, I'll join in right away."

She was already demonstrating sufficient firepower on her own.

Therefore, my role was already determined, so I made my Dragon Heart beat.

*I should be able to do this too. No, I must succeed...!*

I converted the image in my mind into a magic circle.

Instead of separately engraving the magic circle I needed to draw, I directly imprinted it in my brain.

Without the slightest error, I memorized the magic circle precisely and channeled mana into the ground.

*Crackle!*

Frozen earth spread widely from beneath my feet.

The ice, which instantly reached where the Tindalos hounds were, bound their legs tightly.

I completely blocked their movement to prevent them from escaping through dimensional gaps.

"Excellent."

"You flatter me."

As soon as the praise ended, Aira increased her firepower even more, and I accelerated the mana flowing into the ground.

Each time the bullets ate away at the hounds' bodies, the ice binding their legs broke along with it.

However, new ice formed each time, firmly holding them so they wouldn't fall to the ground.

A perfect coordination without any flaws.

Eight out of ten hounds in the pack were either dead or severely wounded and unable to move.

"Unfortunately, it seems to have had no effect on their master."

"Even I cannot fathom the depth of his power. If he had fallen to this, I would have been deeply disappointed."

"Personally, I prefer easier opponents."

"Tsk, tsk. With such lack of spirit, you won't be able to achieve great things in the future."

"I don't care. I plan to spend my retirement quietly with my family on a remote island where no one visits."

I drew my sword from my waist and charged at Tindalos.

Judging by the fact that he remained unscratched despite Aira's magical barrage, he might be immune to magic.

To confirm this hypothesis, I jumped directly into close combat.

Though some mobile hounds remained, I trusted Aira's cover and focused solely on Tindalos.

*I won't be able to even scratch him with my pure strength alone.*

I separately engraved a physical enhancement spell on my body.

Feeling power rising from my core, I kicked the air to accelerate.

In just three steps, I got behind Tindalos and thrust my sword toward his neck.

*Clang!*

The man, who hadn't shown any notable action until now, deflected my sword by swinging his twisted arm.

He responded to my flowing consecutive attacks with minimal movement.

"Not yet...!"

*Grind!*

Gritting my molars, I swung my sword arm with enough force to tear muscles.

Countless flashes of light formed between him and me.

A fierce exchange of offense and defense in a gap where we could feel each other's breath.

I couldn't stop my body or thoughts for even a moment.

"Uooooh!!"

A downward slash aiming for his shoulder. Tindalos's fist touched my sword, changing its direction.

I ducked low to avoid the fist coming toward my head.

I swung my sword diagonally to cut his legs, but Tindalos's legs left the ground.

In mid-air, he stretched his body like rubber and hammered down his fist.

"Ugh!"

I raised my sword to block, but the impact traveled to my lower body, making my legs tremble.

I deflected Tindalos's fist and created distance between us.

His fist stretched again as if unwilling to give me any time to rest.

I twisted my body to the right, narrowly avoiding it, and grabbed Tindalos's arm.

I raised my sword to cut it off mercilessly, but his arm rapidly shortened.

Since I was holding onto it, my body was pulled along, and his other fist was waiting to greet me.

While being pulled, I created an ice foothold to jump.

Avoiding Tindalos's fist, I rolled in mid-air and threw two daggers from my waist.

They dug into the back of his neck and near his heart, but that was all.

"Now I truly feel like you're a monster from another world."

Tindalos shook off the blades embedded in his flesh without shedding any fluid, maintaining his composure.

Before him, any attack other than a slash was meaningless, so Sword Ki was the only answer.

With Bern's experience, I had awakened to the mysteries of the sword and could now manifest Sword Ki.

A mysterious energy rose from my sword, sharpening it.

"Just wait, I'll cut off your precious genitals first."

I charged at Tindalos again with sharp energy imbued in my sword.

Unlike before, seeing Tindalos retreat, I became convinced that Sword Ki was threatening to him.

I kicked the ground to pursue him closely. Meanwhile, Tindalos thrust both hands into his own abdomen.

*Crack!*

He showed the bizarre action of splitting and opening his stomach sideways, and hounds jumped out from inside.

The hounds approached me with their mouths wide open.

I swung my arm widely, spreading Sword Ki over a broad area.

The Sword Ki that touched the hounds bisected their bodies and continued forward.

The Sword Ki, which easily cut through the hounds' tough bodies without stopping, headed toward Tindalos.

*Crunch!*

Tindalos pulled back his fist and then thrust it forward, colliding with the Sword Ki.

Having sacrificed the hounds to lower the power of the Sword Ki, he barely managed to shatter it.

"Finally got you...!"

While Tindalos was wrestling with the Sword Ki, I came up behind him and grabbed his shoulder.

Just before I could split his head in half precisely, Tindalos shook his body slightly.

This caused my target point to shift slightly, and I only managed to cut off part of his shoulder along with his arm.

"Tch! Just one arm is all I get..."

Licking my lips at the rather disappointing harvest, I froze the arm I had barely managed to obtain and then shattered it.

Like the hounds, Tindalos would probably regenerate his severed arm over time.

Unless his life was ended, damage limited to mutilating part of his body was meaningless.

"Next I'll cut off your neck... But where are you looking right now?"

Despite facing an opponent capable of cutting his body, Tindalos was turning his head in another direction.

Wondering what he was looking at, I followed his gaze.

A wall with nothing special about it. Yet somehow, I felt uneasy.

It was as if there was something there that shouldn't be there.

After pondering for a moment, the answer quickly came to me.

"You, you bastard...!"

For the first time, Tindalos grinned, showing his crooked teeth.

Beyond the wall he was looking at was the room where Breeze was resting.

Having realized Tindalos's intentions, I frowned with unrestrained anger.

Just as I gripped my sword more tightly to kill that damn bastard immediately,

I felt Aira's hand grabbing and pulling me back.

"Huh?! What are you doing?!"

"First, look around you."

"What?"

Looking around, I found my vision had darkened and I could no longer see anything.

My entire field of view was dyed black, as if I had fallen into darkness.

"The one you cut has isolated us in a new dimension by slicing through space. If I hadn't pulled you back, your body would have been split in half without you even realizing it."

"Isolated...?"

"Yes, think of it as a kind of barrier. Judging by its strength, it won't break easily."

"Move aside."

I swung my sword again, emitting Sword Ki to cut through space itself.

However, the Sword Ki was blocked by an invisible wall and slowly dispersed.

I couldn't cut through it, so I tried punching where the transparent wall had been to break it.

But my fist only sliced through empty air.

"Damn it!"

"Calm yourself."

"Do I look like I can calm down? That son of a bitch was looking toward where Breeze was and grinning like a bastard before trapping us! Like he was about to target her at any moment!"

"Even so, you cannot escape from here with your power."

"Then what am I supposed to do...! Are you telling me to give up on my precious wife and child?"

"...There is one way to twist and destroy this space."

"What is it? Tell me!"

At this point, I was willing to sell my soul to the devil if it meant saving Breeze and Rene.

That's how desperate and urgent I felt.

"But to realize that method, I must sacrifice something significant."

"Ah...!"

"However, the debt I owed you has been cleared by this assistance, and now you owe me instead."

"...Bern."

"Hmm?"

"That's the name of a man who will come to you in the distant future. He will visit you to ask about new techniques."

"Oh? Do you have the ability to see the future?"

"No, that Bern is me."

"...What do you mean?"

"There's no time to explain in detail. Just know that I will come to you in the body of a man named Bern, and at that time, I'll pay whatever price necessary. Please, help me...!"

Aira said nothing.

I must have sounded like a child whining.

It was my last resort, revealing a secret I hadn't even told Breeze, but it had failed.

As I bit my lip hard, lamenting my failure, Aira's calm voice came from the darkness.

"Very well, I don't quite understand, but I'll believe your words."

"R-really?"

"Yes, the you I've known might tell small lies, but you're not the type to make up nonsensical stories."

"Thank you! Thank you so much!!"

"Save your thanks for later. There's something you need to do right now."

"Ah, what should I do?"

"Take my virginity."

"Huh...?"

"Right now, tear my hymen and make it bleed!"

The Vampire Progenitor's virginity inauguration ceremony in the darkness.

My head spun.

Ch.318 - 306. Final Act - 2
Darkness so thick that not even an inch ahead was visible.

In the pitch-black space that gradually swallowed not only objects but even sounds, a bursting noise erupted.

A large hole appeared in the void, connecting to a space that emitted bright light. From within the hole, Yun Geon-woo and Aira walked out.

The two of them stood silently, looking in different directions, resembling boys experiencing post-coital clarity. The notable difference was that sticky liquid was dripping from both of them—from the man's right hand and from between the woman's thighs.

The liquid was light red, appearing to be blood mixed with something else, making it difficult to definitively identify as just blood.

"Why are you standing there blankly? Hurry and go protect your wife and child!"

"Ah, yes...!"

"If you have time to answer, run faster!"

At Aira's shout, Geon-woo finally came to his senses and began sprinting away.

The events in the pitch-black space had been so shocking that he had momentarily forgotten about his family's urgent situation.

No one except those directly involved could know what had happened in that isolated space.

"Haah...!"

Watching Geon-woo's retreating figure, Aira let out a deep sigh.

She began drawing mana from within her body.

Having used her virgin blood as a medium, she didn't want to use blood magic again, so she employed magic using mana instead.

Hounds of Tindalos had been lurking in blind spots, waiting to pounce on their prey.

Just as they were about to attack Geon-woo, Aira's magic bullets rained down, shooting down every single one without exception.

"Thanks!"

"If you have time to thank me, didn't I tell you to run faster?"

"S-sorry."

"Get out of here now!"

After chasing Geon-woo away with curses, Aira muttered quietly.

"Truly the worst first experience... I understood intellectually that we had no time, but to think he would take my monumental first time with just two fingers."

Once Geon-woo completely disappeared from sight, her face finally turned bright red.

Their relationship had ended at foreplay without proceeding to the main event.

What wounded her pride most was that she had been fully satisfied with just Geon-woo's fingers.

*Shamefully, I lost my composure at experiencing pleasure for the first time...*

Next time, she would properly go all the way.

With that resolution, Aira teleported herself to the entrance.

She stood blocking the path of the hunting hounds that refused to stop their pursuit.

*I don't know if there will be another chance, but...*

Unlike the pathetically weak hunting hounds, Tindalos was strong.

He was an opponent that even Geon-woo couldn't guarantee victory against at full strength.

It would probably have been the right decision for her to go instead, but Aira couldn't stop him.

Even for her, it was very difficult to dissuade him after he had resolved himself as the head of the family.

*If he dies, I'll have no choice but to wait for that man he mentioned—Bern.*

Feeling bitter, Aira closed her eyes, then opened them again with a smirk.

"How boring. Come at me all at once if you're so annoyed. Even then, you absolutely won't get past me."

"KEEEEEK!!"

The hunting hounds all roared and charged at Aira's one-sided mockery.

Indeed, fighting mindlessly was easier than expressing emotions with words.

Only then did Aira show a satisfied smile as she began hunting in earnest.

***

"Huff...! Huff...! Huff...!"

I had never run this fast in my life.

With that thought, I desperately sprinted to the door where Breeze always waited.

However, instead of her, a broken doorknob greeted me, and beyond the tattered door, I could see a chaotic scene.

Without hesitation, I kicked the door open and entered.

The first thing that came into my view was Breeze, gasping for breath and bleeding.

Next was the chest creaking and embedded in the corner of the room.

Finally, there was Tindalos confronting her, regenerating his body and pulling back his fist.

Seeing him preparing to harm Breeze, I immediately rushed at him and tackled him.

"How dare you!"

"G-Geon-woo?!"

I firmly grabbed Tindalos and fell to the floor with him.

While the creature struggled behind me, I shouted to Breeze.

"Breeze, run away!"

"What about you...?"

"I'll be fine! Run to where Aira is! She can protect you!"

"What? You want me to leave you here alone?"

"Don't worry about me!"

Breeze wasn't alone.

She was carrying our daughter, the fruit of our love, in her womb.

It would be difficult to fight without harming the child, and Breeze was in no condition to help me now.

"B-but...!"

"You know that the most important person right now isn't me, but our child, right?"

Dragons, the strongest species, become incredibly weak while carrying offspring of their bloodline.

One reason dragons are called the strongest species is the Dragon Heart.

It forms while the child is in the dragon's womb.

The formation process of a Dragon Heart is created from the mother's life force, which means Breeze is currently weaker than me.

The fact that she was being overwhelmed by Tindalos was proof of this.

"Go now!"

"Ugh...!"

Despite my urging, Breeze's legs still hesitated.

With no choice, I used teleportation magic to forcibly send her away.

At the same time, Tindalos pushed me away forcefully and stood up.

He spread his arms and began creating a rift in the void—undoubtedly trying to pursue Breeze.

"I won't let you!"

I shot sword ki toward the arms of Tindalos as he was tearing through space.

Tindalos avoided the sword ki by withdrawing his arms.

He dodged the following slash with flexibility, then struck my right cheek with his fist.

"Kuhk...!"

My vision shook and my consciousness began to fade.

I barely held onto my senses by balancing my body with my left leg on the ground.

But Tindalos's punches didn't end with just one.

Just before his fist could reach my temple.

I bent my waist back as far as possible. Tindalos's fist grazed the bridge of my nose.

While pulling my body back, instead of swinging my sword, I extended my palm wrapped in cold energy.

I intended to freeze his entire arm, but Tindalos also took a step back.

"I absolutely won't let you...! One of us is going to die here!"

I felt intense anger at Tindalos's actions—trying to target Breeze while keeping me trapped.

I was furious enough to want to tear his throat out and chew it to pieces.

Resolving to kill him, I transformed the entire space around us into ice.

"Sseup...! Haah...!"

Cold air pierced my lungs, and breath vapor flowed from my mouth.

In this freezing environment where everything froze, even I without Prihart's blessing couldn't escape the pain, but it actually made my mind clearer and I felt good.

Like returning to a familiar homeland?

I raised the sword that had stuck to my hand.

Now I would have to tear off my skin to remove the sword.

*...It doesn't matter. A swordsman who drops his sword is as good as dead anyway.*

Meanwhile, Tindalos showed signs of panic in this freezing environment that affected even me, a frost mage.

I lunged forward without warning while swinging my sword.

As I slashed to cut through his waist, Tindalos tried to step back.

However, the ice that had crept up to his ankles held him in place.

"Huk!"

Before the sword imbued with sword ki could touch his waist, Tindalos broke his own ankle.

He immediately regenerated his ankle and escaped with only part of his waist cut.

I didn't lose momentum and pushed forward even more.

Clang-! Clang-! Clang-!

My sword and Tindalos's fist collided repeatedly, screaming with each impact.

The blade carrying sword ki dug into his body, creating cracks.

It advanced deeper bit by bit, gnawing away at his flesh.

Kwang-!

Even Tindalos's once-solid fist now felt soft.

Perhaps his sense of pain had also frozen and become dull.

But I focused solely on attacking, ignoring the damage coming to me.

If I didn't kill him here, Breeze and Rene would be in danger.

These precious bonds I had formed after falling into the land of the past.

I couldn't lose them, so I swung my sword down, enduring even the pain of tearing arm muscles.

"...Kup?!"

It wasn't Tindalos's scream.

This creature didn't have vocal organs.

It was the sound that came out as something filled my throat, choking me.

A hot, fishy liquid surged up and flowed out of my mouth.

*Ah...*

It was blood.

The red blood looked even more vivid as it fell onto the ice.

Looking down, I saw a hunting hound's tail protruding from Tindalos's split abdomen, piercing through me.

"Kuhuk!!"

As the tail was pulled out, blood poured from the hole.

The center of my body felt hollow, and cold air entered through it.

Even my blood began to cool, and my vision grew blurry.

In my now-calm mind, a question arose.

I had clearly been maintaining momentum. I had pushed Tindalos to the extreme to extract his soul.

But when had he managed to split his body and summon a hunting hound?

I soon found out.

"Kishisit!"

With a mysterious laugh, Tindalos's entire body suddenly began to split in half.

As the gap widened completely, his shell peeled off.

Inside was a life form no longer recognizable as humanoid.

A monster with only a mouth and ears.

In Tindalos's open solar plexus was an endless pitch-black world, and within it, a hunting hound glared with wide eyes.

"...So, this was your true form."

I approached Tindalos, dragging my staggering body.

Tindalos, grinning until his mouth tore, thrust his fist toward my heart.

I slightly turned my body to avoid a direct hit to the heart, but my right chest was pierced.

*Ah, this is fatal.*

With one, no, two holes in my body, I would soon die from excessive bleeding.

This wound was beyond what could be stopped or regenerated with a leaf from the World Tree.

So...

"You're the perfect companion for the journey, aren't you?"

"Kiit?!"

I grabbed Tindalos's arm that had pierced my body and burrowed into his embrace.

I stimulated my Dragon Heart again, which had barely remained intact after avoiding a direct hit.

Converting all the mana inside into cold energy, I created a core of cold energy in the hole in my body.

"You thought you'd won? Not a chance, you bastard!"

I embraced Tindalos completely and detonated the core.

As the cold energy core began to crack, a flash of light burst forth.

Then, cold energy close to absolute zero spread out, freezing everything within a 1-meter radius.

"Ha, haha...!"

The space turned completely white.

Tindalos's body was no exception—when I fell away from him, my frozen arm broke off.

The wounds and blood froze, stopping the bleeding.

But I knew my death was imminent.

"Still, I protected them. I protected my family."

As my legs that had been supporting my body crumbled, I fell onto the frozen ground.

With my limbs shattered, only my wretched torso and head remained.

But there was no pain. Even sensation had completely frozen.

"That's enough. Yes, I'm satisfied."

I will die soon.

But it's not a meaningless death. I'm dying together with the enemy who threatened my family.

As I was about to nod, believing my choice was the best one, someone appeared in my blurry vision.

Something angular with a drab color. I couldn't touch it without arms, but a life form suddenly came to mind.

"Is... is that you, Chest?"

Thud-! Thud-!

Mimics can't speak human language. But Chest was clever enough to answer by jumping up and down, making noise.

Though I couldn't see anything, imagining what Chest might be doing made me smile.

"I'm sorry. I should have evacuated you to another place too, but I couldn't."

Thud-! Thud-!

"But seeing you move well, it seems you're fine. That's good..."

Thud-thud-! Thud-thud-thud-!

"Yes, I'm glad you're here with me at the end, so at least I won't be lonely."

Chest stopped jumping.

Instead, he approached me and began licking my cheek with his tongue.

Being a smart creature, he must surely know that I don't have much time left.

"...Chest, there's one last thing I want to ask of you."

Thud-!

"I don't want Breeze to see my corpse. It wouldn't be good for her pregnancy."

"......"

"Hmm, perhaps I should leave a will? I'll leave my will, so please use whatever method to convey it to Breeze and Aira. And as soon as my will ends... please devour my body."

"Thud..."

"I know I'm asking you something cruel. But no one else can do this except you, so I'm asking this of you."

The sticky, chewy sensation of the mimic's unique tongue.

As soon as I squeezed out the will I had barely managed to recall, Chest's tongue wrapped around my body and lifted me up.

Soon my body was being sucked into somewhere, and inside it was warm and cozy, allowing me to close my eyes quietly.

*I'm sorry I couldn't return to your side...*

With that final regret.

***

"Mmm...?"

This is strange.

My body should have been digested by Chest, yet I could still feel the sensation of a tongue licking my cheek.

And it felt vivid.

Normally, my body should have frozen completely after using my ultimate technique, dulling all sensation.

Yet I could feel my shattered limbs, and above all, I didn't feel cold.

Perhaps my damaged vision had returned as well?

"Huh...?"

I carefully opened my eyes.

What I saw was an unfamiliar ceiling and a mimic's tongue, grotesquely large.

[You've finally regained consciousness!]

For a moment, I thought I had arrived in the afterlife.

But the familiar and dear voice quickly helped me understand the situation.

"Prihart?"

[I was shocked when my contractor suddenly lost consciousness and collapsed.]

"Ah..."

[Then the mimic we met earlier suddenly appeared, wrapped around you, and started licking you continuously with its tongue.]

Thud-! Thud-!

The mimic jumping up and down beside me.

It had been a terrifying creature with grotesque limbs rushing at me, but to me, it looked different.

"Ch...Chest?"

The mimic didn't answer.

Instead, Chest rushed into my arms and hugged me tightly.

I don't know how he recognized that I was the same person as the Yun Geon-woo from the past.

But that wasn't important.

What mattered most was that a connection from my past recognized me and still existed.

"You've been...! You've been waiting for me all this time!"

In my will, I had said I would return someday.

This child had believed in my seemingly absurd will and had been waiting for me here.

That fact made my heart swell, and I embraced Chest and shed tears.

"Kyung?!"

Chaos nearby seemed quite shocked by my behavior, but it couldn't be helped.

This reunion was more important to me right now.
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The overwhelming emotions subsided, and my mind calmed down.

I slowly recalled who I was and where I was.

The overflowing mana, my strong and solid body, and the imposing presence of the holy sword.

I could definitely feel that I had returned to Bern's body.

[Are you really alright?]

"I told you I'm fine. Really."

[But you fainted, then woke up and started hugging that mimic you were so terrified of while crying. That hardly seems 'fine' to me?]

"That's... I can't explain the circumstances right now."

[You'll explain properly later. And while you're at it, comfort Chaos too. Your actions scared the soul right out of him.]

"Got it."

I gently placed Munakki on the floor.

Then I picked up the black rice cake that was curled up in the corner.

Chaos hung limply on my right arm without any resistance.

When I supported his plump bottom with my left arm, he finally seemed satisfied and started wagging his tail.

"Woof!"

"Yes, yes. You were worried when I suddenly collapsed, weren't you?"

I stroked Chaos's head with my chin and found the exit.

According to Prah, after I fainted, Aira had provided a room with a bed.

Grateful for her consideration, I stood at the door with Chaos in my arms.

Since I couldn't use both arms, I had to use magic.

Just as I was about to use a newly developed technique, Chaos started squirming vigorously in my arms.

When I gently brought him closer to the doorknob, he pressed down on it with his front paws, then kicked the door open with his hind legs.

"Huff huff! Wooong!"

Chaos, who had magnificently opened the door with his puppy punch, made a satisfied howling sound.

It was truly sweet to be able to appreciate Chaos's adorable actions after so long.

As I walked out with a broad smile, someone was running toward me.

"Master!!"

"Oh, Hades! Long time no see."

"Huh? Um... it's only been two hours, but regardless, I'm glad to see you healthy, Master!"

"R-really?"

I had spent over a year in the past, but only two hours had passed here.

The concept of time was so collapsed it made me laugh hollowly, but it wasn't a bad thing.

I couldn't imagine what terrible things might have happened if I had been unconscious for a year.

Just look at the year I spent in Bern's body, and the year after falling into the past—countless incidents occurred during those times.

'Two hours is actually a blessing for me.'

However, I had caused concern to Hades and others around me, so I needed to find them and apologize in person.

"You must have been surprised when I suddenly collapsed? Sorry for worrying you."

"It's fine, Master! As long as there's nothing wrong with your body, I'm satisfied!"

"I see. By the way, where's Meryl?"

"Meryl left the ruins a while ago."

"Did she go to call for help because I collapsed?"

"No. Right after you collapsed, a sage claiming to be Meryl's father appeared from the pocket watch. More precisely, it was a remnant of his soul."

"The sage... you mean Felix?"

"Yes, that was his name, I believe. Anyway, he suddenly appeared and conveyed some message to Meryl. Unfortunately, I couldn't hear the content because of the sound barrier she put up."

In the past, I entrusted the pocket watch to Felix.

I had him hide the watch in a dungeon near the Academy so that my future self could find it.

And I, having unsealed the watch, used its power at the desert ruins to travel to the past.

It seems he added a function for his daughter while taking the watch.

'It might be related to this era.'

I could easily guess from the fact that Meryl left the ruins after receiving a message from Felix.

It must be an urgent matter, so I would have to postpone my apology.

"Is Aira still here?"

"Aira? Who's that?"

"Oh right, you wouldn't have heard that name. It's the Progenitor's true name."

"A-as expected of Master! To even know the Progenitor's true name...! In the world of the dead, there's an unwritten rule that one shouldn't carelessly speak the Progenitor's name."

It's not like Aira is Voldemort or something...

She's not even a dragon who treasures her true name, so there was no problem in saying it.

It was probably a fake rumor that got distorted as it spread.

"So where is Aira now?"

"The Progenitor asked that you come to her quarters when you wake up."

"You mean that space after the long corridor?"

"Yes."

"Good, I'll be right back. In the meantime, please take care of Chaos and Munakki."

I tried to hand Chaos over to Hades.

Chaos, not wanting to leave my side, struggled and then hid completely in my shadow.

I considered pulling him out but decided to leave him be.

Meanwhile, Hades looked puzzled.

"Um... Master? Who is Munakki?"

"The mimic behind my legs!"

"Y-you've become close enough to name it already?"

"Yes! Please take good care of it!"

"Y-yes..."

After entrusting Munakki to Hades, I quickly headed to Aira's quarters.

Though our relationship wasn't particularly long or short, my past self considered Aira a close friend.

We worked together with one mind and heart, putting our heads together to research and experiment with new techniques.

She listened to my trivial jokes and went along with them.

In the end, she even granted my unreasonable request without any benefit to herself.

I couldn't thank Aira enough.

"Halt! Only the dead may pass through here...!"

"Get lost!"

A bird-headed guard blocking the path to her quarters.

I swiftly wrung the neck of this nuisance who was getting in the way of my joyful reunion and passed by.

[Contractor.]

"What?"

[Somehow you seem much stronger than before you fainted?]

Though it was technically only two hours, I had spent over a year in what felt like a dream.

Those memories remained vivid and became part of my experience.

In other words, I could use the magic circle abbreviation technique I developed with Aira without any problems in Bern's body.

I wanted to boast about it, but it felt awkward to mention the past carelessly, so I brushed it off.

"You're imagining things."

[I-I guess so?]

After easily convincing Prah, I entered Aira's quarters.

I thought the two direct vampire descendants who followed the Progenitor would block my way, but that didn't happen.

Aira was sitting with her back against the giant pillar in the center.

She looked at me with one eye open while keeping the other closed.

Eventually, Aira stood up with a gentle smile.

"When you arrived here, I was reminded of a promise I made with a man long ago. He promised to repay his debt to me but died pathetically. Still, I wasn't disappointed at all."

"..."

"He said that in the distant future, a man named Bern would appear before me and repay the debt instead. And he even boldly claimed that he himself was that man."

"Yes."

"However, Bern, you acted as if you knew nothing when you saw me. I was quite displeased, thinking he had lied to me."

Aira expressed her displeasure, furrowing her brow.

But only for a moment—she smiled and relaxed her facial muscles.

"I even suspected that someone had eavesdropped on our promise and prepared an impostor. But looking at your face again, it seems I was mistaken."

"Sorry, I only just remembered."

"You are a great sinner. Before leaving, you should have at least told me how much time would pass before we could meet again."

"I'm sorry, but I couldn't specify the exact date."

"Yes, I thought as much, so I've been waiting for you all this time."

Aira, who had approached right in front of me, pressed my cheek with her palm.

Then she shook my face left and right, examining it from different angles before nodding.

"Indeed, your physical structure is completely different from his."

"The body is an entirely different person."

"Then can I assume the soul is the same person?"

I shrugged, suggesting she could interpret it however she wanted, when suddenly Aira embraced me.

I was surprised that Aira initiated the hug, but as her warmth transferred to me, I found myself placing my hands on her back.

"I'm extremely happy to meet you again, even like this."

"Me too."

My chest felt heavy despite being in each other's arms.

But unlike with Munakki, tears didn't flow.

Aira believed we would meet again someday.

It would be unseemly to show tears in the face of such strong trust.

I would face her with a bright smile.

That was the image befitting our reunion.

"Kuku...!"

"What's wrong?"

"I can't help but laugh imagining what punishment to give you for taking my precious virginity and then abandoning me for so long."

"Ah! Ha, haha...!"

"There might be cobwebs down there because of you."

"Sorry..."

"No need to apologize. You'll pay for it dearly!"

Aira intimidated me with an evil laugh.

She looked like she intended to make a complete mess of me, but then changed her expression.

"You haven't gone to see her yet, have you?"

"Ah... no."

"I want to do terrible things to you right now, but I'll restrain myself. She missed you more than I did."

"...So that was the case."

"Go meet her now."

"Do I deserve to meet Breeze? I told her to run away one-sidedly, and then I stupidly died."

"What a foolish question. You fought prepared to die, hoping your beloved wife and daughter wouldn't die. Even if you died in vain, it was something you couldn't have done without love. If you don't deserve to meet her, who in this world does?"

"Ah..."

"You're as frustrating now as you were then! Don't do something you'll regret and go quickly!"

The familiar touch pushing my back.

It overlapped with the image of Aira shouting at me to go save Breeze.

I nodded and turned to leave the quarters.

"I'll definitely come back this time! Even if it kills me!"

"Are you a fool? If you die again, you won't be able to come back."

Aira shook her head as if exasperated, but she was still smiling.

Then she waved her hand, urging me to go.

Despite parting so soon after our reunion, we could separate cleanly.

Because we believed we would meet again soon.
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What should I say to Breeze when we meet?

For me, it was still a vivid memory that appeared whenever I closed my eyes, but for her, it was the distant past.

And not even a past with a happy ending.

I had died suddenly, leaving only my last words telling her to run away.

I had no way of knowing what happened afterward, but knowing Breeze, she must have wept over her shattered heart.

*In fact, after Rene died, she became a Mad Dragon and destroyed half the continent.*

She probably felt similar emotions when I died, but she didn't go berserk then thanks to Rene.

He had been the final breakwater preventing Breeze from going insane.

I couldn't even imagine how she must have felt after losing even him.

*She values family that much, but what if she doesn't believe me?*

I would be disrespecting her precious family member who had passed away.

Of course, I could end this by revealing proof that I was Yun Geon-woo.

But I was deeply concerned about what might happen afterward.

I'd prefer if she hugged me while crying, but I had a feeling she might explode in anger at me for dying so meaninglessly.

"Ugh...!"

Before I could find a proper answer, I had already arrived in front of Breeze's nest.

I needed to quickly decide how to act, but I could only stamp my feet nervously.

"What are you doing there?"

"Gah!!"

As I was circling around the nest, Breeze's voice suddenly came from behind me, making me jump in surprise.

"Oh my! I'm sorry, I didn't mean to startle you."

"N-no! I should be the one apologizing. It was my fault for being lost in thought."

In the end, I couldn't speak casually like when I was Yun Geon-woo and used formal speech instead.

Since our meeting happened before I could make up my mind, I ended up treating her as I did when I was Bern.

"I see. But it's cold out here—why didn't you wait inside the nest?"

"Ah... It would be rude to enter without the owner's permission, wouldn't it?"

"What permission do we need between us? Come on in!"

Breeze grabbed my arm and pulled me inside.

The interior of the nest, unchanged from before to now, filled me with deep nostalgia.

She sat me down at the only table and began heating a pot filled with high-purity ice.

"I just got some good quality lavender. Would you like some herb tea?"

"Yes."

"That's good!"

Breeze smiled brightly and started boiling the water.

Watching her back as she hummed happily, I realized how much time had passed.

If the Breeze of the past had a pure beauty, the current Breeze possessed mature charm.

Her well-developed figure was clearly visible through her thin dress, and her outer garment, while covering her shoulders, revealed her collarbone and cleavage.

She had transformed from a youthful woman into a true married woman, embodying the fantasy of a mature beauty.

Personally, I found it difficult to know where to look, especially with the curves of her hips visible and her bottom swaying as she moved.

"Here! Drink up."

"Thank you."

As she leaned slightly forward to hand me the tea, I could clearly see her upper chest.

My face grew hot, and I quickly brought the teacup to my lips.

It was very hot, having just been brewed, but compared to Breeze's attire, it felt lukewarm.

"So, what brings you suddenly to my nest? According to Rene, you went to investigate ruins in the desert?"

"I-I came to see Rene. The investigation finished a while ago."

"Is that so? Did you meet the mimic living there?"

"Yes, it was cute."

"Right? It was a child I cherished dearly long ago. We had to part ways due to certain circumstances!"

"I see..."

It must have been after my death that they separated.

With Rene's upbringing already keeping her busy, she wouldn't have had the energy to look after Munakki too.

Breeze, who had to take care of both childcare and household matters after my death.

Though she still looked beautiful without a single wrinkle, if she weren't a dragon, she would have aged considerably from the difficult days she endured.

This is bad. Thinking about it made it even harder for me to reveal my secret.

"Hmm? Aren't you curious about how I know the mimic living in the ruins?"

"Ahaha...! Someone like Freeze would have traveled all over the place back in the day. It's not strange at all that you'd know about desert ruins."

"...Your reaction is so bland, it's no fun."

"I'm sorry."

Breeze shivered slightly but continued her complaints after taking a sip of tea.

For a moment, I thought I had said something wrong.

It's quite a struggle trying not to reveal the tension I'm feeling, which wasn't there before.

"By the way, where is Rene?"

"Rene had some business and went to visit the Blue Dragon's daughter this morning. He'll probably return tomorrow morning."

"So our timing didn't align. I guess I'll have to spend the night in the village at the foot of the mountain."

"You could stay here if you want?"

"Thank you for the offer, but I'd like to see my family in my hometown after such a long time, so I'll go down."

"Family... Yes, family is important."

Shadows fell across Breeze's face, making her look pitiful.

Seeing her reaction to the word "family," I seemed to have stirred up unpleasant memories for her.

Since Rene was alive and well, the only bad memory for Breeze would be my death.

I'm increasingly feeling like a terrible criminal.

"Come to think of it, I told you about my late husband before, didn't I?"

"Uh, I think so...?"

"How can you not remember that! I'll tell you now, so listen carefully."

"Yes."

Though I clearly remembered my memories with Breeze, I decided to listen to her story.

I was curious about how her memories of our time together might differ from mine.

Especially, I wanted to know if she had felt the same emotions I had.

"We first met on this snowy mountain. He was shivering without any winter gear in a place covered with nothing but snow."

I recalled when I, who was Bern just seconds ago, became Yun Geon-woo and arrived in the past.

I truly thought I was going to die, having been thrown onto a snowy mountain without any preparation.

If I hadn't met Breeze, I would have wasted the power of the clock without even getting to see the past.

"He looked like he would die if left alone, so I dragged him to my nest. I could have ignored him, but instinctively, I felt I shouldn't leave him be."

"That's how you ended up with my father-in-law, isn't it?"

"That's right. Looking back now, my choice then wasn't wrong. By saving him, I came to know love. Anyway, he was genuinely grateful that I saved him and said he would repay the favor. At first, I thought he was talking nonsense."

"Well, dragons rarely seek help from humans."

"Exactly. But surprisingly, he really did help me. Though we get along now, back then the Yeti and Snow Women were enemies. I was troubled by their conflict, but he stepped in and mediated brilliantly."

There was flying board sex involved in that process, but I still consider it a successfully resolved incident.

"From then on, I gradually decided to trust him. And I wanted to know more about him, so I approached him and openly showed my favor. Ironically, he kept trying to maintain distance."

"That must have been difficult."

"Tell me about it! I thought, would it hurt to be a little affectionate? Still, I believed he would eventually open up to me, so I persistently pursued him."

Wasn't it more obsession than favor when she engraved a mark on my heart to prevent me from leaving her?

I swallowed that question with a sip of tea.

Perhaps it was just a dragon's unique way of expressing affection.

"And so, ten months passed. I got to know more and more about him. He was a kind and affectionate person, and I wanted to keep him by my side. So when he said he wanted to leave the nest and travel, I went with him."

"That was true love."

"Yes! We finally became a couple during our travels, so if I had let him go, I would have regretted it terribly. Anyway, we traveled around and met many people like dwarves, sages, elves, and so on."

I taught the dwarves a new funeral method and taught the female elves a training method.

The Demon King was furious, claiming it was the work of an outer god, but in reality, I was the culprit.

I had to tightly close my mouth to suppress a chuckle.

"We spent an unforgettable first night in the elven forest, and we promised to perform a marriage ceremony as we left the desert. And there, we learned wonderful news."

"What news?"

"Our love had borne fruit! Despite being different species, I had conceived a child!"

Breeze smiled brightly as she stroked her now-empty abdomen.

It must have been an unconscious action born from genuine joy.

Regardless of the era, the fact that she was pregnant with Rene was the best news possible for her.

"That's the current Rene, right?"

"Yes, as soon as we found out I was carrying Rene, he and I were ecstatic."

Just as Breeze said, we hugged each other, laughing and crying with joy.

My eyes grew hot as that memory came back to me.

This is bad. I shouldn't show any signs, but...

"From that day on, I was careful with my words and actions for the baby's sake, and he would stroke my belly and shower us with love. We spent those happy days counting down until our child would be born."

Breeze's smile, which had been wide and bright, slowly turned downward.

Her once fresh expression had become as desolate as a barren wasteland.

"But happiness doesn't last forever. One day, we were ambushed by an unknown enemy. Unfortunately, I was in a weakened state as I was close to laying the egg, to the point where I would be in danger without his help."

"Was that when..."

"Yes, he appeared in that critical moment and protected me. Then he sent me to safety and faced the powerful enemy, and then... he died."

My heart sank at Breeze's final words.

I knew it. I had fully anticipated how Breeze would have taken my death.

But hearing the news of my own death directly from her made my entire body feel heavy.

"It felt like I had lost the world. Endless tears flowed, and I wailed until my vocal cords nearly tore."

"..."

"To be honest, I wanted to die. I wanted to die and follow him, but I couldn't."

"Because of Rene."

Breeze didn't say anything and just nodded.

Her eyes were already red, and she looked like she might cry at any moment.

"I couldn't give up our treasure, our fruit. He died to protect me and Rene, right? If I died too, his death would have been in vain... So I decided to survive. I resolved to live tenaciously and make at least Rene happy."

Rene's death and the Mad Dragon's rampage in the original story.

If these circumstances were hidden behind that, even I would have wished for the end of the world like Breeze did.

I would have tried to end the world, becoming a Demon King or an outer god if necessary.

"So I raised Rene like precious jade. There were times when it was so hard I wanted to die, but I didn't give up for his sake. However, when my heart briefly weakened after years of exhausting childcare, a kidnapping incident occurred."

"Ah..."

Finally, tears began to fall from Breeze's eyes.

Even the strong dragon had become increasingly vulnerable due to endless hardships and crises that appeared whenever she began to forget.

With tears streaming down, Breeze continued speaking with a trembling voice.

"So I couldn't tell you then, but I'm very grateful to you. If it weren't for you, I... I would have lost another precious family member!"

"Ugh...!"

Breeze began to sob as she poured out her intense emotions.

Seeing her like that, tears welled up in my eyes too, and the tip of my nose stung sharply.

I needed to hold back, but I simply couldn't.

At this rate, I would reveal my identity.

As I quietly stood up and turned my back, about to leave, Breeze's hand caught my sleeve.

"Wait...! Before you go, I just want you to see this."

Breeze handed me a piece of paper with trembling hands.

For some reason, it felt like a letter I shouldn't read.

But I couldn't refuse Breeze, who was looking at me desperately with tear-moistened eyes.

"...Alright."

I took the letter from her and looked at its contents.

Each character in the letter was written in blood. However, the fact that it was written in blood wasn't particularly important.

It was a letter from Aira to Breeze, and although it was written in a roundabout way, it implied that I had returned.

"A-at first, I couldn't believe it. How could he come back to life after dying? It's impossible, right? Of course, your soul resembled his, but I thought you were a different person because you didn't remember me."

"..."

"But now I can tell. Those tears, that face, and even the emotions you're feeling now... They're all things he showed me."

"Ah...!"

"I've missed you so desperately that everything feels like a dream."

"Aah...!"

"I've missed you, Geon-woo...!"

I couldn't speak.

I just embraced Breeze and cried frantically.

Breeze also didn't say anything more, just held me tightly and wept endlessly.

Her warmth, which I couldn't forget for even a moment. This reunion after our separation was both bitter and lovely.
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With all secrets revealed, I stayed by Breeze's side all night, catching up on lost time.

We sat side by side on the sofa, intimately holding hands as I offered her my shoulder.

"Why did you pretend not to remember all this time?"

"I wasn't pretending. I actually went on a journey to the past from the desert ruins I visited recently."

"A journey to the past?"

"Remember that pocket watch I got from the village chief near the snowy mountains back then?"

"Ah! You mean that artifact that allows time travel? You used that to go to the past?"

"That's right."

The pocket watch I obtained from the village chief and passed to Felix eventually made its way back to me after a long time when I possessed Bern's body.

It was a strange twist of fate, but ultimately it followed the predetermined course.

The only disappointing thing was that I knew nothing about the person who had given the pocket watch to the village chief.

The watch that I had used was completely broken after its power was exhausted, making it difficult to investigate further.

"Wait a minute! If you went to the past and met me, why do you look completely different in the past and present?"

"Well, about that..."

At first, I was going to lie and say I went there in my previous life's form.

But after our tearful reunion, I didn't want to lie to Breeze anymore.

So I confessed everything to her.

That I was a possessor, this was a world inside a novel, and the body I had when I met her was my pre-possession body.

Hearing all these facts, Breeze's eyes widened in undisguised surprise.

"Sorry, I should have told you bit by bit instead of revealing everything at once. Are you very shocked?"

"It's, it's okay! More than that, it's amazing. In other words, for you, this world is like a fairy tale?"

"I suppose that's one way to look at it."

"So me, Rene, and everyone else in this world are just characters in a book?"

"Yes."

"And I'm even a villain who goes completely mad after losing Rene?"

"..."

I awkwardly scratched my cheek before slowly nodding.

I didn't want to see my beloved as a villain, but as someone who needed to confess the truth, it was quite painful.

"That's a tragedy too terrible to imagine..."

"I'm sorry, maybe I should have taken that part to my grave."

"You don't need to apologize. After all, thanks to you saving Rene, that future no longer exists, right?"

"That's right, and I plan to stay by Rene's side from now on to make sure she doesn't fall into danger."

In this world, there are very few who could stand against me.

Unlike when I was Yun Geon-woo, I now had the confidence to protect my precious people.

One experience of dying helplessly while leaving behind loved ones was enough.

"Just don't push yourself too hard!"

"Don't worry, this time I won't die or disappear without saying anything."

"...Don't you want to go back to your original world?"

"At first, I was looking for a way to return, but now I've completely made up my mind to live in this world."

"Even though you'll never be able to meet your family from that world again?"

"My parents kicked me out of the house as soon as I became an adult, telling me to fend for myself. They wouldn't even look for me if I went missing. Once when I asked what they'd do if I died abroad, they told me to beg for food if things got tough."

"They must have been raising you to be strong."

"Well, anyway, they're people who wouldn't care at all if I went missing. Even now, they're probably enjoying their happy retirement, assuming I've gone abroad and married a nice woman."

My parents' faces were now so blurry in my memory that I could barely recall them, but I remembered that both had free-spirited personalities.

Perhaps that's why I didn't worry about my original world at all.

If anything, going back would mean working myself to the bone to pay off my accumulated college tuition.

I'd rather just live happily in this world with the people I love.

"So you'll stay by my and Rene's side until you die?"

"That's the plan, but there's still the issue of lifespan. Even if I live long, I'll probably die in about 100 years."

"I can solve the lifespan problem. No, I will definitely solve it. So you can never leave my side..."

Breeze laughed ominously as she tightly gripped my arm.

She was showing the same obsessive behavior she displayed when she carved a mark on my heart.

It was both frightening and somehow nostalgic.

"Are you really okay? You've heard a lot of shocking facts."

"I'm fine! Being in a world from a book or you being a possessor—none of that matters to me. I'm satisfied just knowing you've returned."

"Breeze..."

"Well, if there's one thing I regret, it's that you're no longer just my husband."

"A-ahem!"

"Feeling a bit guilty about your lack of fidelity?"

After sharing my first experience with Rin and Rene, my thoughts on having a harem had become lighter.

I reached out without hesitation to women who had feelings for me, resulting in an uncontrollable number of precious relationships.

In the past, I was a faithful man who only had eyes for Breeze, but now I was a Casanova.

I had nothing to say in my defense to Breeze.

"You don't need to feel awkward. I don't intend to blame you. If we follow the timeline carefully, you met and formed a bond with Rene before you even met me, right? So naturally, it makes sense that you prioritize Rene over me."

"Are you sure you're okay with this? I can't love only you like before."

"It's fine. Like I said, I'm just happy that you've returned. And actually, I'm feeling quite thrilled right now. After all, I'm the only one who ever had your love exclusively."

Breeze grinned broadly as she rubbed her cheek against my arm.

Her childlike behavior reminded me of the Breeze from the past.

It was endearing to see this woman with a mature, sensual figure acting so coquettishly.

Some might find it undignified, but to me, she was infinitely adorable.

I wanted to treat her like a baby, but my last shred of reason held me back.

"I appreciate your understanding, but we still have the biggest problem to face..."

"Hm? There's still more?"

"You're pretending not to know. I'm talking about the family registry issue!"

When I fell into the past, I met Breeze and we fell in love with each other.

As a result, it was revealed that Breeze's supposedly deceased husband was actually me, which consequently meant that Rene was my daughter.

I, who had been her father in the past, had become her lover?

If someone wrote an incestuous web novel with such a title, they'd face severe criticism from readers.

Moreover, a romantic relationship between father and daughter—not even siblings—would be difficult for society to accept.

At least there was no risk of genetic disorders since our bodies were completely different, but the psychological issue remained.

"Is that a problem? Even knowing the past, you still love Rene, don't you?"

"I do, but from a father's perspective, it seems like a very immoral issue."

"Come on! If you had raised Rene from birth, you'd naturally be averse to it, but you died without even seeing her face! Besides, when you formed a relationship with Rene, you didn't know she was your daughter."

"Ugh...! I guess that's true?"

"As both your wife and future mother-in-law, I give you permission to date my daughter, so don't worry! This way, both my daughter and I can be happy."

Watching Breeze give me a thumbs-up, I realized she was quite mentally unhinged herself.

A modern person would foam at the mouth and ask if she was crazy, but she was accepting it quite readily.

While my concerns about Breeze were completely resolved, I wasn't sure how Rene would feel.

"Sigh...! Will Rene have the same thoughts after hearing our secret?"

"She'll definitely accept it!"

"How can you be so sure?"

"Because she's my daughter! You can lie about age, but not about blood!"

"I wonder about that..."

Breeze patted my back, saying it was needless worry.

When I continued to sigh, she poked my cheek repeatedly.

"If you're that worried, I have a good strategy. What do you think?"

"A good idea?"

"Yes, want to trust me and leave it to me?"

Breeze smiled brightly as she made a suggestion.

I felt uneasy for some reason, but since I had no better ideas, I decided to follow her plan.

***

"Ugh...! I'm exhausted."

Rene had been flying through the skies, traveling around the world on a request from Sestia.

Having completed what seemed like an endless mission, she was returning to her nest in the northern snowy mountains.

Though she was old enough to live independently, she still stayed in Breeze's nest.

*I wish Bern would come back soon and ask me to marry him...*

Rene planned to leave the nest after marriage and live happily with Bern in their newlywed home.

For that to happen, the new home needed to be built first, so until its completion, she was content living in Breeze's nest.

"Huh? This scent..."

As she approached the nest, she immediately caught a familiar and longed-for scent.

The scent of her beloved fiancé. The moment Rene realized Bern had returned, the fatigue vanished from her face.

Flapping her wings more vigorously, she reached the entrance of the nest but hesitated before entering.

*Wait, Mother must be inside too?*

Rene recalled past memories.

Her mother's outrageous behavior—constantly trying to steal her fiancé and eventually even having sex with him.

They might be making love inside the nest right now.

*Crunch!*

At the thought that while she was working hard, her fiancé might be entangled with her mother, Rene clenched her teeth.

If her suspicions were correct, she wouldn't hold back her anger.

With that resolve, Rene entered the nest.

Then, she heard voices coming from Breeze's bedroom.

"Grr...! What are you two doing right now?!"

Rene stomped toward Breeze's bedroom.

She flung the door open without knocking and shouted angrily.

But her anger quickly turned to shock, her expression like someone who'd been hit on the head.

"Welcome back."

"Abup!"

On the bed was Bern, smiling kindly while shaking a rattle—that part was fine.

The problem was the woman in his arms.

It was her mother, Breeze, wearing a bib, sucking on a pacifier, and even wearing a diaper.

And to top it all off, she was making baby noises.

"Good work! Come over here too, Rene."

"Abubup!"

"Uh, umm...?"

How should she react to this?

Rene's mind gradually went blank.
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Her mother was lying in her lover's arms, having her hair stroked.

This was about as much as Rene could tolerate.

But seeing her mother curled up like a baby with her limbs tucked in was too much to handle.

What's more, watching her mother dressed in newborn clothes while sucking on a baby bottle made her feel like her soul was leaving her body.

"W-what on earth are you doing?!"

"What do you mean? Isn't it obvious?"

"No, I have absolutely no idea, that's why I'm asking!"

"Uwuuu!"

"That's right! That's right! I'm just taking care of this adorable baby, but big sister got angry and scared you, didn't she?"

"Buu!"

Rene's head felt numb, as if she'd been struck hard.

The two people before her were enjoying the current situation without any sense of awkwardness.

How wonderful it would be if this were just a dream.

No, it had to be a dream. She wanted to wake up from this nightmare and spend an ordinary day.

But Rene's wish wasn't granted.

No matter how much she pinched her cheeks, the sharp pain told her this was reality.

"Now that you've finished eating, it's time to digest."

"Geh...!"

"That's right, good job!"

Bern patted her back to help her burp after the baby bottle was emptied.

Seeing her lover act as if he were truly handling a baby left Rene speechless.

*Ah, I might be a little jealous... Wait! What am I thinking?!*

Rene shook her head vigorously from side to side, denying the thought that she envied her mother.

But the fact that she had momentarily felt envy couldn't be erased.

It showed both how devoted Bern was in treating the baby and that Rene secretly yearned for fatherly love.

Having grown up without a father since birth, paternal affection was uncharted territory for her.

Even though she wanted it, there was nothing she could do, so until now she could only observe what a father was through other creatures.

In the midst of this, when a figure close to a father appeared before her eyes, her instincts tickled her body even as her reason rejected it.

"Why doesn't Rene become a baby for the day too?"

"I'll politely decline. I don't want to regress to infancy at my age."

"Eup...!"

At Rene's sharp retort, Breeze's face suddenly began turning red.

Her daughter's words had struck home while she was immersed in baby play.

The mother, who was experiencing in real-time the baby play that her daughter had rejected with horror citing age as the reason, couldn't help but feel embarrassed.

Even if it had been her own strategy.

"Is that so? That's a shame."

On the other hand, Bern, who had initially been shocked when he heard Breeze's plan, remained completely composed.

Having become a parent for the first time but never having held a child before, he was now filled with paternal affection.

Even though Breeze was his wife, not his daughter, he was sincerely treating her like a daughter and taking care of her.

"I'd do anything for you right now. For example..."

"Ebu?!"

Bern, who had been stroking Breeze's stomach after she finished her formula, suddenly picked her up.

Supporting her buttocks with both hands and bouncing her up and down, he even made "dunga-dunga" sounds with his mouth.

Breeze's cheeks remained red as she was bounced while being held against the sturdy man's back.

However, an inexplicable thrill that opposed her shame was stimulating her, causing the corners of her mouth to twitch repeatedly.

"I can do this too!"

"A-abu...!"

"That's right! Our Princess Breeze likes piggyback rides, doesn't she?"

Even his comments were like those of a doting father.

Bern's behavior, completely immersed in the role of a father, began to suppress Breeze's sense of shame.

And in the end, a baby dragon was born who, despite blushing, was immersed in pleasure.

Breeze, showing symptoms of hyperventilation and exhaling hot breaths, clung tightly to Bern's back.

The wings on her back flapped wildly, and her tail, unable to contain her joy, twitched and stood straight up.

She was truly a hopeless married woman.

But Rene's pupils trembled at the sight of her mother looking happier than ever before.

"Still going to decline?"

"E-even so, my mind won't change!"

"Well, can't be helped then."

Giving up on persuading Rene, Bern carried Breeze on his back and circled around.

They were having a great time, doing airplane play where Bern would lie on the floor and lift Breeze's body up when she got tired of the piggyback ride.

Rene watched the two with a frown, finding their behavior distasteful.

She wasn't particularly pleased to see Breeze monopolizing Bern's love.

But she couldn't readily step in between them either, as it would mean setting aside a great deal of her dignity.

"Nngh...!"

"Lady Rene, why are you making such groaning sounds?"

"Kyaak!"

While she was resting her chin on her hand and pondering, Rene fell forward in shock at the voice from behind.

When she turned around in alarm, Rin was standing there.

"W-why are you here?"

"I followed the Gracious Teacher's presence and arrived here."

"Didn't you say you'd be in the dwarf village for a week?"

"Yes, but I couldn't just stay put when the Gracious Teacher was nearby."

"The distance between the nest and the dwarf village must be quite far..."

Rin, blessed with mana, could detect events happening up to 100 li away.

As such, there were almost no instances when she couldn't detect Bern's presence.

Even now, she had caught Bern's scent like a ghost and come looking, causing Rene to wave her hand as if tired of it.

"It's the power of love. By the way, why are you sighing when the Gracious Teacher is here?"

"Look at that."

Rather than explaining tiredly, she chose to reveal the shameful scene.

Rene pointed at Bern, who was in the midst of baby play, and let out a deep sigh.

"Haah...! As you can see, Bern and my mother are engaged in an act that embarrasses anyone watching."

"Hooh?"

"I'm really curious about what happened for them to be acting like that."

"I envy Breeze."

"Right? I'm also envi—What?"

Surprised by the unexpected response, Rene looked at Rin.

She was nodding repeatedly with a serious expression.

She genuinely envied them, without a hint of falsehood.

"You envy that?"

"Yes."

"Treating a grown adult like a baby?"

"Is there a problem with that? Doesn't everyone sometimes think they want to act spoiled with others during their life?"

"That and this are clearly different! She's pretending to be a baby in front of someone younger than her!"

"Certainly, some people might find that behavior embarrassing. But look at Breeze, doesn't she look very happy? By setting aside shame, she can obtain extreme joy!"

"W-well, that's true, but...!"

"Besides, didn't both you and I grow up without fathers? When the Gracious Teacher is willing to take on the role of a father despite the embarrassment, refusing seems ungrateful."

"..."

"Anyway, I'm ready to become a baby anytime if I can enjoy that happiness!"

Rin clenched her fist, revealing her grand ambition.

Seeing her with such different values, Rene twisted her lips.

Because what Rin said wasn't wrong.

Although self-loathing might follow, wouldn't the time spent as a baby be incomparably happy?

Rene began to contemplate seriously.

"Oh, it's Rin? Do you want to join too, Rin?"

"Please!"

Meanwhile, Bern, who had been playing with Breeze, finally noticed Rin and immediately invited her.

Saying she had been waiting for this moment, Rin boldly stepped forward and put a pacifier in her mouth.

Rene was alarmed by her uninhibited action but also showed signs of restlessness.

With her mother and now her rival participating in baby play, she became anxious about whether it was okay to just stay still.

Should she maintain her dignity as an adult until the end? Or should she let go of everything and dive into the happiness before her?

At this crossroads, Rene finally made her decision.

"Coochie coo! My princesses are so pretty!"

"Abu!"

"Papa!"

"Just wait a moment! I'll get something the princesses will like... Huh?"

Bern was playing with Breeze and Rin, who were lying on the bed, shaking a rattle.

Suddenly, someone tugged at his sleeve, causing him to turn around.

"D-daddy! Rene... Rene wants to be a princess too!"

Having set aside her dignity, Rene looked at him with tearful, desperate eyes.

Seeing her, Bern was stunned for a while before reaching out to her.

Rene flinched and closed her eyes, but soon felt his hand placed gently on her head and opened her eyes.

Bern was smiling kindly as he carefully stroked her head.

"Welcome."

"Ah...!"

Rene smiled brightly and immediately nestled into Bern's arms.

***

In the Mad Dragon's nest located in the northern snow mountains.

A strange scene was unfolding in a place that no one would visit unless they were challenging the dragons, known as the strongest species.

"Princesses! It's time to go to sleep now!"

"Bubu!"

"Rene wants to play with daddy more!"

"But the sun has already gone down! Good children should go to bed early!"

"Hiing."

"Instead, daddy will read you a storybook by your side!"

The dragon mother and daughter were throwing tantrums, shaking their heads in front of the man who was spreading the bedding and patting it.

But when Bern embraced them and got under the covers, they obediently followed.

However, that didn't last long, as they began hugging the man's body and giving him kisses.

"H-hey, kids? It's time to sleep, you know?"

"Rene is going to sleep hugging daddy tightly tonight!"

"Abubu!"

The mother dragon also hugged the man more tightly, indicating she felt the same way.

Meanwhile, the last child who had been left alone entered between the man's thighs.

"Papa, milk!"

"W-wait a minute, Rin! That's not where milk comes from! Hueok...?!"

It was close to a chaotic parenting play.

Prah, who had been watching them from a distance, opened her mouth with an expression of disbelief.

"They've all gone completely mad."
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A night with the moon shining brightly.

I came outside after covering the women with blankets as they slept soundly, exhausted from their role-playing.

The biting cold wind touched my skin, but I didn't feel cold at all.

With Prihart's blessing, my body could no longer feel the cold.

I was different from my past self who had nearly died in a snowstorm.

*I'm different from who I was in the past.*

Stronger, more handsome, and even possessing a magnificent Holy Sword.

All things considered, I couldn't find a single way I was worse off than my past self, so it's true that I'm happier now.

Yet I wasn't as delighted as one might expect.

The reason was simple: dreams unfulfilled in the past and countless regrets that followed.

If I had to name one, I wished I could have explored more of the world I could only see in the past.

But because I wanted to return to Bern's body, I never properly saw the world of the past.

What if I had traveled around the world with a younger Breeze, building more memories?

*At least I could have closed my eyes peacefully...*

I sighed with regret as I looked up at the sky.

The moon and stars twinkled beautifully, unchanged from then to now.

It felt cruel that the time period I had actually lived in had changed so noticeably.

"You still have that habit of coming out for fresh night air whenever your mind is troubled."

"...Sadly, unlike you, not much time has passed for me."

"Is that what makes you sad?"

"I wanted to age with you, grow old together, and spend time with you."

But time once gone never returns.

As I lowered my head from looking up at the sky with complicated feelings, I felt wings gently wrapping around my body.

They were Breeze's wings—their shape, texture, and scent all familiar to me.

"From now on, we can fulfill that wish."

"But...!"

"Geon-woo... no, darling. We were separated once, but we've been able to meet again like this. Meanwhile, people like the village chief who was consumed by revenge lived their entire lives in agony after losing their loved ones. Compared to them, I think I'm blessed."

"Breeze..."

"To be honest, I've been suffering from the pain of losing you all this time. The world that should have been colorful appeared only in black and white to me."

"..."

"But after our miraculous reunion, my world returned to normal. It was a bit sad that you didn't have memories of our first meeting, but I was still overjoyed! Because I could be with you again!"

Breeze stepped closer and embraced me.

She wrapped her trembling arms—not her wings—tightly around me as if afraid to lose me again.

I quietly closed my eyes and felt the warmth flowing from Breeze's arms.

The warmth I had longed for so desperately when I was on the brink of a cold death.

Tears welled up in the corners of my eyes.

"So it's not too late. In this life, let's nurture our love and live happily together! Without fail...!"

"Yes."

I turned to face Breeze and immediately kissed her.

Breeze's lips were soft and warm, unchanged like the moonlight.

After confirming our feelings for each other again, we both smiled as soon as our lips parted—though there was no need for confirmation.

"I want to hear about the time when I wasn't there."

"Are you sure? Most of it is dreary, and you might feel guilty."

"It's okay. I want to hear it all, even the difficult parts."

We sat down tenderly on the snow and talked.

Despite her warning, Breeze mostly spoke about the small happy moments she had while raising Rene.

I could feel her consideration as she omitted the painful aspects caused by my absence.

It would have been tasteless to force her to talk about the dark stories, so I quietly listened and occasionally laughed.

"I'm surprised. I never would have thought that the well-behaved Rene used to be such a mischievous girl."

"Even when she was mischievous, she took after you and knew how to think of others. As she grew older, she started behaving more properly out of consideration for me."

"Ah! If I had been alive, Rene could have lived more freely, acting spoiled sometimes."

"Hey! I'm telling you nice stories, and you're bringing down the mood?"

"S-sorry!"

Afterward, I spent a luxurious time listening to stories about Rene's growth.

As the parenting stories were winding down, Breeze, who had been the storyteller, suddenly asked me a question.

"Come to think of it, you haven't told Rene the truth yet, have you?"

"Ah... yes, though I did get to hear her call me 'Daddy' thanks to our role-play."

"Are you satisfied with just that?"

"I'm perfectly satisfied. After all, I'm her lover now, aren't I? If I suddenly claimed to be her father, Rene might become uncomfortable approaching me."

"Are you planning to take this secret to your grave?"

"No, if she wants to know the truth, I'll tell her without hesitation. I just don't think there's any need to bring it up unless Rene mentions it first."

Now I am Bern.

Bern, who met and formed a bond with Rene through Yun Geon-woo.

Rene, Rin, and many other women are all precious to me.

That's why I couldn't love just one woman like when I was Yun Geon-woo.

"Let's go back inside now."

"You go ahead. I'll enjoy the outdoors a bit more before coming in."

"Alright."

Parting from Breeze, I turned my steps toward the nest.

I sensed Rene's presence from a distance.

Though I was curious about the mother-daughter conversation that would unfold, I decided to tactfully withdraw.

***

"...How long do you plan to stand there?"

"Mother, is it true that Bern is my father?"

"Yes. He said he time-traveled to the past from the desert ruins you mentioned."

"So he formed a relationship with you in the past?"

"Yes. The ironic part is that he said he was a different person then, not the one he is now. So his body and genes are completely different from the current him."

Yun Geon-woo was Bern, but not Bern.

Likewise, Bern was Yun Geon-woo, but not Yun Geon-woo.

His existence was entangled with various circumstances, so defining which one he was would be up to those who faced him.

Breeze, who was the first to learn of his situation, accepted him as her husband from the past, Yun Geon-woo.

And now Breeze presented the same question to her daughter, Rene.

"I... I don't know how to take this."

"Don't overthink it. How do you feel about him?"

"...He's the person I love."

"Yes, then accept him as such."

"But if Bern is my father..."

Breeze raised a finger to stop Rene from speaking further.

Then she shook her head.

"Don't go back on your choice. That path only leads to regret. As you heard earlier, he sees you as a lover, not a daughter. So you should maintain your position as well."

"Is that really okay? For you, it's like giving your husband to your daughter!"

"My! Are you worried about me now? When just before, you were determined not to let me set my sights on your husband."

Breeze teased Rene with a smiling face and playful tone.

Rene frowned at her mother's behavior, which completely disrupted the serious atmosphere she was trying to maintain.

"Ugh! That was before I knew Bern was my father!"

"He was the same. He never expected to be my husband. He only learned everything later in the past."

"So you're saying I can safely like Bern?"

"You haven't noticed yet? At first, he kept his distance from me, firmly pushing me away despite my passionate advances. Why did he do that? I didn't understand then, but now I do perfectly. He was afraid that if he formed a relationship with me, you might not be born."

"That's because he probably liked me more than you at that time."

"Then do you know how he acted when I became pregnant with you? He was so concerned about my body over his own that he would make a fuss over the smallest pebble in my path. And in the end, he fought to the death to protect you..."

To say he fought merely to protect his wife would be an understatement—Yun Geon-woo was more desperate and determined than ever before.

If he failed to protect Breeze, he would lose not only her but also Rene.

That fact drove him to desperation and gave him the courage to fight a life-or-death battle with Tindalos.

Breeze closed her eyes and slowly recalled the image of her husband who cherished the child in her womb as much as he cherished her.

"...Mother."

"You know, regardless of whether he's my husband or your husband, I sincerely want him to be happy. That's why I never tried to monopolize him. Deep down, I'd like to gather all my rivals and burn them to ashes."

Breeze spoke these brutal words casually with lifeless eyes.

Rene trembled at this merciless side of her mother that she had never seen before.

But it didn't last long—Breeze chuckled and lay down on the ground.

"But that would make him sad. So I decided to hold back and watch over him from his side, cheering him on. And incidentally, receiving plenty of love too!"

In contrast to her previous menacing appearance, Breeze was now grinning broadly.

She was the perfect example of a woman happy in love.

Watching her mother, Rene felt a desire bubbling up inside her to become like that too.

"That's all the advice I'll give as a mother! From here on, think and decide for yourself."

"I will!"

Breeze felt proud looking at her well-raised daughter.

She believed that Rene would navigate well through any hardships and adversities that might come her way.

With that belief, Breeze gazed contentedly at her daughter's back as she walked away.

***

The next morning.

It was breakfast time with everyone gathered around the table as usual, but today was particularly bustling.

"Daddy! Today I'm going on a date with Rene!"

"Uh...? Then shall we all go out together...?"

"Boo! Just Daddy and Rene, just the two of us! I don't want it unless it's just us two!"

"S-sure, why not?"

"Yay! Daddy's the best!"

Rene clung to Bern, repeatedly kissing his cheek.

At the same time, she flashed a triumphant smile at Breeze.

Watching this, Breeze was so shocked that she dropped her spoon.

The choice Rene had made after careful consideration was to receive Bern's love both as a lover and as a daughter—an area Breeze couldn't compete in.

*She's crossing the line?*

For Breeze, her greatest rival was none other than her own daughter.
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I enjoyed a peaceful time after a long while.

I was happy to spend intimate moments with my beloved partners in Breeze's nest.

However, I couldn't leisurely pass time forever.

I still had the task of dealing with the outer gods.

"You mentioned that beings from other dimensions have threatened you in the past, right?"

'Yes, they were all disgustingly powerful creatures.'

Opponents I could barely defeat after fighting with the resolve to burn my life away.

Though my body lacked proper training, I had developed strength comparable to at least a knight commander of the Holden Kingdom.

In other words, if Tindalos and its hounds had invaded the kingdom, the population would have decreased by nearly 30%.

Particularly Tindalos, who would have threatened not only the knight commander but even the Great General's life.

'I don't know if someone intentionally sent them, but what matters is that beings from other dimensions threatened me again.'

"With more than three visits, it wouldn't be an exaggeration to call it a tiresome nemesis."

'Even without that, I'm certain now. The outer dimensions are hostile forces threatening me and my loved ones.'

That's not the only infuriating part.

In the original story, Kang Jun-hyeok was able to go back in time and rewrite history thanks to Professor Veronica's space-time research.

Despite clearly changing the future, neither Tindalos nor a single hound appeared before him.

It's hard to believe the hounds noticed Kang Jun-hyeok too late, as he was still alive and well until the moment the original Bern died.

While Kang Jun-hyeok got a free pass, the hounds would immediately pounce on me whenever I tried to change the future even slightly.

The fact that the standards were only strict for me was so unpleasant that I wanted to tear them apart.

Now that I've killed their master Tindalos and returned to the future, I don't know if the hounds will appear again.

But if they do, I plan to turn every last one into dog soup and feed them to Liri.

"So what's your plan going forward?"

'I'm going to work hard again to gather information about the outer gods.'

"But didn't you come up empty-handed in the desert?"

The reason we entered the desert ruins was to obtain information about the outer gods written on stone tablets.

However, the tablets turned out to be merely a diary I had written as Yun Geon-woo, recording the past.

In the end, we're in a situation where information about the outer gods is overwhelmingly lacking.

We needed to collect information through other means.

'Yes, but this time I can definitely get information about the outer gods.'

"What makes you so confident?"

'My next target is the Pink-Haired Slut. I'm going to find her, subdue her, and interrogate her.'

The Pink-Haired Slut who was transformed into a monster by the outer gods.

She was likely to possess information about them.

I plan to find her and make her confess everything.

"Then how do you plan to find the Pink-Haired Slut?"

'I'd never find the elusive Pink-Haired Slut in my lifetime using ordinary methods like tracking sightings. But thinking carefully, I realized there's a brilliant approach.'

"What's that?"

'Using the only person she's obsessed with as bait.'

"...Kang Jun-hyeok?"

'Exactly! I plan to use Kang Jun-hyeok to lure the Pink-Haired Slut. I'll need to know his location, but I already know he's traveling with the Demon King. If I gather information focusing on the Demon King, I'll eventually find him.'

"How strange. The Demon King I know is right here."

'Shut up.'

"Ack!"

I flicked my finger, strongly tapping the handle of Prah.

With a groan, the demonic sword began to tremble.

'Anyway, I'm planning to visit Sestia today to start tracking down Kang Jun-hyeok. Once this walk is over, I need to pack up and prepare to leave.'

This was my final walk before getting down to serious business.

I was walking around the snowy mountain with an affectionate dog.

As we came down to the middle of the mountain, I saw a familiar face.

"Hello, Yukiko. Walking your dog again today?"

"Ah, yes! You're out walking your dog too, Mr. Bern?"

"As a dog owner, I feel uneasy if I skip even a day of walking."

"That's true."

Yukiko, whom I met in the dungeon of jealousy.

The girl who once chased me madly with a blade now looked like an utterly ordinary young woman.

The reason for Yukiko's change was none other than the downfall of Ignite, the target of her revenge.

Additionally, the Red Dragon, who had lost some organs and his genitals, had fallen into her hands.

At the end of the long leash in Yukiko's hand was Ignite, fitted with a blindfold, gag, and various restraints.

The Red Dragon couldn't see anything, couldn't say anything, and couldn't even resist.

But he could still hear, so when Ignite heard my voice, he began to thrash about.

"Stay still!"

"Mmph?!"

However, the creature that had been struggling vigorously was easily subdued when Yukiko stomped on him.

I watched the scene with satisfaction.

"Whew...! As you can see, the dog has been acting up more frequently lately."

"Maybe it's because he's in heat?"

"Even after neutering?"

"Since he's a dragon, part of his reproductive organs might have regenerated. I recommend castrating him whenever you have time."

"Mmph!"

"There he goes again...!"

As soon as I gave her management advice, Ignite wriggled his body in protest.

Eventually, his limbs were cut off by Yukiko's ice sword, rendering him completely immobile.

"I'm so sorry about this. I'll take responsibility and train him properly."

"It's okay. These things happen when raising a dog."

"But your dog seems so well-behaved and gentle compared to mine!"

"Not really. When no one else is watching, he jumps on me a lot. He's quite the troublemaker."

"At least he's not aggressive, right?"

"Well, I do appreciate that he's not rebellious."

I gently stroked the head of my dog, who was angelic compared to Ignite.

Seeming to enjoy my touch, he wagged his tail and made pleased sounds.

Then he lay down completely on the ground in a submissive posture, giving me a look that seemed to ask me to stroke his belly.

Unfortunately, it was time to return to the nest, so I had no time to indulge his whims.

"Anyway, if you keep raising him, someday he'll understand your sincerity and become obedient."

"That's true, isn't it?"

I nodded in agreement with her words.

Since his spirit was already broken, I believe Ignite will eventually accept his current life.

Then he'll obey whatever orders Yukiko gives him.

"Yes, so raise him well until the end. Don't abandon him just because you get annoyed."

"Don't worry about that! I have no intention of abandoning him, even if I die and come back to life!"

"Good, I trust you'll do well. I should head back now."

"Ah! W-wait a moment!"

Yukiko stopped me as I was about to return to the nest.

She had a very troubled expression on her face.

"Is something wrong?"

"W-well, I just cut off his limbs to discipline him, but how should I take him back?"

"Ah! If that's the issue, there's a simple solution! You can ride him down like the snow people that you snow women often ride."

"But this child has had his brakes removed!"

"In that case, use his tail to reduce speed. His tail will get scraped off, but it will regenerate eventually."

"I didn't know there was such a good method! Thank you for the advice!"

"No need for thanks. It's just neighbors who raise dogs helping each other."

With the problem nicely resolved, Yukiko and I laughed amicably.

Afterwards, we parted ways, waving our hands in a friendly manner.

It was a pleasantly peaceful daily life.

"Shall we go now too?"

Yukiko descended the mountain riding Ignite like a snowboard, while I pulled on my dog's leash to climb the mountain.

"Mmph!"

"Huh?"

However, he didn't move at all and sat demurely on the snow.

Perhaps because he had gotten up after lying down, his green hair was piled high with snow.

His emerald eyes, filled with firm determination, were fixed on my crotch.

"Mmph?"

"Hey! I already did it for you yesterday when you got excited during our walk!"

"Mmph!"

"No! Not today!"

When I spoke firmly, the thoroughly disgruntled creature grabbed my pant leg with his mouth and tried to pull it down.

"S-stop it! Ernia!"

"Mmph!"

"Argh! Why is raising one dog so difficult!"

Just as I had feared, Ernia pounced on me as soon as there were no watching eyes.

Despite wearing restraints and a gag like Ignite, except for the blindfold, he lunged at me without hesitation.

Like Yukiko, I also had difficulty controlling my pet.

Especially in Ernia's case, since he had volunteered to become a dog himself, his restraints were relatively loose.

Because of that, he always tried to mate with me whenever we went out for a walk.

"A time when dragons are treated as dogs... truly the end of days."
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I headed to the pleasure city where Sestia was, just as planned after leaving the snowy mountains.

Despite not having visited for a long time, Yuran was as bustling as ever.

If anything, it seemed even more prosperous than before.

The city's remarkable development was undoubtedly due to its leader's contributions, and I could feel her popularity even from a distance.

"I-it's Lady Sestia!"

"Kyaa! Lady Sestia!!"

"Lady Sestia! If it's not too presumptuous, please grant us the honor of serving you at our establishment...!"

"Get lost."

"Aah...! Even when she kicks us away coldly, she's so charismatic!"

While walking to our meeting place, Sestia was receiving an enthusiastic welcome from the city's residents.

Some praised her, others scattered flowers, and some even knelt down with clasped hands as if worshipping her.

As I watched the scene with a smile, Sestia noticed my gaze and furrowed her brow in displeasure.

Then she strode over and stood before me.

"Are you happy calling a busy person out? And in the middle of a crowded city, no less?"

"Sorry. It might have been better to visit your office, but I wanted to chat over a meal with just the two of us occasionally."

"Ha! That's why you called me?"

"Was that too forceful?"

"...You should have told me that earlier so I could have made restaurant reservations or something!"

*She's so easy to read.*

For someone whose mouth was spouting complaints so primly, her tail was trembling noticeably.

I could clearly see she was desperately trying not to smile, proving Prahf's comment was accurate.

However, I pretended not to notice and simply repeated my apologies.

"Haah...! I can't help it. I'll take you to my personal favorite spot that not many people know about, so follow me carefully."

"Got it."

Sestia confidently took the lead.

I followed behind her like an attendant.

Everyone around us was curiously watching our relationship, but once we turned a corner into an alley—

Noticing people following us, Sestia pulled me close and cast a spell.

A concealment spell that hid both our appearance and presence.

True to her Dragonian nature, ordinary people couldn't detect the magic she used.

Everyone became confused when Sestia suddenly disappeared.

Meanwhile, we could see them clearly.

"Stay quiet until they leave..."

I nodded at Sestia who was speaking in a hushed voice.

I also preferred having fewer eyes on me.

As time passed, people began to leave one by one, and the alley became quiet.

With only Sestia and me remaining, we both breathed a sigh of relief.

"Looks like they're all gone now."

"If the attention bothers you, wouldn't it have been better to come in disguise from the start?"

"You suddenly said you were coming this morning! If you'd told me even a day in advance, I could have prepared properly!"

"Haha! Sorry, I've been busy with various things."

"You think you're the only busy one? I've been staring at paperwork non-stop since our last vacation!"

"That's why I came to see you in person—so you could see my face after so long!"

*This crazy bastard.*

When I answered so breezily, Sestia scrunched up her face.

I could see her cursing me with her eyes without saying a word.

Meanwhile, Prahf was openly cursing at me.

"I'm joking."

"Can I kill you right here?"

"That's a joke too, right?"

"I'm serious."

I blocked Sestia with my body as she lunged at me with her sharp claws exposed.

Though she said she wanted to kill me, I could tell she was aiming to avoid my vital spots—she was still the same, unable to be honest with herself.

"Ugh, it's my eternal regret that I can't smack this human on the head anymore."

"If you want, I could offer my head?"

"In exchange, you'd just keep hitting my sensitive spots in bed."

"That's a standard option whether you tell me or not!"

"...Crazy bastard."

I smiled contentedly as I listened to Sestia's vivid cursing.

Seeing my reaction, she shook her head in disgust.

"Anyway, let's move somewhere else. We can't just stand here talking forever."

"Right."

We left that spot and moved to a quiet restaurant with a good view.

I was concerned about the food quality since there were few customers, but seeing the abnormally high prices, I realized my worry was unnecessary.

A restaurant with ordinary decor but expensive prices.

With such a high barrier to entry, it was no wonder there were few customers.

"You came looking for me because you want to ask a favor, right?"

"Your intuition is frighteningly good."

"It's not the first time. So what do you want to ask?"

"I'd like you to find someone for me."

"...For something like that, wouldn't it be better to request Albatross rather than me?"

"It's someone who needs to be found discreetly."

There's the fact that Kang Jun-hyeok is a wanted criminal, but the identity of the person accompanying him is none other than a Demon King.

If I entrusted this to an information organization, it would likely cause more headaches.

The world is full of crazy people who would try to use or capture a Demon King for strange purposes.

In the original story, the Demon King was one of the antagonists the protagonist had to overcome.

However, there was no need to be hostile to her now.

The foreign god that the Demon King opposes is also my enemy.

Isn't the enemy of my enemy my friend?

*I have no reason to stop the Demon King's ambitions either.*

As long as she doesn't touch my precious people, I'm willing to overlook whatever the Demon King's army does.

The debt for the Demon King's army touching Rene had already been settled by Breeze, so there was no lingering resentment.

Besides, Hades was also formerly part of the Demon King's army.

"Haah...! I don't know what troublesome business you're up to again, but I'll help."

"Thank you! And I love you!"

"Just saying pretty words."

"I mean it, though."

When no one was looking, I gave her a light kiss on the forehead.

Sestia's face turned as red as a radish, and she pinched my cheek.

"Th-that's what I mean by being frivolous! Do those things at the right time and place!"

"Ow...it hurts!"

"It's supposed to hurt!"

This could be troublesome if my cheek gets stretched or swollen.

Afterward, dishes began to be placed one by one in front of me as I rubbed my cheek, which was red on just one side.

It was a rare feast for me, who had spent about half my time camping since my possession.

It stimulated my salivary glands, which had been living a life far removed from fine dining.

"May I eat now?"

"That's why I ordered it. It would be troublesome if you didn't eat."

"Then I'll dig in...!"

"Hmm, how disappointing. I prefer something a bit more raw."

Just as I was about to pierce the most delicious-looking meat with my fork—

A red thorn shot out from the adjacent seat and skewered the meat.

The thorn then curved like a whip and went straight into the mouth of the person next to me.

"Mmm...! They use quite good quality meat here."

An unprecedented act of someone taking food from another's table.

Sestia maintained an expressionless face at this unusual occurrence.

She always becomes expressionless when she's truly angry.

Even now, her face showed no emotion, but unfortunately, this time the opponent was not someone to be trifled with.

"Someone you know?"

"Huh?"

"Seeing how you're just watching other people's reactions despite what just happened, they must not be an ordinary person. Who have you seduced this time?"

"A Progenitor."

"Progenitor? That's an unusual name."

"It's not a name."

"If it's not a name... are you referring to the title given to the primordial vampire?"

I nodded quietly.

Sestia's eyebrows twitched.

"...Stop joking."

"It's true."

While dragons, the strongest species, are few in number, they're not limited to just one in the entire world.

However, there is only one Progenitor in the entire world.

That's how immeasurably valuable the title of Progenitor is.

Sestia would know this. As if to prove it, her expression gradually hardened.

"W-wait! How did you get acquainted with the Progenitor...!"

"It's difficult to explain in detail here."

"You better explain properly later...!"

Having assessed the situation, Sestia redirected her anger toward me.

She must have realized she couldn't oppose the Progenitor.

Therefore, it was natural for Sestia to take out her frustration on me.

"Are you finished with your conversation?"

"Um... yes, but how are you here when you should be at the ruins?"

"I clearly remembered your blood scent from my previous feeding. I followed the smell of blood and ended up here."

"But this place must be extremely far from the ruins?"

"Distance is meaningless to me. And the questions should be mine, not yours. Why didn't you return to the ruins immediately?"

"W-well, an urgent matter came up, so I had no choice."

"Oh? Is your promise to me not important?"

"That's not it, but..."

"I have personally come to settle the debt. Be grateful and make sure to entertain me today."

An unintentionally started double date.

I had a feeling it was going to be quite eventful already.
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I thought Aira would not come out of the ruins for some reason.

But this was my arrogance and complacent judgment.

She was walking around outside in the world very naturally and comfortably.

Sunlight, often called a vampire's weakness, had no effect whatsoever on the Progenitor.

I was dumbfounded seeing a vampire humming under the sunlight while looking around.

*If she used Blood Magic to block the sun, she'd become even stronger.*

[Even without blocking it, no human except her contractor could stop her.]

*She's literally a walking disaster. As long as no one provokes her, there shouldn't be any problems.*

I glanced at Sestia.

She seemed to be thinking the same thing as me, carefully scanning our surroundings.

She was searching for anything that might make Aira uncomfortable.

The original purpose was a date with Sestia.

But unintentionally, I had assigned myself a new task.

*I can't let things continue like this...!*

The meaning of what should be an enjoyable date was being ruined.

Needing a quick solution, I placed my hand on Aira's shoulder as she walked ahead of us.

Just that action alone made Sestia flinch with surprise.

Even so, being startled by just touching a shoulder was an overreaction.

"What is it?" Aira asked.

"I have a favor to ask."

"How strange. Isn't it your turn to repay me now?"

"I know, that's why I plan to guide you through town while respecting you as much as possible."

"You understand your position well. Yet what favor do you wish to ask of me?"

"I'd like you to be forgiving no matter what happens."

"You want me to turn a blind eye to others' mistakes?"

"Yes."

"...Very well. But if I find your escort service unsatisfactory, I can hold you responsible, correct?"

I nodded.

After all, Aira had come all this way after smelling my blood.

It was only right that I take responsibility.

"So how do you plan to satisfy me?"

"Just follow me quietly. I have a place in mind."

"Oh! I look forward to seeing it."

After much deliberation, I strode purposefully toward my chosen destination.

Sestia, who had been hurriedly following behind, came up beside me and began questioning me.

She had an irritated look on her face.

"What on earth are you doing...!"

"What?"

"What you just did! Taking all the responsibility yourself!"

"It's not really a problem, is it? She came here because of me anyway."

"At least you could have chosen to share the burden with me!"

"I can't do that to someone who made time for me despite being busy. Besides, you've already lost your leading role because of the Progenitor's appearance. Asking you to share responsibility would be too cruel."

Sestia twisted her lips but didn't argue further.

This wasn't really her problem, after all.

There was no reason for Sestia to share the responsibility with me.

Unless we were married, which we weren't—we were just lovers who had a physical relationship, making things ambiguous.

"Then you don't mind if I follow?"

"I won't stop you from following, but I don't really recommend it. Are you sure?"

"It doesn't matter. I was going to follow you anyway, even if you tried to stop me."

"Then why did you ask?"

"I wanted to see your reaction. If you had wavered, I would have tried to talk you out of it, but seeing your response, it seems you're not planning anything suspicious, which puts my mind at ease."

"Was I that untrustworthy?"

"Wouldn't it be more problematic if I trusted someone who happily watched others completely fail while using all sorts of schemes?"

Thinking back on what I had done in front of Sestia, it made sense.

She had even surrendered her virginity after falling for my sophistry.

It was almost miraculous that we maintained a good relationship now, when she had every right to resent me.

"Sigh...! Do as you please, follow or don't. But I clearly said I don't recommend it."

"Don't worry. I've never once regretted my choices."

"...Is that so?"

Seeing Sestia boldly express her determination, the corners of my mouth turned up involuntarily.

I wondered if she would still say the same thing afterward.

I was already looking forward to seeing Sestia in despair, saying she should never have come.

***

A messy room, clothes piled tower-high, flies buzzing over the remnants of consumed food.

"Hehehe!"

In the center of this space, which could be described as dirtier than a pigsty, sat a woman with disheveled hair, laughing eerily.

Immersed in reading a novel, she rolled around the room in ecstasy when she reached a scene she liked.

"Yes, this is it! Count Lampand's confession! I've been waiting forever for this scene!"

A woman who ignored the accumulated garbage in her room, with terrible hygiene, making no effort to go outside.

An Orc gentleman watching her from a distance was shaking his head.

"In the short time I've been away on business, you've evolved into an even more terrible demon, Your Majesty."

"Eek! W-what? You're back already? I thought you said you were going away for a while."

"'Already'? It's been six months since I left. By now, Your Majesty must have produced about a year's worth of fertilizer..."

"S-shut up! I'm trying to enjoy my snack, and you're ruining my appetite with your disgusting talk!"

At the Orc gentleman's blunt expression, the woman threw the novel she had been happily reading.

However, the Orc dodged the flying book perfectly with graceful and elegant movements.

"No matter how dirty it might be, could it be dirtier than the room Your Majesty currently occupies?"

"W-what! This is relatively clean by my standards!"

"Then how about a bet? I'll stake my life that there are bugs or rats living somewhere in this garbage dump."

"Ugh...!"

The state of the room was clearly terrible by anyone's standards.

The hygiene level was so bad that even beggars would be horrified.

The woman had no choice but to admit she had been living lazily.

"I-I can just clean it up!"

"You're saying that knowing that I, as your butler, will have to participate in the cleaning, right?"

"Of course! The main reason I hired you was for cleaning! Who else would hire you if not me, Asmodeus, the Queen of Succubi!"

"That's quite a self-promotion worthy of profanity!"

"Isn't that too harsh to say to someone who could seduce over ten million men if I wanted to?"

"Then why are you still a virgin, and why have you been just fondling yourself more than ten million times?"

"T-that's education! It's a kind of pre-education to ensure that men won't be dissatisfied with my technique!"

"Buheehee! That's surprising. I thought you were trying to remove the cobwebs between your legs."

"Urgh...! Oh, really!"

The Orc had stabbed Asmodeus's heart with the dagger of facts.

Finally, she got annoyed and collapsed onto the garbage-covered floor.

Then, just as when the Orc had returned home, she picked up a novel and began reading.

This was primarily a defensive mechanism to avoid listening to the Orc's nagging.

*For someone who calls herself the Queen of Succubi, she's so sloppy...*

In her current state, Asmodeus thoroughly ignored whatever he said.

Unable to persuade her, the Orc had no choice but to go outside.

He leaned against the wall and let out a deep sigh.

*If I had known it would be like this, I should have followed that human princess I met six months ago.*

Regretting his choice, the Orc postponed cleaning and set out to patrol the dungeon.

Even though his boss was a messed-up Succubus Queen, the prestige of the Seven Deadly Sins' dungeon, known to house a great demon, remained intact.

Unable to tarnish that image, the Orc had always acted with potential dungeon raiders in mind.

"Buhi?"

The Orc noticed that one of the three entrances had already been breached.

His nerves tensed at the realization that intruders had entered without him noticing.

Just as he hurriedly tried to locate the intruders:

"Kyaaaaaaah!!"

The Orc detected a scream coming from the boss room located on the lower level.

He was momentarily shocked by the skill of intruders who had quietly infiltrated and already reached their final destination.

But then he noticed footprints on the shortcut he usually used, which raised questions.

It was a shortcut that no one could possibly know unless he had personally shown them.

*Buhi... It seems like someone who has been here before.*

The Orc entered the shortcut and quickly arrived in front of the boss room, opening the firmly closed door without hesitation.

Inside the room was a man flaunting the Holy Sword between his legs and the Succubus Queen trembling at the sword's light.

A little distance away, a Dragonian and a vampire were sitting quietly, watching the scene.

"O-Orc! Help me!"

"Watch carefully, rookie! I'm about to show you what sex is! Take notes for later in bed!"

"Th-this will be interesting! Ah, centuries-old virgin blood is precious, so give it to me."

"You crazy bastards..."

The Orc immediately understood the situation upon opening the door.

In this crisis facing the boss he had sworn loyalty to, he hurriedly pulled something out from his pocket.

Asmodeus's expression brightened, thinking this action would save her.

But only for a moment—her expression gradually hardened as she identified what the Orc had taken out.

It was a snack she often enjoyed eating.

"Buhit! Now that the snacks are ready, let's begin Her Majesty's inauguration ceremony."

"You fucking bastard!"

He was an Orc gentleman with absolutely no loyalty.
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"Orc, are you there?"

After leaving Yuran, I came to the Dungeon of Lust with Sestia and Aira.

The reason was simple and straightforward.

Having served the Queen of Succubi for a long time, he would know how to please important people.

I had made plans to escort Aira, but feeling there might be some shortcomings, I came seeking advice.

However, no matter how much I called his name at the entrance of the dungeon, there was no response.

"Maybe I should go deeper inside and call for him..."

"Have you come to meet this Orc person?"

"Yeah, there's something I want to ask him."

"I thought perhaps you had recruited a jester to entertain me, but you came to resolve personal matters... How displeasing."

"Aren't you judging too hastily? Just wait a bit. I'll make sure you'll say it was an enjoyable day in the end."

"Hmm..."

When I spoke as if I had everything planned out, Aira nodded and softened her complaints.

True pleasure always comes after waiting.

For instance, even at an amusement park, you have to stand in line to ride the attractions, don't you?

It's similar to that.

"Then hurry and find him. Having waited for someone for many years, my patience is approaching its limit."

"Ugh! Alright."

With the pressure of her gaze burning into the back of my head, I stepped into the Dungeon of Lust.

Considering the memories of my struggles here, I never wanted to come back again.

Especially with Princess Charlotte by my side, the difficulty had been even higher.

If I had made even the slightest mistake, the succubus within her would have awakened and left me completely drained.

I didn't even want to imagine that failed future.

"It looked shabby from the outside, but upon closer inspection, the hygiene is quite impeccable."

"The one who manages this dungeon is quite diligent."

"Oh? That makes me curious."

"Even though he's an Orc?"

"Tsk! If he's an Orc, I'll have to pass. Orc blood doesn't suit vampires."

Just as there are specific animals suited for blood-sucking activities like mosquitoes and bats, there are also distinct races that can be turned into vampires.

Humans are typically the main targets, and occasionally elves or lycanthropes can become vampires too.

However, Orcs never become vampires.

The main reason vampires avoid Orcs is that their blood tastes like dirt and has a foul odor.

"Is there really a need to come to a dungeon with an Orc?"

"By the way, the master of this dungeon is the Queen of Succubi."

"Now that's a delicacy that makes my heart race from the start!"

Demons are also beings that cannot be turned into vampires.

However, drinking demon blood isn't a problem, so I could immediately understand what Aira wanted.

Unfortunately, I'm not particularly close with Asmodeus, so we'll need her consent.

"Lead the way quickly!"

"Yeah, yeah."

Using the secret passage Orc had shown me before, we descended to the deeper levels quickly and without incident.

Normally, we would have had to deal with dozens of aphrodisiac traps or fight bizarre magical beasts.

I felt much lighter knowing we could avoid such troublesome matters.

*This is certainly different from before.*

When I first reached Asmodeus's room, I was extremely tense.

After all, it was a moment to witness a great demon who was one of the Seven Deadly Sins.

But now it was different. I felt no excitement or tension whatsoever.

While I had become much stronger than before, I think it's more because the image I had of the Queen of Succubi was very different from reality.

Suddenly, as Asmodeus's appearance came to mind, I couldn't help but smile.

Perhaps she too had changed from before?

With a small sense of anticipation, I pushed the door in front of me with force.

Creeeeak-!

The door moved back with a loud noise.

Through the gradually widening gap, a musty smell along with dust and long strands of hair escaped.

The feeling of opening a warehouse sealed for years was brief, as I saw a demon wearing only underwear scratching her behind.

"Ugh, shit...!"

"Blech...!"

"My goodness, I never knew there could be a smell more repulsive than garlic..."

Without even entering, just by opening the door, not only my expression but also those of the others soured as curses reflexively spilled out.

The interior was so filthy it wouldn't be an exaggeration to call it a garbage dump.

Strange, when I first came here, it was at least clean enough for me to have a proper fight with Asmodeus.

But now it was filled with trash as if a storm had swept through, leaving no space to step.

"Huh? Who's there?"

The door had been open for a while, but the Demon of Lust turned around belatedly.

Her reaction speed was so poor it made me question her qualifications as a great demon.

It seemed like the sin she represented might be sloth rather than lust.

"Oh? You are...? Hmm? I feel like I've seen you somewhere..."

"The person who made a deal with you for genital enlargement and stamina enhancement."

"Ah! Right, right!"

Her memory was at a pathetic level.

The Dungeon of Lust is located in an abandoned mansion, so it's rare for people to visit.

Moreover, reaching Asmodeus's room at the very end would be even more difficult.

It would be nearly impossible for humans to make deals with her, yet she couldn't remember me, proving herself to be thick-headed.

"Why are you here? Ah! I understand without you saying. You want to cancel our deal, right? What to do? Once a deal with a great demon is made, it can never be broken! Unfortunately for you!"

Asmodeus started mocking me, making her own assumptions and misunderstandings.

It was clearly provocative, but I wasn't bothered at all.

Rather, I felt sorry for her. The fact that someone with the title of Queen of Succubi looked so shabby.

At least she showed no shame despite being in her underwear, which was somewhat befitting of a succubus.

That was the only thing, which was the problem.

"Sigh...!"

"What's that sigh for? It makes me feel strangely uncomfortable."

"I didn't come to break our deal."

Why would I want to part with the Holy Sword I obtained by selling off the Pink-Haired Slut?

I intended to protect the Holy Sword even if my limbs were severed while fighting formidable enemies.

"Then what business brings you here?"

"I came to meet Orc. There's something I want to ask him."

"Orc just left a moment ago. I asked him to help clean my room. And he was berating me and nagging, you know?"

"Looking at the state of your room, he had every right to."

"Even I would feel guilty ordering my subordinates to clean a room like this."

"It wouldn't be surprising if they staged a coup at any moment..."

Asmodeus spoke seeking sympathy, but instead, everyone including myself was disgusted.

Faced with a cold response contrary to her expectations, Asmodeus was taken aback.

Still, she seemed to have lingering dissatisfaction as she puffed her cheeks, but soon began to gauge our reactions.

"Is, is it really that dirty?"

"If it were me, I would have cut ties long ago."

"If the representative of a species is like this, they will soon face extinction."

"Continuous exposure to unsanitary environments increases the likelihood of illness, even for the most robust individuals."

"Ugh...!"

Under our criticism, Asmodeus hung her head low.

It seems she finally realized how filthily she had been living.

She kept fidgeting with her fingers before finally squeezing out words.

"Wh-where should I start cleaning?"

"Before cleaning, wash that filthy body of yours first."

"Wouldn't it be better to do that after cleaning? I'll just get dirty again anyway."

"Your body is the dirtiest thing here, so wash up! Ugh, I can't stand this! Sestia, water cannon on Asmodeus!"

"Do you want to die? Who are you to order me around?"

"Come on, don't be like that! Wouldn't it be better to get rid of this terrible smell quickly?"

"...Tsk! Just this once."

Though clicking her tongue in annoyance, Sestia did as I asked and spewed water from her mouth.

The straight stream of water engulfed Asmodeus, soaking her entire body.

Meanwhile, Aira, who was watching the scene, was in awe.

"How fascinating. To produce this much water in a place without any."

"Sestia is naturally a woman with a lot of moisture. That's why if you just touch her lower parts slightly, a magnificent fountain show..."

"I'm really going to kill you!"

Fleeing from the furious Sestia, I cast a bubble spell on the drenched Asmodeus.

The bubbles, which had deodorizing and lubricating effects, spread widely as they touched her hair.

In sync, Sestia spewed water once more to rinse Asmodeus.

Right after, Aira thoughtfully used wind magic to dry Asmodeus's hair.

I belatedly realized that I was using magic effortlessly in the Dungeon of Lust, which used to have magic seals, making me aware of my growth.

"Now! After washing your body, the next thing to do is...!"

"Clean up now, right? Where should I start?"

"No, that's wrong."

"Huh...?"

"Next, you're going to exercise so you can have the stamina to clean regularly."

"I was hoping to avoid activities that involve moving my body... What kind of exercise are we talking about?"

"Sex."

A wild Asmodeus tried to flee.

But she failed.

I brandished the Holy Sword, and Asmodeus became immobilized.

Ch.328 - 316. Beginning Of Chaos - 1
If you can't avoid it, enjoy it.

Asmodeus seemed to have resigned herself to her inevitable fate, quickly changing her flustered expression to a forced smile.

"Of all demons, you're trying to pounce on me, the Demon of Lust and Queen of Succubi? You'll definitely regret this choice!"

"You're still a virgin though, aren't you?"

"I-I may be inexperienced, but I have over a million different theoretical techniques! Besides, succubi are physically optimized for exploitation! A human like you won't last ten seconds before falling!"

"Oh really...?"

A clear provocation by anyone's standards.

I had planned to tease this shut-in virgin lady a bit and then leave, but now there was no turning back.

"Bring it on! I'll make you wet yourself from top to bottom!"

"Your Majesty! Please try to control your fountain show—it'll be difficult to clean up afterward."

"You shut up!"

Asmodeus confidently threw off her already wet clothes, boldly displaying her self-assurance.

She beckoned me with a wiggle of her finger, and I laughed out loud.

My reaction apparently displeased her, as Asmodeus's brow furrowed.

"You find what I said funny?"

"Ah, I had no intention of mocking you."

"Oink! But Her Majesty must look ridiculous. With such a clear difference in experience, how could a virgin queen possibly defeat an alpha male?"

The Orc, who had been watching from behind, kept adding commentary to my words, mercilessly hammering at Asmodeus's pride.

His skill at backhanded comments was as impressive as ever, now with added venom making it even more devastating.

The Orc must have had many complaints about Asmodeus's complete lack of cleaning.

Meanwhile, Asmodeus, her face turning red from the Orc's additional attacks, shouted loudly.

"Hey! No matter how much you've become as strong as me... or even a little stronger, you shouldn't underestimate me in this area!"

"I wasn't underestimating you..."

"You must have secretly looked down on me too!"

This is unfair.

I hadn't even provoked her, but her paranoia had made me the target of her frustration.

I was just scratching my cheek, trying to figure out when to jump into the conversation.

"There's an unbridgeable racial gap between a succubus, also known as the Queen of the Night, and a mere human—Ah!"

While I was contemplating how to both vent my frustration and silence Asmodeus at the same time...

There was no need to overthink it.

I'd fuck her. That simple, straightforward action brought momentary silence to the entire world.

Soon, in the midst of that silence, a woman's sensual moans slowly began to echo.

The outcome of the match was decided so quickly there was no need to watch further.

***

"Haah...! Haah...! Hnngh! I-I can't win against the H-Holy Sword...♡"

"As expected, even the Great Demon of Lust is helpless before the Holy Sword."

Her confidence had been sky-high, but in reality, she was merely a female.

Asmodeus lay prostrate on the floor, trembling.

The sight immediately gave me a sense of déjà vu.

Ernia, who had once been the ruler of the East, had also initially looked down on me before having her weak spot conquered.

The same applied to Asmodeus—she would never again be able to take a defiant attitude in front of the Holy Sword.

"Well done, sir! Truly magnificent hip movement!"

"I don't need that kind of praise. And you, I need to talk to you for a moment."

"Oink?! Am I the next target...? Was I also meant to be conquered?"

"I don't know about conquering, but assassination might be in your near future."

"Oink! Come to think of it, you said you had business with me, right?"

"Yes. There's something I absolutely need to ask you."

"Fine. Ask me anything."

"Where are the other Great Demons right now?"

As I casually asked this while putting my pants back on, the Orc's expression became impassive.

After a moment, he started smiling pleasantly.

"Oink-hee! How would a mere dungeon butler like me know the whereabouts of the other Great Demons? I think you're asking the wrong person."

"Leviathan."

"Pardon?"

"I'm talking about Leviathan. I visited the Dungeon of Envy relatively recently, but she wasn't there. It was completely empty, as if she had never existed. Is it natural for a Great Demon to abandon their dungeon and go outside?"

"...Even if I know Leviathan, I can't possibly know her whereabouts."

I smiled faintly as I drew Prah from my waist and pointed it at the Orc's neck.

Wiping away my gentle smile, I glared at him with killing intent.

"If you keep lying like that, I'll turn you into boiled meat."

"Oink... Let me ask you in return. Why do you think I would know the whereabouts of the other Great Demons?"

"I sensed it when I visited the Dungeon of Envy before. That there was some kind of connection between you and Leviathan. I didn't want to dig deeper at the time, but the situation has changed a bit."

Besides the Pink-Haired Slut, Leviathan, the Great Demon of Envy, was the only being in this world who knew details about the outer gods.

So after reuniting with Breeze, I went down to the Snow Woman's village to find her again.

But Leviathan had disappeared without a trace. The clue that could have provided information about the outer gods had fled on its own.

And this happened right when I began to actively oppose the otherworldly beings.

"That's just speculation."

"Yes, it's natural for you to feel that way right now. Then how about this? Leviathan worshipped and followed the outer gods. That's why there was a very alien energy, different from mana, swirling around him. So why do I sense traces of that energy from you as well?"

"...That's right. For personal reasons, I left the dungeon and met with Leviathan. But I didn't see any other Great Demons."

"Still wagging your tongue?"

I gently pushed the sword forward, lightly piercing the Orc's skin.

It was a clear warning that next time I would cut off his windpipe.

"Oink, calm down! There's no evidence that I met with other Great Demons!"

"As you said, I don't have evidence since I didn't see it directly. But there are witnesses who saw your meetings with the Great Demons."

"What...?"

Clap-clap!

After clapping twice, a black furball and a wobbling purple slime jumped out from my shadow.

Chaos and Liri.

They were irregular beings who could freely move through the shadow world and go anywhere.

Liri, in particular, as a creature created by an outer god, could detect otherworldly energy even within shadows.

By luck, Liri and Chaos had discovered the Orc making contact with the Great Demons.

I had decided to visit the Dungeon of Lust after hearing this news while on my way to meet Sestia.

"These two saw you not only with Leviathan but also with Lucifer of Pride, Mammon of Greed, and Belphegor of Sloth. Are you still going to deny it?"

"...Do you also know what we discussed inside?"

"I don't think I'm obligated to answer that question. In other words, interpret it however you want."

If there had only been witness accounts, I might have thought he was just attending as Asmodeus's proxy.

But discussions about the outer gods came up frequently during the meeting.

The Great Demons were plotting to cooperate with the outer gods to break free from their dungeon bindings and begin full-scale activities.

Lucifer was at the center of it all, which was quite surprising since Leviathan, the outer god worshipper, wasn't the representative.

The Demon of Pride had also been in contact with the outer gods early on, just like Leviathan.

"After hearing that, I decided to investigate each Great Demon one by one."

"So the reason you suddenly pounced on Her Majesty was..."

"Exactly what you're thinking. I wondered if Asmodeus was also involved with the outer gods, so I interrogated her. It seems she was not only ignorant but had zero interest in the outer gods."

Satan would probably be the same.

As someone who had dealt with him directly, I could tell.

He was a demon who appeared before ambitious individuals, using deals as a medium and whispering honeyed words.

He enjoyed watching the downfall of those who were deceived by his words and entered into contracts.

His power was the strongest among the Great Demons, so he had no desire for more power and was content with his current life.

The remaining member was Beelzebub, the Demon of Gluttony, but that demon probably wouldn't be much different.

In conclusion, there were four demons related to the outer gods:

Lucifer, Leviathan, Belphegor, and Mammon.

I planned to find them and make them confess everything about the outer gods without holding anything back.

"I'm going to take on the Great Demons one by one. So it would be very inconvenient if you don't provide information. Considering our past relationship, I'd appreciate it if you'd share what you know."

"Oink, will you kill me if I'm uncooperative?"

"No, I think threatening with life is weak. I've prepared something else."

Clap-clap!

After clapping again, a spatial pocket formed, and Chaos jumped into it.

Soon, Chaos came out holding a triangular metal panty in its mouth—a specially enchanted chastity belt.

"Gender-changing chastity belt!"

"Oink! I'll tell you everything...!"

As I proudly held up the chastity belt, the Orc prostrated himself on the floor, begging desperately.

Separation from the symbol of manhood was more fatal than losing one's life.

Anyway, I'm glad things worked out well.

"...Listening to all this, I can't stand it anymore. So you weren't escorting me but trying to use me?"

"Among the Great Demons, virgin blood from females only, plus my cream topping on top. How about it?"

"Hmm! Proceed immediately!"

The Progenitor was so easy to handle.

Ch.329 - 317. Beginning Of Chaos - 2
A space where only the evening glow of the setting sun remained throughout the seasons.

Some might find such an ambiance poetic, but unfortunately, that was not the case here.

Within the shadows stretched long by the sunset were the silhouettes of humans carrying heavy burdens and demons wielding whips.

"You lazy slave scum! Move faster!"

"Aaaagh!"

"P-please stop!"

"Instead of screaming, carry one more load!"

The humans laboring had lifeless, dull eyes.

Among them were not only humans but also elves, dwarves, and beastkin, showing that demons enslaved beings regardless of race.

They even forced children and the elderly to work—truly demons without blood or tears.

"I can't take this anymore! This is insanity!"

Boom!

Among the many slaves, a particularly robust young man threw down his load.

He caught the incoming whip and snatched it from the demon's hand.

"Living as a slave for life as payment for a contract? Go fuck yourself!"

"Are you violating our contract now?"

"I have no reason to honor a contract that was nothing but fraud from the beginning!"

"You're the one who read the contract and signed your name."

"Who would have thought there'd be terms hidden in tiny letters in the corner of the paper! I wouldn't be doing this if I were the only one deceived. But you tricked thousands of people, even children who can't read and elders with poor eyesight—I'd be an idiot to stay quiet!"

"So what do you want?"

"This might sound strange coming from someone talking to a demon, but if you have even a shred of conscience, tear up the contract right now and give freedom to me... no, to everyone here!"

The man felt guilty about escaping alone.

He proclaimed liberation for all, expressing his hypocritical ambition before the demons.

*Wow! Did I just sound like a hero? No, I'd be a real hero if I freed everyone.*

Absorbed in his own gallant display, the man decided to maintain his momentum.

The demons' lack of retaliation despite his defiance boosted his confidence.

*It's disappointing that no one is joining me, but... well, it's fine. It would be good even if I'm the only one freed.*

In his selfishness, the man was already far from being a hero.

But feeling no guilt, he raised his voice even louder.

Unaware that people who had been enslaved much longer than him were watching with contempt.

"Ah! Why is it so noisy?"

In the midst of the man's passionate cries for liberation, a girl approached the labor site with the sunset at her back.

With an androgynous appearance, wearing a black dress that exposed her shoulders, and a mini silk hat on her head, she looked like a doll that little girls might play with.

"Welcome, Lord Belphegor."

"What's the issue this time?"

"Another one has appeared, claiming the contract is unfair and demanding to be freed."

"How tiresome. It seems to happen about once a month."

Crack! Pop!

Belphegor, unlike her girlish appearance, turned her head to loosen her stiff joints.

She took a folding fan from the demons and approached the man.

"Who are you?"

"Look at his attitude. This is the master of the labor camp you've been looking for."

"What? A tiny girl like you is the master?"

"Watch your words. I'm male."

"Pfft! Where in the world is there a boy who wears dresses? Ah! Perhaps cross-dressing is your hobby? It's the end of days when someone so wicked enslaves people while prancing around in women's clothes."

"...Alright, I understand now. You're a human who can't be reasoned with."

"If you understand, then free us right—!"

Slash!

"Huh...?"

With a brief cutting sound, the man's vision slowly descended.

His severed head hit the ground and rolled.

Before his eyes was the boy with an open folding fan—the inside of which was made of blades.

"I'll cancel the contract as you wished. Of course, in the form of your death."

With a contemptuous gaze, Belphegor kicked the man's face with the toe of his shoe.

The man's face, stained with blood, mixed with dirt as it rolled before the demons.

"Clean this up yourselves. I don't want to waste time."

"Understood."

The demons began to drool at the sight of the man's body and head.

They opened their mouths wide enough to split their faces and started devouring the flesh greedily.

Regardless, Belphegor turned away and left with dignified steps.

*A bastard worse than a bug, making such a racket. As if my head wasn't hurting enough from Lucifer's proposal.*

Belphegor burned the bloodstained folding fan and leaned back in the chair prepared in his quarters.

Tapping the desk, lost in thought, he began weighing his future plans.

*If I receive power from the Outer God, I'll not only be free but also much stronger than now. However, I won't be able to object to any interference from the Outer God, and there's a possibility of being consumed by their madness...*

Gaining power and freedom at the cost of madness and new restraints.

A proposal with clear benefits and drawbacks. Yet the drawbacks remained vague.

What happens when one falls into madness?

How will the Outer Gods interfere with the world?

What future dangers might arise from the price paid?

There was far too little information to answer such difficult questions.

Still, he thought he might find answers by carefully organizing the information he had heard from other great demons who had dealings with Outer Gods.

*I have plenty of time, so I should make my choice after careful consideration.*

Just as he was about to slowly close his eyes to reflect on the past—

Bang!

A demon entered the great demon's quarters without prior notice, interrupting his contemplation.

"L-Lord Belphegor! There's an emergency!"

"...Are you insane? Is my home a dog house? Do you think you can come and go as you please? Discipline has really fallen these days."

"I apologize! The matter was so urgent that I couldn't follow proper procedures!"

"If this turns out to be nothing after I hear it, I'll kill you. So what is it?"

"An unidentifiable human has infiltrated the dungeon!"

"..."

Belphegor showed an indifferent reaction to the demon's report.

As he picked up a dagger from the desk, the demon added more details.

"He appears human, but he's a powerful being whose level cannot be gauged, and he emits an alien aura."

"An alien aura?"

Belphegor recalled the aura he had felt at the recent gathering of demons.

A fallen angel and a tentacled demon with black energy presumed to be not of this world.

They had proudly introduced it as the source of power received from the Outer Gods.

And now, a report was coming in about a human who might possess the same power.

"Is that all you have to report?"

"There's also suspicion that others who appear to be in the same party are hiding their power. What should we do?"

"Hmm... Alright, I'll go see."

"Will you be okay?"

"Who am I?"

"Pardon?"

"I asked who I am!"

"You are Belphegor, the Great Demon of Sloth and the exalted Satyr."

"You know well."

Crack!

Belphegor stabbed the dagger into the demon's shoulder and dusted off his hands.

Leaving behind the demon screaming in pain, he stepped onto a magic circle that could transport him anywhere within the dungeon.

Calculating the dungeon's structure and the time of the report, Belphegor roughly pinpointed the coordinates where the intruder might be.

Light burst from the magic circle, and Belphegor's surroundings instantly changed.

"Good, I hit the mark precisely."

About 300 meters ahead of Belphegor was Bern, who was advancing forward with a solemn expression, slaughtering the magical beasts placed inside the dungeon.

He was releasing sword energy using his arm as a medium, without even drawing his sword.

A level impossible to achieve without considerable accomplishment as a swordsman.

Confirming that the demon's report was true, Belphegor approached Bern with his usual haughty demeanor.

"Welcome to my dungeon, intruder."

"Your dungeon... Then you must be the Great Demon of Sloth?"

"What? You came knowing everything already?"

"Yes, I came because I have business with you."

"There seem to be many looking for me today. So what brings you here?"

"I came to obtain information about the Outer Gods."

"Interesting. Then let's make a contract to trade—"

In the middle of Belphegor's sentence, Bern grabbed his arm.

"Deals are made between equals, kid."

"...What does that mean?"

"It means you cannot defeat my Holy Sword."

The height difference between Bern and Belphegor was about 30 centimeters.

From Belphegor's position, the imposing form of the Holy Sword was clearly visible at that height difference.

"A-are you crazy? I'm male!"

"Yes, for now."

"What...?"

"Satyrs are inherently hermaphroditic. Demons who are both male and female. But their gender is determined by pregnancy, isn't it?"

Satyrs, demons with both male and female reproductive organs.

If they become pregnant, they become female; if they impregnate others, they become male.

That was the main characteristic of Belphegor's race, the satyrs.

"H-how do you know that?"

"That's not important. What matters is that today, I'm going to show you what it means to be a woman."

"Ugh...! S-stop!"

"Don't worry. The pain will only last a moment."

"Stay away...! Don't come near me!"

Belphegor, the Great Demon of Sloth who had cast thousands of people into a hell of labor and exploitation, realized for the first time that he had encountered an opponent he should never have faced.
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"Phew!"

I wiped the sweat from my forehead as I reached for the pile of clothes on the floor.

Since they had been carelessly thrown off, they were mixed with someone else's clothes, making it difficult to sort them out.

"Oh!"

While separating my clothes, I discovered a peculiarly designed pair of underwear.

It was a brief with a hole in the back for a tail to come out.

If it were just a tail hole, it would have been rather plain, but the most unique feature of the brief was that the cloth protecting the testicles was made of pure cotton, allowing it to function as a sanitary pad as well.

Since this was my first time encountering a hermaphroditic being, I found it fascinating in many ways.

"Because of me, you'll need to get new underwear made."

I turned my head to see Belphegor lying face down on the floor, his body trembling.

Not only had he lost his hymen, but the male genitalia that proved his hermaphroditic nature had also disappeared.

If he had seemed androgynous when we first met, now he was a perfect female.

His once short hair had grown to a feminine length, and his height had increased by about 10 centimeters during our act.

Moreover, his chest and buttocks, which had been practically flat before, had now become plump enough to be described as voluptuous.

I'd heard that a satyr's gender is determined by pregnancy, and she was already prepared to become a fertile mother.

"Hmm, satyr blood has a mild taste with deep flavor. If I had to point out a downside, it would be that the blood is extremely thin, but it creates a harmonious blend when mixed with a man's thick fluid. I'm quite satisfied."

Meanwhile, Aira was tasting Belphegor's blood and offering her critique while Belphegor remained unconscious.

As with Asmodeus before, I couldn't understand the act of mixing blood and essence to savor them.

If Aira had been a hybrid of vampire and succubus, I might have understood, but that wasn't the case.

"Sigh... I shouldn't have come along."

"Do you regret it?"

"What kind of answer are you hoping for with that question?"

"Haha..."

Setis, who had been sighing deeply, raised her head and glared at me fiercely.

She was clearly displaying her displeasure, even emitting Dragon Fear, and I couldn't help but take a step back.

It must certainly be painful to watch someone you like going around having sex with archdemons.

Considering her distress, I decided to avoid actions that might upset her further.

*Fortunately, besides Asmodeus and Belphegor, the other archdemons are male.*

Even though Leviathan is classified as female, she's not human, so that's not an issue.

I planned to use Prah rather than the Holy Sword against the remaining ones.

I'm not someone who enjoys homosexual encounters, after all.

In Belphegor's case, I pounced on him because it was an opportunity to properly see what female corruption was.

I had a valuable experience witnessing firsthand that even a male can become female if treated like one.

While some might have preferences regarding a satyr's hermaphroditic nature, I don't think it's a matter of preference.

A species that can be turned into a female if the male has an abundance of dominance and confidence.

This is sex—what else could it be?

"So what are you going to do now?"

"I'll interrogate Belphegor as soon as he regains consciousness. If he resists... no, such an assumption might be unnecessary."

Satyrs have their arousal points even after their gender is determined.

It's said that if they become male, they turn into devoted husbands who take care of everything for their pregnant women.

Conversely, if they become female, they transform into virtuous wives who support their husbands with all their might and whisper words of love.

Even if the man had raped them.

*Satyrs value gender role performance more than appearance...*

In other words, even if you're ugly, you're a much better marriage prospect to satyrs than a handsome man with poor sexual function.

I think if satyrs had existed in the modern world I lived in, they would have been quite popular.

Anyway, Belphegor, who had become female because of me, wouldn't ignore or go against my words.

"I'll make her reveal everything she knows about the outer gods, and then I'll visit Mammon. After that, I'll go to Leviathan, and finally to Lucifer."

Excluding Beelzebub and Satan who didn't attend the meeting.

I plan to pressure the remaining members to spill even a little information.

And if there's resistance, I'll crush them with force.

"Belphegor! Where is Belphegor!"

"Hmm?"

After completing my deed and cooling down my heated body for a moment, I heard a loud cry from afar searching for Belphegor.

Then came footsteps approaching in our direction, accompanied by vibrations that shook the ground.

The tone that showed no respect for hierarchy suggested it wasn't Belphegor's subordinate.

It meant they were on equal footing with her, and if they were equal to and friendly with an archdemon, they could only be another archdemon.

"She was here...! What's this?"

A body large enough to fill the entire dungeon.

Twisted teeth, green skin, long ears and nose.

In appearance, it was a grotesquely large goblin.

It matched the description of Mammon, the archdemon of greed, from the information I had heard from the Orc.

"Food, hybrid... and a mosquito?"

"Wow, that's a crazy comparison."

"...He's really insane."

Humans as food, Dragonians as hybrids, and vampires as mosquitoes.

I wasn't particularly offended, but there was something that caught my attention.

The Progenitor, who had been happily enjoying Belphegor's blood.

He had just equated her—the idol and virtual deity of all vampires—to a mosquito.

Unable to gauge the repercussions of his actions, I picked up Belphegor's body and handed her over to Setis.

Without a word, she took a step back with Belphegor, increasing the distance from Aira.

"...This is a peculiar feeling. It's rare for someone to look down on me."

"Ignore it. I wasn't even treated as a living being."

"At least food is essential for all living creatures, is it not?"

"And what do I gain from that? Should I go around bragging that I became a demon's nutrient?"

"It seems both you and I are being treated with contempt."

Aira finished her leisurely meal and stood up.

She remained impassive, but the mana in the surrounding area began to go wild.

"To be honest, I wouldn't mind being treated as a mosquito personally. But accepting such treatment would tarnish the image for those who sincerely worship and follow me."

While it wasn't an issue for her as an individual, her position as the Progenitor compelled her to act.

A position that shouldn't be taken lightly—Aira prepared herself to fulfill her duty.

Meanwhile, Mammon paid no heed to the aura Aira was emitting.

His attitude suggested that a vampire's defiance was of little consequence.

It seemed that an archdemon devoid of greed lacked the perspective to objectively evaluate others.

The price of his arrogance was growing immeasurably.

"Should I step in and resolve this?"

"No need. There's no reason to dirty your hands over such a matter."

"Then what are you going to do?"

"It's already over. You just need to watch."

For a moment, I couldn't understand what Aira meant.

What was already over?

Even if she could skip creating a magic circle, using magic would inevitably cause a change in the flow of mana.

However, the mana flow was very calm, making it hard to believe she had used magic.

Yet, like magic, there was a change in Mammon's movement.

He stood frozen in place as if in rigor mortis.

"What did you do?"

"I merely used a portion of the authority I possess."

"Time stop?"

"If I had such power, you wouldn't be able to move either."

"True, if you could stop time, you would have bitten and sucked me dozens of times by now."

"Using power in such a vulgar manner—truly base."

"From a vampire's perspective, wouldn't that be a dream ability?"

"I won't deny that."

Snap!

Aira snapped her fingers as if to reveal the answer.

Simultaneously, blood began to flow from all of Mammon's orifices, including his pores.

His green skin turned red from the blood, then quickly began to turn blue.

The once massive goblin's body rapidly became gaunt and twisted.

Mammon transformed into what looked like an actual mummy, not one wrapped in bandages.

The blood that escaped from his body formed a puddle, which soon gathered into a single sphere.

The gathered blood then returned to his body through his throat.

"Though this demon isn't worth drinking from, I should at least make his end beautiful."

Aira closed her outstretched palm into a fist.

Thorns made of blood pierced through Mammon's flesh from the inside and protruded outward.

Finally, numerous rose petals formed at the tips of the thorns, blooming beautifully as decoration.

"Even roses cannot hide such an ugly appearance."

Looking somewhat disappointed, Aira snapped her fingers again.

The blood roses exploded, scattering Mammon's flesh around.

"It was regrettable in many ways, but I believe the night you have planned will be beautiful. Please don't disappoint me."

"...But if the body explodes and dies, won't you be unable to drink blood?"

"If necessary, I could simply lick up the blood spilled on the floor. However, if a situation arises where I must lick the floor, I would prefer white fluid rather than red."

Suddenly, an image of Aira licking white fluid from a dog's food bowl flashed in my mind.

It was an irreverent thought, but honestly, it turned me on.
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After Mammon's death.

Not knowing what repercussions killing a Great Demon might bring, I secretly burned the corpse to dispose of it.

In the middle of the cremation process, Belphegor, who had lost consciousness at the height of pleasure, opened her eyes.

Waking up without a stitch of clothing, her reaction was surprisingly nonchalant.

"...So I've truly become a woman?"

"As the person who ravished you, I probably shouldn't say this, but aren't you surprised or angry?"

"I was prepared for this to happen eventually, so I'm not particularly bothered. If there's anything disappointing, it's that I expected to impregnate a woman first, but that prediction was completely off."

"Well, life rarely goes according to plan."

"Still, I have no regrets. I may have lost my masculinity, but in the end, I discovered something far more incredible."

*Slurp-!*

Belphegor seductively licked her lips while staring at my lower abdomen.

Though I had intended to turn her this way, seeing her so perfectly tamed as a female made me slightly tense.

For a moment, Belphegor, now established as a woman, reminded me of Rin.

That extreme loyalty with underlying lasciviousness.

The difference was that Belphegor was more explicit than Rin.

*I should take proper responsibility since this is the result of my own actions.*

[Contractor, this one is gravely concerned whether you can handle all these women you keep accumulating.]

*To be honest, I'm starting to feel a bit stretched thin myself.*

Given how recklessly I've been swinging the Holy Sword around, it wouldn't be strange if my future self ended up divided into multiple pieces.

While the number in my harem wasn't different from the original Kang Jun-hyeok's, mine consisted entirely of formidable women.

Moreover, there wasn't a single ordinary human in my harem.

Even Rin, who had been the only human, was a sword saint of city-level power...

"Haha..."

I couldn't help but laugh wryly at the situation.

Belphegor looked at me curiously as I laughed helplessly, and casually asked a question.

"By the way, weren't you going to ask me about the Outer God?"

"Right! Can you tell me everything you know about what the Great Demons discussed when they gathered, their plans, and about the Outer God?"

"What if I refuse?"

With a mischievous smile, Belphegor slightly lifted her skirt.

Had she somehow heard my words about penetrating her if she resisted?

But she had definitely been unconscious at that time, so this behavior must be Belphegor's natural instinct.

*You'd make a fine Great Demon of Lust.*

While Asmodeus lacked feminine qualities except for her body,
Belphegor's body optimized for pregnancy and her provocative behavior were stimulating to men.

No matter how generously I looked at it, the shut-in Succubus Queen had suffered an overwhelming defeat.

"If you won't tell me, I'll just have to give up."

"If you forcefully pin me down like before, I might open my mouth, you know?"

"You're provoking me hoping for that, aren't you? Doing what others want doesn't suit my temperament."

Even when I first possessed this body, I abandoned my role as Bern coaching Jun-hyeok and chose to live as I pleased.

If it's not something I absolutely must do, I won't submit to anyone.

"That was my mistake. If I had resisted in a different way instead of provoking you, you might have pounced on me like before...♡"

"So you did refuse with impure intentions."

"Yes. This time I'll accept my defeat and provide all the information you want."

"Please keep it short and concise."

"Of course, I have many matters to attend to myself."

Belphegor erased her playful smile and put on a serious expression.

She then told me everything she had heard at the gathering of Great Demons and Orc, their plans, and even her personal knowledge about the Outer God.

The most interesting fact was that the Outer God would be descending directly in the near future.

"So to summarize, in about a month, a dimensional rift will form at the center of the continent, and beings from another world will pour out?"

"Yes, if what Lucifer and Leviathan said is correct."

"So they're planning a full-scale invasion of this world..."

"I don't know their intentions, but they're certainly not coming as tourists."

The descent of the Outer God—the only being that could threaten me—was approaching.

This announcement felt like the final battle was drawing near for me.

I knew I would meet them eventually, but it was hard to believe only one month remained.

I shouldn't rush but prepare methodically to face the Outer God.

"Next, do you know where the other Great Demons are?"

I hadn't heard from Orc about the locations of the Great Demons except for Belphegor and Mammon.

I absolutely needed to find Lucifer and Leviathan, who had close relationships with the Outer God.

That's why I asked Belphegor about their whereabouts, but her expression wasn't very promising.

"Unfortunately, I don't know except for Mammon. If you want to know Mammon's location..."

"Forget him. He ran his mouth wrong and became a dead man."

"Is that so? I thought he would die soon because of his loose lips despite his lack of greed, and he really did die."

With Mammon dead, I had no way to find Lucifer and Leviathan's whereabouts.

Now it seemed the only option was to use Jun-hyeok as bait to catch the Pink-Haired Slut.

"However, I can guess where they might be."

"Oh! Could you tell me if you don't mind?"

"Lucifer joined the Outer God to take revenge on the gods of heaven who banished him. The Outer God's power might be sufficient, but he doesn't fully trust the Outer God and is looking for comrades to join his plan."

"So he proposed an enticing offer to you Great Demons to participate?"

"That's right. But Lucifer probably thinks even the Seven Deadly Sins' Great Demons are insufficient and is going around persuading fallen angels and god-slayers who are in similar situations. He might even go near the heavenly realm, so it would be difficult to meet him."

"Isn't that excessive preparation?"

"Without his pride, he's always cautious."

Asmodeus without lust.
Leviathan without envy.
Satan without wrath.
Industrious Belphegor.
Mammon without greed.
Cautious Lucifer.

I'm not sure about Beelzebub, but imagining all the Great Demons, he's probably one without gluttony.

The Seven Deadly Sins' Great Demons all had personalities or characteristics opposite to the sin they represented.

This was also a feature of the ADOKCHOI universe, so it wasn't hard to accept, but it made them very troublesome as opponents.

I couldn't catch them off guard like a certain arrogant king, couldn't lure them with food, and stirring jealousy would be meaningless.

*Sigh! It's fortunate I don't have to deal with all the Great Demons.*

Asmodeus had no interest in the outside world, Belphegor was conquered through my pregnancy attack, and Mammon was killed.

And I had formed a non-aggression pact with Satan, who was said to be the strongest among the Great Demons.

Beelzebub, like Asmodeus, seemed uninterested in outside affairs, so the only remaining enemies were Leviathan and Lucifer.

If I could deal with them, I could focus entirely on the otherworldly forces.

"Where do you think Leviathan might be?"

"I'm not sure. However, Beelzebub is likely to know Leviathan's whereabouts."

"You're telling me to visit the Great Demon of Gluttony?"

"Yes. I know where he resides."

My next destination was decided.

I would meet Beelzebub to reunite with Leviathan.

Having made this decision, I was about to turn and leave when Aira's hand grabbed my arm.

"Where are you rushing off to?"

"I've decided on my next destination. I'm planning to go there right away."

"It's good that you're moving forward without stagnation. But it seems you've forgotten the most important thing."

"Hmm? Was there such a thing?"

Aira shook her head as if I was hopeless.

"Do you know what time it is?"

"Um... evening?"

"Wrong. Unfortunately, today will be over in just a moment."

"Time has passed that much already?"

"If you could mate with a Great Demon and have a conversation without much time passing, that would be even stranger."

As Aira said, I had been so focused on the Outer God and Great Demons that I hadn't noticed how quickly time was passing.

The day was about to end before I could implement the plans I had prepared for Sestia and Aira.

Finally, I knelt before the two of them and pressed my forehead to the ground.

"I-I'm sorry! When I came to my senses, I realized I hadn't paid attention to you two."

"Sigh! You just realized that now?"

"Rather than an apology, I'd like to hear how you plan to make up for this."

"Um! I'll grant any wish for both of you."

"...Is that so?"

"This really works?"

Hearing the conversation between them, I slowly raised my head.

Aira was smiling meaningfully, and Sestia had a wicked smile while trembling excitedly.

When I asked them to burn Mammon's body, they must have conspired together.

"Then I'll use this wish right away."

"Our wish is very simple."

"Ah...!"

"'Lie down.'"

Until now, I had always taken the lead when mingling bodies with women.

But this time, I was clearly about to get thoroughly ravished.
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I was pushed back by Sestia's hand against my chest.

Her push, stronger than usual, threw off my balance and made me land on my butt.

The hard stone floor made my backside throb with pain, but I had no time to focus on that.

The atmosphere shifted as shadows fell across Aira and Sestia's eyes.

Yet their pupils gleamed sharply, intensely focused.

The predatory intent from these two—one with dragon bloodline and the other a Progenitor—was unmistakable.

"I... I did say I'd grant your wish with my own mouth, but maybe next time..."

"Shut up. Don't think we'll always let you handle us however you please."

"After hundreds of years of waiting, I finally reunited with you. And I've waited even more since then. I believe I've been exceedingly patient, but if you disagree, please, do speak up with that loose mouth of yours."

"Yes... it's entirely my fault."

With such intense pressure coming from both of them right now, making excuses would only inflame their anger further.

I needed to accept my wrongdoing and prepare myself for whatever harsh punishment they had in mind.

The problem was that I could already guess what their punishment would be, and I wasn't sure I had the strength to endure it.

*Today alone, I'm already drained from going at it with Asmodeus and Belphegor...*

If I'd only done it once with each of them, I might have been in better shape, but those arch-demons had impressive stamina of their own.

To thoroughly subjugate them, I'd engaged in repeated thrusting and ejaculation.

After expending so much semen, could I really handle both Aira and Sestia?

Honestly, I doubted it.

*My only hope would be...*

The curse I obtained through Satan's contract.

If that fever time when my stamina becomes unlimited would kick in, I could definitely handle both of them.

The question was when that timing would arrive.

I wanted to ask them to wait until then.

But judging by how these two looked ready to pounce on me at any moment, that seemed like an impossible hope.

Especially since Sestia was already climbing on top of me, ready to begin in earnest.

"Aha...! So this is what it feels like to dominate a man."

"Ha, haha... please be gentle."

"Shut up. Just as you've had your way with me until now, I'm going to do whatever I want. I'll play with you until you're whimpering..."

Sestia, the ruler of a major city—outwardly dignified but surprisingly tender inside.

However, she too possessed the dominating desire of a ruler.

I could tell just by how she trembled with excitement as she looked down at me.

"You've enjoyed toying with me all this time, haven't you? Now it's your turn to feel the shame!"

Sestia spun around, turning her back to me.

She seemed intent on attacking my "holy sword" first, but unfortunately, that was a poor move.

My sword was currently limp after two previous battles.

If she wanted to attack, she needed to arouse me first to make it grow.

*No need to worry—huk?!*

Suddenly, Sestia's tail, which had been lying beside her, invaded through my shirt and burrowed inside.

The cold, slightly rough dragon tail moved busily across my chest.

Then, as if having completed its reconnaissance, the tip of her tail began poking at my nipples.

*C-crazy!*

While I was shocked by this unexpected technique, my eyes caught sight of pure white panties.

Her skirt had lifted slightly from the tail's movement, exposing her underwear.

The important point was that the fabric was minimal and so thin that it revealed the cleft beneath.

It was even soaked with her juices, clearly showing her pink bud.

"Did you think I'd just passively let you have your way? I learned how to please a man from professionals in that industry."

"Ngh...!"

I'd forgotten that the city she governed was one of the three major pleasure districts.

Besides casinos, brothels operated openly there, making it very easy for Sestia to gain such knowledge.

"I've been training for this moment, waiting for my chance to take control... you'd better prepare yourself!"

The heat building in my lower body suddenly cooled.

Though Sestia blocked my view, I assumed she'd removed my pants.

Her hot breath brushed against my glans, sending electric sensations through my nerves.

"Yes, I wanted revenge on this cock that took my first time as much as on you...!"

Just when it seemed like she was about to take me in her mouth, Sestia suddenly pulled her hips back and raised her upper body.

Then she stretched her legs forward before slowly bringing them together.

"Hnngh!"

Her soft thighs gently enveloped my member.

Swallowed between her thighs, my cock began to be stimulated by the up and down movement of her thigh flesh.

Instead of the expected foot job, she was giving me a thigh job.

This first-time experience provided pleasure comparable to that of a chest.

"How is it? Feels good, right?"

"Haa! Haa! This, this stimulation is quite... ugh!"

"Yes, that's the face I wanted to see! The expression when you lose your composure!"

Sestia turned her head to glance at my face, laughing as if thoroughly enjoying herself.

My reactions seemed to be stimulating her sadistic tendencies.

As if eager to see me climax right away, she moved her thighs faster.

The pressure was strong, but fortunately, it was still bearable compared to a pussy that would wrap around my entire cock.

"You're looking for a chance to rest somehow. With my turn still remaining, how truly disrespectful."

Aira appeared before me when I'd almost forgotten about her.

She was completely naked, without a single thread on her body.

Her clean skin without a single blemish, her nipples and areolas with their peculiar crimson hue, and the slightly parted slit of her pussy.

Transparent fluid flowed down her legs from between the gap.

"Huh? W-wait...!"

"Too late. Be still so you can satisfy me."

"Mmph?!"

Aira, who had been spreading her pussy wide with both hands, now stood above my head.

From that position, she slowly lowered herself until she covered my mouth with her pussy.

"No one in the world has ever tasted my fluids. Lick diligently."

Aira's pussy was moist and bittersweet.

"Hnngh...!"

When I slightly inserted my tongue into her hole, she twitched and her juices gushed out.

In an instant, the area around my mouth became wet, and Aira's clitoris touched the tip of my nose.

The plump, protruding pussy flesh had a chewy taste that aroused the desire to keep licking.

"Fufu...! Your eager licking looks quite cute."

"Mmph?!"

Aira, straddling my face, smiled contentedly and slowly stroked my head.

The carrot after the stick—at this point, most men would have surrendered and begun to feel pleasure from the submission.

She was a far more frightening type than a pure sadist who only inflicts pain.

"You're holding up well. Then how about this? Mmm...♡"

Sestia, who had been giving me a thigh job, pulled her hips forward again and pressed my cock against herself.

She inserted my cock inside her panties, creating a different stimulation as it became sandwiched between the wet fabric and her soft pussy.

The pleasure was enough to make my hips reflexively thrust upward.

Adding Sestia's moans to the mix made it even more arousing.

"Your tongue has slowed down. Focus more on me!"

"Mmph...! Mmph!"

The gentle hand that had been stroking my head disappeared.

Instead, Aira pulled my head closer, pressing my lips more firmly against her pussy.

I had to breathe through my nostrils, but the continuously flowing juices covered my nose as well, making it difficult to breathe properly.

If I licked, more juices would flow, making breathing difficult; if I stopped licking, Aira would force me to continue.

Trapped in this dilemma, I moved my tongue as vigorously as possible despite the discomfort.

The fact that her juices tasted like dark chocolate was my only consolation.

"Ah! Mm! Mmm!!"

"Hnngh...! Ngh! Haah...!"

The two women, back to back, each playing with my mouth and cock.

Their moans grew more sensual, and their breaths hotter.

Despite their actions, I was steadfastly holding back my ejaculation, but even this had its limits.

As oxygen became scarce, my normal thinking began to stop.

Surrendering my body to instinct and pleasure, I was on the verge of releasing the semen building in my testicles.

*It wouldn't be so bad to just give in now...*

Just as I was about to accept defeat and release the essence of pleasure, a strong flame ignited within me, and my lower body grew hot.

"Kyaah!"

"Ahh...?!"

Seizing the opportunity, I bucked my hips and threw off the two women straddling me.

My cock had become grotesquely enlarged, with prominent veins clearly visible.

Confirming that the time had come, I smiled with satisfaction.

"What do you think you're doing?!"

"Sorry, but the time for leniency is over."

"What are you—haah!"

"Aah♡ How can there be such an elegant form...!"

I displayed my holy sword before the women who had been thrown off.

Upon seeing its form, not only Sestia who had been expressing dissatisfaction, but even Aira who had been frowning, showed ecstatic expressions.

They began drooling as if they wanted to lick, suck, and be penetrated right away.

And so began round two of my counterattack.

Ch.333 - Side Story: Those Forceful Women - 2
My blood is boiling.

While my entire body was heating up, I felt a particular burning sensation in my lower half.

Despite this, there was no pain.

I simply wanted to relieve the overwhelming sexual desire that was building up by using the women in front of me.

"I'll fuck every single one of you without exception...!"

"What's with that vengeful line all of a sudden! And didn't we say it was our turn this time? You promised to obediently follow along today to make up for your mistakes... have you forgotten?"

While Sestia was strongly protesting, a hand was placed on her shoulder.

The hand belonged to Aira, who shook her head to dissuade Sestia.

"Let him do as he wishes."

"B-but!"

"Though we were interrupted, he endured our advances firmly without reaching climax until the end."

"Ugh...!"

"But that doesn't mean we've lost. We can also win if we endure his thrusting and make him ejaculate first without reaching our own climax!"

A reversal of offense and defense. Yet they were still full of thoughts about conquering me.

That fact rather stimulated my competitive spirit and made me burn with desire.

It was a very good phenomenon. On one hand, there were females who submitted and obeyed my demonic sword and techniques.

On the other hand, the existence of rebellious women like them who wanted to compete relieved my boredom.

"I guess I have no choice. Fine, I'll allow you to move! But in exchange, no foreplay! We compete only by moving our hips, understand?"

"Agreed."

The preliminary skirmish had just ended anyway.

Both I and they were already wet below, prepared to thrust and be thrust into.

That meant no more half-hearted foreplay was needed.

"So who do you plan to challenge first?"

"You, of course."

"Oh? You choose an opponent you've never coupled with before... An excellent choice."

Unfortunately, Aira's hymen was gone.

I had to tear it in an unavoidable situation to escape a crisis.

In other words, she was no different from a biological onahole that had only been opened but never used.

It was truly sinful to have left an unused new product untouched for hundreds of years.

But that ends today.

"Oh?"

Standing in front of Aira, I placed both hands on her waist and lifted her high.

She was light since her current form was petite, unlike her mature appearance from the past.

"You're not resisting?"

"I'm curious to see what you'll show me, so I intend to watch quietly. I do hope you won't disappoint me."

"Don't worry, that won't happen."

I slowly lowered my arms, placing Aira's pussy on top of my cock.

With a squelching sound, about half of the glans entered her vagina.

Aira, who had her hands on my forearms, was watching the insertion process with interest.

"I know this position too. Standing position, or in modern terms, it's called 'insertion while standing'?"

"Exactly."

"I've heard it's a position that demonstrates masculinity. Trying to pin me down with this position is indeed not a bad approach."

"Can you afford to be so relaxed when you don't know what's about to happen to you?"

"Hehe, I am a Progenitor with great endurance. I shall show you how devoutly I can endure whatever you do."

"I hope you can keep that promise until the end."

"More importantly, how long do you plan to stay in that state? Is your strategy perhaps to make me impatient?"

Currently, I was holding still with just part of the glans inserted.

Aira narrowed her brows in displeasure.

Apparently, she hadn't figured out my strategy. I smiled with satisfaction at that fact.

"How disappointing. Trying to attack me with such a shallow tacti—aaah?!"

Taking advantage of Aira's complaints, I slammed her body down onto my cock in one go.

The glans that had been at her entrance strongly pounded against her cervix.

Aira's lips pursed, and a voice mixed with moans and screams flowed out.

"Seems you're weak to surprise attacks. But that's just once."

"What... ahhhh!"

I lifted Aira's body again.

Slowly pulling my cock out while gently scraping against the vaginal walls.

However, I didn't pull out completely, leaving just a part inserted as before.

And when Aira's reason began to return, I slammed her body down again.

"Ohgod! Haahng...! W-wait!"

"What? I can't hear you clea—rly!"

"Kuhng! Haaang!"

Aira is a Progenitor. Her touch is soft, but her body is sturdier than anything in the world.

Acts that would be painful for ordinary women could be endured by Aira while feeling pleasure.

So I strongly thrust directly into her cervix, then slowly pulled out before forcefully slamming down again.

As I pounded her like a pile driver, thrusting my cock in and out, she moaned intensely.

"Hahng! Ugh...! Ohk! Ngoht!"

"Huk...! Huk...!"

I breathed deeply in and out while rhythmically moving my hips.

Our sweat scattered around, making our skin sticky where it touched.

Trying to resist somehow, Aira's vagina tightened strongly to prevent my cock from escaping, but I ignored it and pulled out forcefully.

This even caused part of her pussy to be pulled out along with it.

"You've endured well. But now it's time to finish."

"Ah...! Kuheung?!"

Before Aira could regain her senses, I laid her down on the floor.

Then I pressed down on her with my full weight along with my cock.

My cock penetrated through her entrance, digging all the way to her womb connected to her ovaries.

With the final strike, Aira's hips bucked as her whole body trembled.

A stream of blood was flowing from her nose, suggesting that while her body was sturdy, her brain couldn't fully process all the pleasure.

"You must have climaxed at least ten... no, twenty times. But I'm still not satisfied at all."

"Ngh...!"

Leaving Aira, who had been squirting her juices profusely, I turned to look at Sestia.

She seemed slightly intimidated by my demonic sword that even a Progenitor couldn't withstand, but soon raised her voice.

"I-I'll be different! I've properly learned sex techniques besides foreplay!"

"Really? I hope those techniques can satisfy me."

"Ugh...!"

I thrust my demonic sword right in front of Sestia's face.

The magnificent appearance along with the strong scent.

All the elements imbued in my cock made Sestia's eyes unfocus and aroused her.

As evidence, water was already dripping from her pussy.

"Turn around."

"Wai—kyahng!"

I pushed Sestia, making her go on all fours.

Then I immediately grabbed her waist with my right hand and her tail with my left, making it impossible for her to resist.

"Hahng...!"

"As expected of a Blue Dragon descendant, you're very wet."

"S-shut up! Stop talking and just fuck me!"

"Right."

Unlike Aira's pussy, which was somewhat tight despite being wet, Sestia's went in very smoothly all the way inside.

That didn't mean it felt loose, though.

As I penetrated deep inside, sliding in with her love juices, her vaginal walls immediately tightened firmly, sucking in my cock.

Additionally, the rough dragon scales inside rubbed against my glans, stimulating it.

"Ngh...! Haah...! Ungh!"

"You've definitely improved since before."

"Ha...! Y-you...! Ngh! Hungh! You're exactly the same as before?"

"What does that mean?"

"Ahng! Ngh...! It means... I can handle you now! Haang!"

"Is that so? Well then..."

Unlike Aira, Sestia was very wet, which cushioned the impact.

Therefore, moving my hips strongly wouldn't be beneficial.

I needed to attack her in a different way, and there was another hole that particularly caught my eye.

"I wonder if this place has been trained as well?"

"Hm...? Hyaaah?!"

When I caressed her tightly closed anus with my finger, Sestia flinched.

At the sensitive stimulation, her pussy tightened even more strongly, giving pleasure to my cock.

"...Found your weakness!"

"Ahng! N-not there...!"

Ignoring Sestia's desperate voice, I inserted my finger into her anus.

Befitting a Blue Dragon descendant who is always clean due to her water affinity, her anus was clean even without an enema.

Instead, intestinal fluid more viscous than her love juices flowed out, making me laugh.

"Ugh...! Ahng! Huungh! Not my ass...!"

"When someone says 'don't,' it makes me want to do it more, but since I promised to only move my hips, I won't stimulate it directly."

"Haak...! Haak...! Kyahuungh!!"

Instead, I inserted Sestia's own tail into her anus.

Sestia's tail was thin at the tip and grew thicker toward the base.

Without hesitation, I probed her anus with the dragon's tail.

"This is good?"

"Kuhng! Ugh! Aaang! Haguht...♡"

Not only did her tightness increase, but the vaginal wall between her pussy and anus pressed strongly against my cock.

A fresh and new stimulation. I continued moving my hips and hand with satisfaction.

"Ngh! Ngh! Haaang...!"

Squelch squelch squelch-!

A uniform sound was heard as my legs became wet enough to be soaked.

Meanwhile, Sestia's arms supporting her body began to tremble like a newborn foal.

And not long after, her arms lost strength, and her upper body collapsed forward.

"What, already done?"

"Kuhuk...! Shut up! I-I can still endure... hunk!"

"Yeah, try to hold on a bit more."

"Shut up! Haaang...! Ang! Ang! I-I'll definitely win!"

"How?"

"By making you... hngk! Uhaang! cum first...! Aang! Ngh! Ngh! I'll make you...!"

Sestia remained defiant until the end.

I couldn't help but smile at her attitude.

Despite having already climaxed dozens of times, she talks big.

But exposing her shame wouldn't be gentlemanly, so I put more effort into it.

After that, I accelerated my thrusting like shooting an arrow.

"Ahung?!"

Tak-! Tak-! Tak-!

I pounded her insides with all my might while slapping my abdomen against Sestia's buttocks.

I created space by pounding the tightening flesh walls up and down, then wedged my way in through that gap.

In the process, Sestia reached climax with feminine, coquettish moans.

But seeing her bite her lips, not wanting her climax to be discovered, made my sadistic desire boil.

More technically, more powerfully, I thrust my cock in while savoring the chewy pussy flesh.

Eventually, the accumulated sperm tried to discharge through my urethra.

"Ah...! Aang! Ngh...!"

"Huu! I'm about to cum...!"

"Ang! Ang! Ang! Haaaang!!"

At the moment of climax.

I pulled out my cock and sprayed white fluid onto Sestia's buttocks.

Her tail and pelvis were soiled, and semen flowed down along the thin spinal line on her back.

Marking her as my female.

The conquest feeling was fulfilled as I looked at Sestia's backside covered in widely sprayed semen.

'Ah! This feels amazing...!'

While the corners of my mouth turned up at the exhilarating sight.

I felt thirsty after sex that required more strength than usual.

But there was no water to drink around.

"Hmm...."

I carefully approached Sestia, who was lying face down.

I pinched her clitoris and rotated it once to the left, once to the right.

I was roughly trying to drink her love juices, but her pussy was quiet.

"Hey, it's broken."

Well, she had already squirted enough that dehydration wouldn't be surprising.

As I was smacking my lips in disappointment, suddenly a person's shadow was cast over my body.

When I looked up, Belphegor was standing naked, massaging her breasts and exhaling with difficulty.

"Haah...! Haak...! A-are you thirsty? If you don't mind, would you like to drink my breast milk?"

Satyros are a fertile race.

As their pregnancy and childbirth processes are known to be short, her nipples were already secreting breast milk.

"Sure, give me a strong cup of breast milk."

"Yes...!"

Belphegor climbed onto my lap and made me suckle her breasts.

She naturally placed her pussy against my cock.

Her intention to enjoy sex along with nursing was obvious, but I gladly accepted.

"Haang♡"

A plain taste with a subtle sweetness lingering at the end.

Milk after sex was truly like sex itself.

Ch.334 - 320. Beginning Of Chaos - 5
I woke up the morning after I had turned the tables on Aira and Sestia.

I received information about Baal Zebub, the great demon of gluttony, from Belphegor and headed toward the dungeon of gluttony.

"Ugh, I'm invincible during the curse, but once it ends, all my strength drains away..."

[It's only natural you're exhausted after yesterday was your most vigorous hip-thrusting session yet.]

"Was it really?"

[Yes... You had encounters with two great demons, and on top of that, you had to squeeze out every ounce of strength to turn the tables on the Progenitor and Dragonian who pounced on you. Fatigue was inevitable...]

"Hmm, I definitely overdid it."

I nodded in understanding as I recalled drawing the holy sword more times than Prahf.

Still, I expected today to be uneventful.

Sestia had returned to the city to search for Kang Jun-hyeok's whereabouts, and Aira had also left due to urgent matters with her subordinates.

As for Belphegor, she seemed to want to come along, but due to her heavy workload, she couldn't leave the dungeon.

In the end, I set out on my journey with just two demonic swords.

"Woof! Huff huff!"

"Yes, yes."

Plus one pet dog on my head and a slime that might emerge from the shadows at any moment.

This was certainly different from when I traveled alone—now I was surrounded by followers.

*Though none of them are human...*

[Are you dissatisfied with that?]

*Of course not.*

I've never been dissatisfied, nor do I want to be.

Even if they're non-human beings, each one represents a precious connection.

After longing for everyone from my past, I've come to appreciate the value of relationships even more.

That's why the smile on my face doesn't fade.

[By the way, have you made plans for negotiating with Baal Zebub?]

"I'd like to confidently say 'of course,' but this one won't be easy."

[Well, given who we're dealing with, that's unavoidable.]

I became unsettled after hearing information about Baal Zebub from Belphegor yesterday.

The great demon of gluttony's ability and authority is consumption.

He can steal others' abilities and make them his own.

The good news is that unless he kills his opponent, the consumption is only temporary, and he can only consume three abilities from a single target.

Though there's a limit to the number, Belphegor warned that Baal Zebub has the insight to see through his opponents, meaning he'll steal the three most powerful abilities.

"In a way, he's the most troublesome opponent for me."

[Moreover, Baal Zebub has grown stronger by consuming the abilities of challengers who've come to him.]

"That's probably why he doesn't covet otherworldly power so much."

If push comes to shove, he can just fight and consume otherworldly creatures.

It's uncertain whether consumption works on outer gods, but this Baal Zebub seems to have considerable confidence in his abilities.

"Sigh... I wonder if there's anyone else with clairvoyance out there."

[Didn't you already spend a fortune hiring various information organizations to find one without success? Give up and think of a way to persuade Baal Zebub instead.]

The reason we were seeking Baal Zebub was precisely because of clairvoyance.

Baal Zebub had previously consumed this rare ability of clairvoyance.

We planned to use his ability to locate Leviathan.

If things go well, we might even find Lucifer's whereabouts.

However, the fallen angel of pride was reportedly busy recruiting allies, moving from place to place.

Even if we heard his location and went there, there was a high chance he would have already left.

"There are so many things to worry about, it's exhausting."

[Hang in there a little longer. Once you withstand the otherworldly invasion, won't the peace you've been longing for arrive?]

"Isn't that why I'm desperately working now?"

[Yes... Just break through the difficulties, and you can toast to joy.]

"I'm looking forward to the day when everyone can smile happily."

"Woof!"

Chaos seemed to agree, tapping my crown with its soft paw.

By the way, I wonder how long our cute Four Perils plans to hang on my head?

I had a feeling that when I wash later, Chaos's fur will come out in clumps mixed with my hair.

[This is it. The coordinates match what Belphegor gave us.]

"Peaceful moments pass frighteningly fast..."

[If you're anxious, why not postpone entering for a few days?]

"I can't afford to do that when time is of the essence."

While conversing with Prahf, Solis, and Chaos, I had already covered dozens of kilometers.

With a body that could withstand hours of running and magic that enhanced my stamina, I felt invincible at this superhuman level.

However, the mere thought that I might soon lose even that made me sigh.

But I couldn't hesitate forever, so I stepped into the tower that stood before me.

[By the way, the dungeon of gluttony is shaped like a tower. It's quite unique that you can only observe it when you get close.]

"Since he has clairvoyance, he might have deactivated the invisibility knowing we were approaching."

[Then does that mean he's figured out our intentions...?]

"That's hard to say. He's probably aware that there's a connection between Belphegor and me, and that she revealed his location."

I felt uneasy at the thought that Baal Zebub might have been watching the orgy that unfolded in the dungeon of sloth.

According to Belphegor, he was the type of great demon who enjoyed amusement more than any other demon, which worried me greatly.

"But it's quiet. We've been climbing for a while, but we haven't even encountered a dungeon guardian."

[Baal Zebub might not be the type to keep subordinates.]

"Wasn't his epithet 'Lord of the Flies'? It doesn't make sense for a lord to have no subjects."

[Perhaps he's set an ambush somewhere. Stay alert at all times.]

Since he would have known I was coming, that was entirely possible.

Does that mean I'm someone Baal Zebub is wary of?

The thought of being considered a hostile target didn't sit well with me.

[...Contractor! It's an ambush!]

"I know."

I sensed presences on both sides of the entrance at the end of the long staircase, leading to a new space.

As I expected an ambush, I drew my sword to counterattack.

But what unfolded was completely unexpected.

"Welcome to the dungeon of gluttony!"

"We've been counting the days until your arrival, Lord Bern!"

Bang!

Firecrackers exploded loudly on both sides.

Colorful paper scattered in the air, falling on me as I held my sword.

Simultaneously, torches lit up one by one, gradually illuminating the previously dark space.

"Huh...?"

A long cloth hung from the ceiling like a banner, and the message written on it was about me.

[The King of Chaos, God Incarnate! We sincerely welcome Lord Bern's visit! -From all at the Gluttony Dungeon]

My mouth gaped wide as I read those words.

What on earth was I seeing?

"What the..."

"Lord Bern just said 'what the'!"

"We actually heard him say it!"

"Oh, truly noble! So noble!"

These buzzing fellows were undoubtedly the Lord of Flies' minions.

Though they appeared human, I could see fly wings on their backs.

Everyone here must be Baal Zebub's subordinates.

"This is crazy. What kind of trap is this?"

"Haha! It's not a trap. This is a welcoming ceremony for you, Lord Bern!"

"We hastily prepared this after hearing Baal's message, so it might be inadequate, but it's our utmost sincerity! Please take that into consideration...!"

"Into consideration...!"

Their voices seemed to echo in my head.

They spoke incredibly fast and there were so many of them that it was disorienting.

Was their welcoming intent genuine or false? I still had my doubts.

[Contractor.]

*Prahf, what do you think? Are they just acting to deceive me?*

[No, from what I can see, they seem sincere.]

*...What's your basis for that?*

[Turn your head exactly 45 degrees to the right from where you're looking.]

"Huh?"

Following Prahf's oddly specific instruction, I turned my head.

And immediately, I was hit with a second shock.

In the direction Prahf mentioned, numerous statues were erected.

The statues varied in form, but all featured someone resembling me.

The first one depicted me raising my middle finger to a woman who resembled the Pink-Haired Slut.

"Wow, impressive."

There was me burying adventurers in the ground.

Me extorting money from a lich.

Me making anal beads from severed fingers.

Me laughing while burning down the Magic Tower Master's room with Chaos.

Me defecating on the corpses of the Red Scale tribe.

Me caressing Prahf in front of Academy students.

And many more statues depicting my various exploits were lined up.

The most surprising part was the final statue, showing me raising the holy sword before the great demons, the Progenitor, and Sestia, all with their hands clasped.

"So I've been doing all sorts of bizarre things all this time?"

[You're just realizing that now?!]

I received Prahf's scolding, but I had come to one realization.

Everyone in the gluttony dungeon was my devoted fan.

"Bern! Bern! Bern! Bern!"

"Woof! Woof! Woof! Woof!"

Why is Chaos joining in?

Ch.335 - 321. Beginning Of Chaos - 6
While receiving a welcome that bordered on worship, I was examining the statues when suddenly a finger tapped my shoulder.

I turned around to see an unfamiliar man smiling brightly.

Looking at the crown resting on the man's head, I could immediately guess his identity.

"Do you like the statue I carved with my own hands?"

"The detail is so realistic it gives me goosebumps. To think that you, a great demon, personally carved this statue. I'm continuously shocked."

"You flatter me."

Baal Zebub, disguised as a human, was a handsome young man with a towering height of over 2 meters and flowing long hair.

With his perfect appearance, jeweled crown, staff, and cloak embroidered with luxurious patterns, he seemed to radiate a halo.

It created a sense of dissonance, as his appearance was completely contrary to the fly image I had in mind.

"Though my greeting is late, welcome once again! I, Baal Zebub, am so genuinely delighted by the great Bern's visit that I could cry!"

When he spread all six arms at once, including the hidden ones, I truly felt how different he was from humans.

Though I wasn't sure if I should be happy about being welcomed by the Fly Demon Lord.

As I was about to speak, wondering what to say first...

Baal Zebub nodded knowingly and beat me to it.

"You're trying to figure out my intentions, aren't you? A very reasonable action! It's only natural to be suspicious when someone you've never met approaches you with goodwill!"

"I didn't expect you to explain that yourself."

"That's because I have a way to dispel your suspicions, Lord Bern!"

Suppressing his laughter, Baal Zebub thrust one of his arms into his own abdomen.

He stabbed so deeply that it seemed his hand might pierce through his back, and while bleeding from his abdomen, he pulled out a small crystal.

A dull, dark red magic stone. Before I could ask what it was, Baal Zebub began explaining.

"This is the source of my power! As you probably know, my ability is Predation. I can temporarily devour others' abilities, and if I kill the target, I can absorb their power. That's why you, Lord Bern, who possesses such powerful abilities, would be extremely wary of me."

"You understand well."

"Then you need worry no more! Now that this magic stone has left my body, I'm nothing more than a pathetic little fly!"

"That's hard to believe at face value."

A demon who had risen to become a great demon becomes weak just because a magic stone is removed?

It was difficult to believe.

If Baal Zebub's words were true, I couldn't help but question his qualifications.

Among all the demons I'd met so far, he would be the most careless one with the most obvious weakness.

"This stone only restricts my Predation ability. I can still use all the abilities I've gained from slaughtering and eating countless fools. Is that more believable?"

"That's much better than before. I thought you'd removed all your abilities."

"Haha, even I would have to respond if Lord Bern tried to harm me! I hope you understand this point!"

"Fine. But are you going to entrust that magic stone to me?"

"Regrettably, if I entrusted it to you, I fear I might never get it back, so I'll use another method!"

[Oh? You know your contractor quite well, don't you?]

What a shame.

As Prah had said, the Predation ability was very tempting, and I wanted to snatch it.

Though it was disappointing not to acquire such an overpowered ability, the fact that he wouldn't easily hand it over increased the likelihood that Baal Zebub was telling the truth.

Now the important question was how he would store that magic stone.

"Prime Minister, come here."

"Yes...!"

Baal Zebub beckoned with his finger, pointing at someone.

The designated fly, disguised as a human, approached him and knelt down.

"You were going on vacation tomorrow, right? I'll let you go early, so keep this magic stone with you."

"What? W-wait, Lord Baal! I also want to observe Lord Bern more..."

"Have a pleasant vacation."

Baal Zebub placed the magic stone in the Prime Minister fly's mouth and activated a spell.

Magical formations appeared in the surrounding area, emitting an intense light.

When the light dispersed, the Prime Minister fly had vanished without a trace.

Having glimpsed the magic formation in that instant, I recognized it as a spatial transfer spell.

Baal Zebub had given his subordinate the power of Predation and sent him away.

"Will that be okay? Your subordinate might rebel later after growing stronger with the Predation ability."

"You needn't worry about that. I've secretly planted a bomb in the Prime Minister's body, and besides, he doesn't have the capacity to use the Predation ability efficiently."

Indeed, no matter how much power one has, it's useless if one doesn't know how to use it properly.

An ability that can't be controlled becomes poison instead.

Moreover, from what I'd glimpsed of the Prime Minister fly, he didn't seem like someone with grand ambitions.

"How do you feel now?"

"I'm a bit more at ease. Though I can't completely let my guard down since I don't know if your Predation is properly sealed."

"Since there's no way to prove it, I won't make the unreasonable request that you trust me blindly."

At some point, a fly who appeared to be a servant had placed a chair behind me.

Just as I was about to sit down without thinking, I noticed the chair looked like a throne fit for a king, and I stopped myself.

Sure enough, across from me, Baal Zebub was leaning on a shabby chair.

"What kind of trick is this?"

"Trick? We have no such impure intentions. The difference in the chairs' authority stems from our sincere respect for Lord Bern."

"I've been wondering for a while now—how do you know and praise me so much when we've never met before?"

"It began with something very trivial. Long ago, I was using a future-sight ability I had acquired through Predation to observe the future that the world would face."

Baal Zebub began his story, reminiscing as if filled with emotion.

I regretted asking, but I decided to listen in case he mentioned Leviathan and Lucifer.

"There weren't many major events that caught my interest, but it was enjoyable in its own way. A continent half-destroyed by a Mad Dragon's rampage, the revival of the Demon King that brought about the fall of a kingdom, the hero who fought against him to restore peace, and the story of a hero who worked in the shadows, bearing all the wounds."

The prologue was the content of "Adokchoi" that I knew.

The Mad Dragon's rage triggered by Rene's death, the battle between the Demon King and Kang Jun-hyeok, and Bern who was covered in wounds.

Having read it thoroughly, even rereading it while fuming with anger, I couldn't forget.

"It was a cliché and boring but decent future. That is, if it hadn't changed from a certain day."

"...You knew the cause from the beginning?"

"Yes! The hero of the other side who should have been at the Academy... Lord Bern, you changed like a different person and started acting casually. So from then on, I've been watching you using clairvoyance."

Like in The Truman Show, I had been observed by Baal Zebub from the moment I possessed Bern.

Normally, I should have been angry about the invasion of privacy, but I didn't feel that way.

Rather, I was a bit happy that someone had recognized my efforts so far.

Even though all my intimate moments with my lovers had been exposed to them.

*I guess I secretly had an interest in exhibitionism. Great, next time I should try outdoor exposure sex!*

[No, please don't...!]

Ignoring Prah's nagging, I continued to listen attentively to Baal Zebub's story.

I was curious about how my possession life was being evaluated from another's perspective.

"Lord Bern's actions, which differed from the predetermined future, were truly amazing. You fought formidable enemies with innovative methods, gained the upper hand in contracts through intimidation that no one else could imitate, and gradually eroded forces that would have been impossible to defeat in the past through discord. Seeing this, we flies of gluttony couldn't help but admire you."

"R-really? Was it that impressive?"

"Yes! Anyway, before we knew it, we became fervent followers who couldn't bear to go a day without seeing Lord Bern, and we came to worship and praise you to the point of recording your achievements in statues like this!"

Even before Baal Zebub finished speaking, everyone around knelt down and clasped their hands together.

They began to cheer and praise me, and I awkwardly twitched the corners of my mouth.

The exemplar of demons, master of discord, god of chaos, sexual deviant, and so on.

I heard a barrage of titles that were terrible yet impossible to refute.

At the same time, a desire to show them even more grew vigorously in my heart.

"I'm sorry to ask this, but could you tell us what your next move will be, Lord Bern?"

"I'm thinking of looking for Leviathan and Lucifer."

"Ah... as expected?"

A mundane course of action—visiting the remaining great demons.

A hint of disappointment circled among those who had been looking at me with admiration.

I guess I have to live up to your expectations.

"Because I'm going to penetrate Lucifer's rear with Leviathan's tentacles."

"Woohoo! That's our Lord Bern!"

"We will follow Lord Bern for our entire lives!!"

"Yes, praise me more! You demon bastards!"

Before I knew it, I had also been caught up in their atmosphere and raised my tension.

I might have heard Prah say something like 'These crazy fools...', but anyway, isn't this good?

Even if they're crazy, as long as I'm having fun, that's all that matters.
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In the incredibly peaceful underground tunnels of Felix Academy.

In what appeared to be an artificial cave made by someone, hundreds of tentacles were writhing about.

At the point where all the tentacles connected was a monster with an enormous body—Leviathan, the Great Demon of Envy.

One month remained until the foreign god would descend upon the capital at the center of the continent.

Just as the saying goes that it's darkest under the lamp, Leviathan was hiding right beneath the academy in the capital.

Having resolved to hide completely for a month without being discovered by anyone, Leviathan's determination was rendered meaningless as footsteps approached her temporary underground hideout.

"Impressive! Had I not been tipped off about your location, even I wouldn't have found such a hiding place!"

"...Is that Pride?"

Leviathan thrust all her sharp tentacles toward the neck of the approaching figure.

Only after confirming that he was an ally with the same goals did she withdraw her tentacles.

A man with four pairs of black angel wings and two pairs of demon wings.

Despite having nearly been killed, he maintained a relaxed smile.

"Did you mistake me for someone else?"

"I recognized your distinctive footsteps from the beginning. I was simply maintaining minimal vigilance to ensure our plans don't go awry."

"An excellent mindset."

*Clap clap*

Lucifer applauded, supporting Leviathan's actions.

Though he was the Great Demon of Pride, Lucifer lacked arrogance.

He was someone who believed careful choices and decisions were necessary in all matters.

"Putting aside the hiding, are the preparations for the plan proceeding properly?"

"Of course. The One eagerly anticipates the day of descent upon this land. If the ritual proceeds quickly, He will favor us and bestow His grace."

"Leviathan, do you think His grace can reach the gods above?"

"A foolish question. Even gods cannot fathom His will nor easily oppose Him. He transcends the world's reason, and no being can approach Him. Refrain from such words. Doubt is no different from blasphemy."

"I'll be more careful in the future."

Acknowledging his mistake and correcting his error.

Lucifer's determination never to repeat failure again bordered on obsession.

Once honored as an Archangel, he had challenged God out of pride and greed, and as punishment for his failure, he fell, becoming a fallen angel and demon.

While his desire for revenge against God remained, he had completely discarded his former arrogant self.

He thoroughly humbled himself, concealed his blade, and carefully watched for opportunities to fulfill his wish of becoming a God-slayer.

"Are there any variables in the plan?"

"The plan for His descent hasn't reached the ears of God. We can consider there to be almost no variables."

"That means there are some variables, doesn't it?"

"......"

Leviathan remained silent.

But silence was affirmation.

Lucifer's eyes, which had been smiling all along, sharpened.

"As a comrade sharing the same goal, I ask. What is that variable?"

"A human."

"A human?"

"Specifically, a human whom He favors and desires. According to the revelation, He referred to this human as a Singularity."

"It's hard to believe that He has set His eyes on a human, but first, I'd like to hear about this Singularity."

Leviathan disclosed everything about Bern to Lucifer.

Bern's movements, goals, abilities, and strength.

Lucifer, who had been listening quietly, occasionally couldn't hide his agitation and showed surprise.

He could understand why Bern was called a Singularity.

Particularly impressive was how he had defeated or subjugated dragons, which even Great Demons found difficult to face.

"It's unfortunate that he absorbed the Great Earth Mother's power and contracted with the Ice God. Otherwise, I would have tried to persuade him to join us as an ally."

"That would be futile. The Singularity has resolved to oppose Him. He's already our enemy."

"Haha...! I dismissed him because he's human, but after hearing about him, he sounds like a formidable opponent."

"What do you plan to do? Fight the Singularity?"

"Even if he's favored by Him, eliminating variables is a necessary step for our plan to succeed."

Lucifer touched the sword at his waist, resolving to fight Bern.

In contrast, Leviathan showed no interest in supporting his decision, suggesting she'd prefer to avoid confrontation if possible.

She had learned from their first meeting that he was an opponent best avoided.

The reason Bern was nicknamed the Singularity wasn't simply because he was strong among humans.

It was because he dealt with enemies in extraordinary ways that ordinary people couldn't imagine or understand.

While he often resolved matters through force, his true nature was revealed in battles where he outwitted his opponents.

That's why Leviathan preferred avoidance over confrontation.

"Where is he now?"

"We don't need to go looking for him. He's already out searching for us to settle things."

"The Singularity is looking for us?"

"Yes, and like with Greed, he intends to kill us."

Lucifer's eyes widened at the news of Mammon's death.

Though not as strong as himself, Mammon had been worthy of the title Great Demon.

To hear that someone had fought such a demon and emerged unscathed, immediately seeking the next target—

Lucifer's eyes couldn't help but fill with wariness.

"He even knows about the proposal from the Great Demon meeting a few days ago. He learned of the meeting from Lust's subordinate, got details from Sloth, and probably figured out our locations through Gluttony."

"That fly bastard...!"

Though three different individuals had committed errors, Lucifer directed his anger solely at Beelzebub's actions.

This revealed how hostile their relationship was, and explained why Gluttony had been absent from the meeting.

"Calm your anger."

"Leviathan, we're in danger because of that fly, and you're telling me to calm down? Are you in your right mind?"

"I'm not defending Gluttony's actions, but because of him, His prophecy has been fulfilled and all conditions have been met."

"Prophecy?"

"He left a message saying He would come when the Singularity ascended to the throne. The Singularity was destined to be crowned king of the ants, but he stubbornly refused, so the time of the message never came. But thanks to Gluttony, the final piece has finally fallen into place!"

All of Leviathan's tentacles rose high.

The action, which pierced the ceiling and created a strong earthquake, revealed how ecstatic Leviathan was.

"Are you saying the Singularity will succeed that Fly King?"

"No. He has accepted a noble position incomparable to flies—he has become the King of Chaos!"

"...Hmm? W-what king?"

Lucifer couldn't believe his ears.

***

"Wow...! I never imagined they'd be here."

"Leviathan must have been eager to receive the foreign god as soon as possible."

Meanwhile, as Leviathan and Lucifer were conversing.

In Gluttony's dungeon, Beelzebub was continuing his briefing.

He was explaining Leviathan's location and Lucifer's movements on a continental map, meticulously planning the execution timing and schedule.

"But Lord Bern, I must ask again—do you truly intend to insert Leviathan's tentacles into Lucifer's rear end?"

"No, that was just something I blurted out to lighten the mood."

"So your true goal is to kill them after all?"

"That's wrong too. My goal is much higher than that."

Can stopping the foreign god's invasion be achieved by eliminating the Great Demons who worship it?

After asking himself this question numerous times, Bern's answer was 'NO'.

The ritual would only hasten the time of the foreign god's invasion. The future was already determined.

"More than anything, I want to meet the foreign god quickly and settle this. I need to end this wretched connection one way or another."

"Do you plan to wait until the foreign god's invasion?"

"That wouldn't be fun. Wouldn't it be better to do something neither the Great Demons nor the foreign god could predict?"

"Do you have a plan?"

"I'm going to steal the ritual Leviathan prepared. The foreign god announced it would descend at the center of the continent, right? So I'll change its descent coordinates to inside a volcano crater!"

Beelzebub shuddered at Bern's wicked smile.

His respect for Bern only grew.

After all, Bern was plotting something more demonic than what demons would do.

"What if lava doesn't affect the foreign god?"

"If further fighting proves physical attacks don't work, I'll have to use the Holy Sword."

"Didn't you have an aversion to mixing with non-human beings?"

"After turning Belphegor into a woman, my range of acceptance has widened considerably. I don't know if the foreign god has a gender, but if it only has X chromosomes and there's a possibility of conquering it with the Holy Sword, I'm willing to do whatever it takes."

Bern thought that even if he ended up having relations with the foreign god, it would still be far better than Kang Jun-hyeok's love for gas pumps.

At least he'd be with a living creature.

He felt relieved to have someone to learn from by negative example.

"You mean...?"

"I'll make the foreign god descend early at a different location and fight it. Whether through force or the Holy Sword, I'll use any means necessary to conquer the foreign god and order it to betray Leviathan and Lucifer. Then I'll happily watch the expressions of the abandoned Great Demons!"

"...That's truly impressive, but the foreign god itself is an unknown. Wouldn't it be disastrous if something went wrong?"

"I don't consider failure an option. If I don't succeed, there will be no peace in my future. I've always done my best with that mindset, and it's no different now."

A statement filled with the solemnity of a hero facing overwhelming odds.

Though he had explained the plan playfully, Bern's determination was genuine.

Beelzebub said nothing and knelt on one knee, pledging his loyalty to Bern.

An unprecedented event—the Great Demon known as the Lord of Flies swearing allegiance to a human.

A scene worthy of a historical moment unfolded.

However, considering that this would lead to a war between ants and flies because of Bern in the near future, it was also the beginning of a tragedy.
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"After going around in circles, I end up back at the Academy..."

The location of Leviathan that Baal Zebub revealed was surprisingly beneath Felix Academy.

I wasn't sure when she had moved from the Snow Woman's village to the Capital, but she was in a complicated position in many ways.

I recall that according to the setting, the Capital—especially the Academy—was supposed to be at the center of the continent, so I couldn't really complain.

"Ugh...!"

[You seem particularly full of complaints today.]

"That's because lately I feel like I'm being dragged around everywhere."

It was quite troublesome since each Archdevil's dungeon was located in a different place.

Asmodeus in the north, Belphegor in the south, Baal Zebub in the east, and Satan in the west.

Mammon came to me directly and died, so there was no need to seek him out. Lucifer was free to roam, and Leviathan, who originally resided in the north, was now said to be in the center.

Running around looking for them, who were so evenly distributed across the land, made me feel like a messenger.

"At least now I just need to find Leviathan, and then I'm done."

[Didn't you say you were going to drop the foreign god into a volcano crater? Won't you have to go to the volcanic region in the west later?]

"It's fine because I'll have to wait a long time in the Capital for Lucifer to meet up with Leviathan. I can just rest and kill time until then."

After shaking off the fatigue accumulated from the long journey, I thought I could happily go to the volcanic region.

Especially since, unlike the original Bern, I hadn't spent much time in the Capital, so I expected there would be many things to see.

I planned to fully enjoy myself in the Capital—eating, playing, and having fun in various ways.

"Freedom for the next week!"

That vacation at the beach before?

This moment now was the true vacation for me.

"Should I start by planning a tour of the best restaurants in the Capital?"

[Hmm. Usually when you try to do something you don't normally do...]

[Yes, misfortune tends to come suddenly.]

"Why are these two saying such ominous things? The Magic Tower has collapsed, the demon race has to keep quiet, and Ignite is treated like a pet—what misfortune could possibly befall me? Unless a foreign god suddenly appears, which is almost impossible!"

I cheerfully laughed as I refuted the two demonic swords' words.

Except for the foreign god, there was no one anywhere who could stop me.

Even if the kingdom's Great General challenged me to a duel, I was confident I could completely defeat them in less than five minutes.

"I'm not a narcissist, but right now I'm as perfect as can be!"

Just as I was proudly puffing out my chest with my shoulders raised, it happened.

Chirp-chirp!

A bird with a paper tied to its leg landed on my shoulder, chirping.

At the same time, as if by magic, the smile disappeared from my face.

[Surprisingly, a messenger has come to you just in time.]

"...It must have mistaken me for someone else."

[Unfortunately, it's a bird I've seen before. The owner is Sestia.]

"She must have sent me messages so often that she mistakenly sent this one to me too!"

[Why don't you stop denying reality and just read the note?]

"There's no proof it's for me!"

[Then I'll read it for you.]

"Ah! W-wait!"

Solis naturally slipped out of the scabbard and transformed into human form.

She took the note from the bird's leg on my shoulder and unfolded it.

Before I could snatch it away, Solis quickly scanned the letter and mentioned its contents.

"It's definitely for you."

"...Shit, so what did Sestia say?"

"She found Kang Jun-hyeok."

It seemed I wouldn't be able to rest peacefully after all.

***

In a forest so dense with trees that light couldn't penetrate.

The Demon King, who was dragging Kang Jun-hyeok with chains around his neck, heaved a deep sigh.

"To think even the Forest Witch would refuse to cooperate. Has the situation for the demon race deteriorated that badly?"

"Hey, Demon King. Instead of chasing hopeless dreams, why don't you just live normally? And while you're at it, set me free too."

"Shut up. I never asked for your opinion."

The Demon King yanked the leash, forcing Kang Jun-hyeok to his knees, then stomped on his head.

Her actions had become much more violent than when she had met Bern.

It was clear how anxious the Demon King had become.

Far from gathering allies to revitalize the demon race, not a single demon on the continent would follow her.

Since Breeze's wrath had struck, the only future left for the demon race was seclusion.

"Damn it..."

Even if she wanted to hold the Mad Dragon responsible for massacring the demons, she couldn't because there was a legitimate reason—they had harmed her daughter.

The demons who had targeted the Mad Dragon's daughter as a way to shift blame had long since departed from this world.

The Demon King's anger wandered aimlessly without finding direction, and eventually poured out on the innocent Kang Jun-hyeok.

Under such harsh treatment, Kang Jun-hyeok's body had visibly become gaunt, covered in bruises.

Nevertheless, the light in his eyes hadn't disappeared.

Kang Jun-hyeok believed that someday he would escape this oppression and reclaim the life he wanted.

His mental strength was as formidable as Bern's.

"I have no idea what to do! My chest feels heavy, but there's no one to help me relieve this frustration."

"That's why I'm saying you should just let it go. Live quietly like the other demons."

"Stop trying to climb up. The only reason I'm keeping you alive is to avoid suspicion from humans about my identity. In other words, if I wanted to, I could replace your role with another human."

Faced with the Demon King's killing intent, Kang Jun-hyeok had no choice but to shut his mouth.

Nevertheless, his eyes still yearned for freedom, which irritated the Demon King.

*I don't like a single thing about him.*

However, the Demon King was reluctant to kill Kang Jun-hyeok.

If she killed him out of anger at his words, she couldn't shake the feeling that she would be losing to him.

Kang Jun-hyeok knew this and was deliberately getting on the Demon King's nerves.

Her plans weren't working out, and her nerves were constantly being frayed.

With stress piled up to the limit, the Demon King was conflicted about whether to burn down the entire Witch's Forest.

As she repeatedly created and erased a fireball in her palm, she sensed someone's presence and turned her head.

"Who's there?"

She directed her question toward the bushes, but was met with silence.

Feeling displeased by the opponent who wouldn't reveal themselves, the Demon King extended her arm.

She used magic to create an attractive force to pull in whoever was hiding behind the bushes.

However, her magic simply disappeared as if a thread had been cut.

Instead, the man who had been hiding revealed himself voluntarily before her.

"It's been a while, Demon King."

"You are...?"

It was Bern, whom the Demon King had once desperately searched for, following traces of magical power.

Ironically, this time it was he who had been searching for the Demon King.

More precisely, he had approached Kang Jun-hyeok, whom the Demon King was keeping, but unaware of this, the Demon King regarded Bern with suspicion.

"Why were you watching me?"

"No need to be so wary. I simply have a favor to ask of you."

"A favor? But why didn't you reveal yourself immediately when I called out?"

"Because I once refused your request for help. I was wondering if it would be shameless of me to ask for a favor now."

"You know that well, yet you still came... What kind of favor do you want to ask?"

"Would you hand over that guy you're keeping like a pet to me?"

Pointing at Kang Jun-hyeok, Bern revealed his purpose.

At his direct statement about wanting Kang Jun-hyeok, the Demon King's face filled with disgust.

"So you were that kind of person?"

"From your expression, I can guess what you're thinking. Put aside that filthy misunderstanding. I want him because I need to use him to lure someone out."

"I see. As long as that's not your preference, it's fine."

Bern felt strongly displeased at being misunderstood as someone who enjoyed men.

However, being in the position of asking for a favor, he maintained his expressionless face without showing any agitation.

To lure his nemesis, the Pink-Haired Slut, Kang Jun-hyeok's existence was essential.

He was the highest-grade bait that Bern absolutely needed to obtain.

"So, can you hand him over to me?"

"I'm willing to transfer him since he only irritates me, but if something goes from my side, something should come in return, right?"

"I figured you'd say that."

"I won't ask for much. At the very least, if the witch living in this forest..."

"The revival of the demon race."

"Huh?"

"I'll help the demons flourish again. That should be enough, right?"

"Uh? Th-that would be appreciated, but..."

"Good. The deal is done."

The Demon King was dumbfounded as she looked at Bern, who readily offered to do something she hadn't even asked for.

The revival of the demon race?

For months she had traveled with difficulty, but far from revival, she couldn't even gather the demons on the continent.

Yet here was a human, the natural enemy of demons, suddenly appearing and offering to help rebuild.

It was truly an absurd situation, but...

"Everyone! Gather your tools!"

With his shout, hundreds of undead and Orichalcum Ants emerged from the ground.

At the head of the undead was Hades, and leading the ants was their queen, Maryan, both kneeling and awaiting Bern's orders.

"From now on, we are temporarily the Demon King's army. Understood?"

"Yes, as you command!"

"Grrrr...!"

"Good, now let's go take over the kingdom's land!"

At Bern's command, even Chaos emerged from the shadows, revealing its true form and beginning to bark fiercely.

The moment the strongest Demon King's army in history was formed.

Surprisingly, the leader of the Demon King's army was a human—possible only because he was the King of Chaos.

"What is this...?"

The once-wise Demon King couldn't understand what was happening.
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He was completely out of his mind.

That was Kang Jun-hyeok's thought upon seeing Bern.

The Demon King's goal was to persuade the witch. But Bern had arbitrarily set the terms of the deal as if it were a mere annoyance.

Though his approach was forceful, it was understandable given his strength.

Besides, persuading capricious witches would have been an incredibly tedious task.

However, Bern's revised terms of the deal could only be described as insane.

A human who voluntarily joined the Demon King's army.

He had betrayed humanity without hesitation by entering the service of the Demon King, humanity's greatest enemy.

*If the Demon King's forces were actually powerful, I might understand...*

It would be natural to pledge allegiance to an enemy to survive.

But the current Demon King's army was at rock bottom.

An incompletely resurrected Demon King, the Demon Lands devastated by the Mad Dragon, and demon races hiding in terror.

Bern had joined a force so pathetic it could barely be called an army.

"Are... are you serious?"

"Do I look like I'm lying right now?"

"The Demon King's army is the enemy of you humans! Don't you realize that someday countless humans might raise their swords against you, wishing for your death?"

"Let them do as they please. When that time comes, I'll just crush them all."

Bern replied while picking his nose, as if it were nothing important.

With Bern showing not even a hint of gravity, neither the Demon King nor Kang Jun-hyeok could figure out his true intentions.

Was he merely pretending to join the Demon King's army? Or was he sincerely offering his help?

"Don't worry! I, Hades, will ensure that no one ever raises a sword against my lord!"

"Perhaps establishing a nation where all of humanity bows and submits to you would be one approach."

"Didn't I tell you not to even dream of that?"

"It's a shame you refuse authority when you possess all the qualities of an absolute ruler."

"My dream isn't to be a king. It's to live happily with my wives on a remote island."

"Even after that dream is realized, I will always remain by your lord's side to serve you!"

"Fufu, I assume I'll be among those wives, right?"

"...I'll consider that positively."

"Oh my, how wonderful!"

Despite the enormous army of undead and ants lined up filling the forest, the three were casually chatting.

Kang Jun-hyeok and the Demon King watched in silence, rendered speechless.

The scale of what was happening was so extraordinary that they didn't know how to react.

"Ahem! Anyway, it's true that I'll temporarily serve as your limbs. If you have any grand ambitions, speak up."

"Uh...?"

"When you have an army, there must be something you want to do, right? Like rebuilding the Demon King's castle or conquering the continent."

"Then... would it be possible to bring down the Holden Kingdom?"

"That's quite a modest wish."

Modest?

The Demon King and Kang Jun-hyeok couldn't understand Bern's comment.

Even in the original story, the perfectly resurrected Demon King took nearly a month to bring down the Holden Kingdom.

While a month was considered quick, for Bern's army it would be almost a waste of time.

During the Crown Prince's expedition, the kingdom had unintentionally provoked the Orichalcum Ants, and as a result, the capital was invaded in less than a day.

In other words, the ants alone could conquer the Holden Kingdom, and now they also had an army of undead that could resurrect after death.

While the undead drew attention, the ants could infiltrate and occupy the capital—end of war.

So unlike the other two, this was a trivial matter for Bern.

"So you want me to bring down the Holden Kingdom?"

"Yes."

"I'll go ahead and occupy it. Take your time coming."

"...Alright."

Watching Bern's retreating back as he spoke like he was just running an errand, the Demon King gave up trying to understand.

***

I didn't have much ill will toward the Holden Kingdom.

After all, those who mainly tormented Bern were the Magic Tower Master, the Pink-Haired Slut, the demon races, and Kang Jun-hyeok.

But it wasn't as if the kingdom hadn't done any harm to Bern.

When he obtained the Demonic Sword, they suspended his adventurer qualification and expelled him from the Academy.

However, since Bern was responsible for trying to solve his weakness with the Demonic Sword, I couldn't say the kingdom was wrong.

*Objectively speaking, their actions were justified.*

When reading the novel, I had dismissed it as a kind of incident and moved on.

But the kingdom's unpleasant side gradually revealed itself after I possessed Bern, starting with Crown Prince William.

William, who had made some kind of deal with the Magic Tower that I despised.

I had accepted that much. As the future king, he would naturally be full of desire for power.

He probably wanted to strengthen his position and country by collaborating with the renowned Magic Tower.

So when I started planning to bring down the Magic Tower, I initially asked Sestia to politely send him away.

But William was more arrogant than I had imagined and behaved rudely to my precious Sestia.

The price for that was a massacre by the ants.

Additionally, the ants went further and forcibly occupied the capital.

This development was completely unexpected even for me, and I felt sorry about it.

After quickly resolving the situation and calming things down, I faced the current king of the Holden Kingdom and his ministers.

*I thought they would at least respect the abilities of the Orichalcum Ants and not be too aggressive.*

But despite being trampled by the ants, the kingdom remained arrogant.

Not just William, but most of the kingdom's higher-ups were humans corrupted by power.

Seeing this, I was greatly disappointed and reassessed the future of the kingdom that had been destroyed by the Demon King.

From a kingdom of tragedy to a kingdom that brought about its own downfall.

Still, I thought that was the end since there wasn't much contact afterward.

But the bad relationship with the Holden Kingdom continued from the past.

Though the past and present might be unrelated, isn't it said that clear water upstream makes for clear water downstream?

The Holden Kingdom had been corrupt since previous generations.

When we resolved an incident in the borderlands that the kingdom had failed to address, they tried to extort us by bringing up that very incident.

The mentality of demanding payment from someone you just rescued from drowning.

Not wanting to create friction with the kingdom, I fled under the pretext of traveling with Breeze, but I kept it in my heart.

"Even if the past was a mess, I might have looked favorably on them if the present had improved..."

But there are no stories with such happy endings.

That's why the Holden Royal Castle, a symbol of authority, was now burning brightly.

"My lord! The Durahands have successfully infiltrated through all the gates, according to reports."

"And my children are about to begin their aerial assault."

"How long do you think it will take to occupy?"

"Having successfully invaded from above and below without any incidents, I estimate we can occupy it within 30 minutes at most!"

I nodded as I looked at the shadow cast over the entire kingdom.

Seeing Chaos and Qiongqi, who had returned to their true forms after a long time, rampaging about, I couldn't imagine the tide of battle turning.

Though I had forbidden killing, I had permitted it if subduing proved difficult, so the worst-case scenario wouldn't happen.

"Then I'll divide my command authority between you two, so please handle things until the end."

"Are you going to the battlefield yourself?"

"You can subdue the castle sufficiently without me, right? I have something else I need to do."

With the capital now transformed into a chaotic battlefield, Leviathan's attention would be divided trying to grasp the situation.

I plan to take advantage of this opportunity to steal the summoning ritual that Leviathan is guarding.

Originally, I had planned to launch a surprise attack when Lucifer joined them, but given the changed circumstances, I decided to resolve this quickly.

"Is there anything we can do to assist you?"

"Hmm, then could you call a few ants that are good at digging tunnels?"

"I'll call them right away!"

Since I didn't know how deep Leviathan had dug in, I planned to leave the digging to the ants while I conserved my strength to confront Leviathan.

That is, if there were no obstacles in my way.

"As expected, nothing goes smoothly."

"You cannot pass through here!"

Students blocking the main gate of Felix Academy.

The roughly twenty students were ones I had taught when I was a temporary instructor.

Seeing their swords wet with their bodily fluids, I could tell they weren't far from reaching Sword Master status.

"I don't recall teaching you to repay kindness with enmity."

"We didn't want to fight you either, teacher. But you're an enemy of the kingdom. As proud students of Felix Academy, we have no choice but to fight you."

"Haah...! Can't be helped then. Come at me. I'll thrust my sword into each of you one by one, just like old times!"

I pointed my sword at the students and openly confronted them.

The students, however, began to waver at my sudden words.

They looked at each other, unsure of what to do.

Hadn't they intended to fight me?

While I was puzzled by their change, the students suddenly began to draw their swords one by one and place them on the ground.

Then they started removing their clothes layer by layer until they were naked, prostrating themselves on the ground.

"...What's going on? Where are the proud students of Felix Academy?"

"The truth is, we still can't forget the taste of your sword that you thrust into us, teacher...!"

"Please, thrust your sword into us again!"

Every single one of the students I had taught had become excellent sword recipients.
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After my possession, I'd seen countless bizarre settings in this other world.

Since it was already a messed-up world anyway, I decided to make things even worse and acted recklessly.

However, while operating in the past, I belatedly realized that some settings had come into existence because of me.

I wanted to fix things, but spilled water couldn't be gathered back up.

"I'm screwed."

The Academy students were the same way.

The past me, who lived however I pleased, became a temporary teacher at the Academy and ruined them.

No, since I taught them how to become Sword Masters, is "ruined" really the right word?

Anyway, I established their futures as sword-obsessed fanatics when they might have had better paths.

As a result, I found myself facing a mind-boggling sight.

Students without a stitch of clothing kneeling before me, begging me to train them with my sword—a completely insane situation.

The seeds of calamity I'd sown had sprouted, leading to the current state of affairs.

*Haha! I really did something unbelievable, didn't I?*

[You're only realizing this now?!]

*I couldn't help it. To survive in a crazy world, I had to go crazy too.*

[From what this one has observed, you were already crazy long ago.]

*Hey! At least when I first met you, I was relatively normal.*

[.......]

Prahf remained silent.

I usually took silence as agreement, but this time it somehow felt like the opposite.

Perhaps he kept quiet because he didn't want to waste his breath trying to convince me?

It made me feel a little disappointed.

"Well, since I made you all like this, I suppose I should take responsibility."

"Oh! So you'll start training us properly now?"

"What nonsense are you talking about? Pick up your swords and come at me. I'll grant whatever wish to anyone who can land an effective hit on me."

"What about us mages?"

"I'll cast a spell that increases your sensitivity 3000 times."

"Coming right away!"

As soon as I mentioned the reward, the magic students began activating their magic circles.

Along with them, the vanguard students rushed forward to fight.

They were still slaves to their desires, but I liked that they were expressing their unwholesome cravings without harming others.

I personally think someone who satisfies their urges in private is better than someone who exploits others.

*Of course, either way, they'll end up rotten if they don't steadily improve themselves.*

I didn't draw Prahf.

How could I pull out a demonic sword against these fledglings?

Some students would certainly get upset and protest if they heard this, but it's the undeniable truth.

Having become much stronger since my days as a temporary teacher, I had long since graduated from playing around at the Academy.

"Out of nostalgia for our past connection, I'll give you some brief guidance. First, don't rush in blindly."

With my hands behind my back, I gracefully moved between the students who were charging at me with their weapons raised.

I slipped past them in the blink of an eye, and when they turned around, they were suddenly blown away by a gust of pressure.

It was my wind magic with my omission technique applied.

At this point, I could freely use high-speed movement by riding the wind or blow away opponents.

It wouldn't be an exaggeration to say I had received the power of Zephyros, the god of wind.

"A charge without reconnaissance reveals all your weaknesses. Next time, act more carefully."

"Then how about this?"

The archers who were confident in their shooting skills all nocked arrows and aimed at me simultaneously.

Some had applied magic to their arrows to prevent them from being affected by the wind, while others were aiming elsewhere in anticipation of my evasion.

Going even further, the spearmen who had retreated early were also preparing their javelins.

I could see their strategy was to fire all at once.

They were hoping that someone, anyone, would land at least one effective hit on me.

Looking at them plotting their cunning move, I smirked.

"Second, conceal your intentions as much as possible when facing an enemy. In battle, information is more important than you can imagine. Revealing your intentions is like conceding a move."

Even if you reveal your intentions, you can still win if you have the strength and skill to back it up, but it's something you should never do when fighting against a strong opponent.

Because if they can read your moves, it becomes easier to counter them.

Especially for people like me who can slip between their formations.

I clenched my fist and struck the ground hard.

With a single impact, the ground caved in.

The resulting earthquake made the students stagger, disrupting their aim.

Spears and arrows flew in random directions, and I sent the students flying with the wind.

"Finally, the magic students?"

"We won't be so easy!"

"Oh?"

With all their comrades who had been protecting them now gone, they were exposed to danger.

However, perhaps remembering my teachings, they didn't cluster together but spread out appropriately.

They were at a distance that was tricky to clear all at once, yet awkward to pick off one by one.

Seeing them perfectly spaced apart, I silently praised them.

Understanding the feelings of a teacher watching their disciples grow, I drew Prahf.

[Hmm? I thought you weren't planning to use me?]

*This is a kind of special treatment for disciples who have grown admirably.*

[Special treatment? If you use me, they'll get hurt much worse than those who were blown away earlier?]

*That's for them to consider. If they can handle it, they could become much stronger than the Magic Tower Master.*

Isn't there a saying that you give one more lash to a precious child?

Minerals that grow in harsh environments shine brighter, and I wanted them to grow splendidly.

So I cut them all down at once. The necks of all the magic students, along with their spells.

"...Argh!"

"Gack!"

"My neck just...! Huh? It's still attached?"

"An illusion? But the sensation was too real to be an illusion..."

All the students lost strength in their legs and collapsed to the ground.

Some even wet themselves, but since they were already naked, their clothes didn't get dirty.

Seeing that everyone was still alive and well, I shook the blood off Prahf and sheathed him.

"But our blood is still on your sword?"

"Wait, does that mean...?"

That's right. Unlike the time when I killed them in an illusion to correct their bad habits, this time I actually cut off the students' necks.

However, I cast a recovery spell along with the slash to save their lives without endangering them.

The cut surfaces were cleanly sealed without leaving any traces, so there was nothing particularly wrong with their bodies.

Except that their bodies had gone limp after experiencing an attack that would have been fatal.

"Third and last, always consider the worst-case scenario. There are no fixed rules in battle. I just wanted to show you that there are times when you can be completely annihilated by an overwhelmingly strong opponent, like now."

I left them with sincere advice while making them experience both life and death simultaneously.

This should have been a fairly decent lesson.

Since I was no longer an instructor, I had no obligation to educate the students.

Nevertheless, the reason I gave them additional education was that I hoped they would prevent the disasters that would befall humanity in the future.

I wanted to continue my secluded life, protecting my precious family.

The development and safety of humanity had to be entrusted to the students.

"That concludes the lesson. Review today's lessons and advice on your own and engrave them in your hearts."

No more students blocked my way.

I had left them with a battle against a great demon that there was no reason or need to go easy on.

As I straightened my disheveled appearance, I was about to head toward the deep tunnel dug by the ants, but...

"Kuhoooooooh?!"

I stopped in my tracks and turned my head at the sound of a scream tearing through someone's throat from behind me.

Among the collapsed students, a female student with her back arched like a bow was thrusting her pelvis.

She was biting her lower lip hard while repeatedly spraying bodily fluids intensely enough to create a rainbow, and blood was flowing from her nose. Her eyes were rolled back, and she kept shaking violently.

She was trembling so intensely that the earthquake I had just caused seemed like nothing in comparison.

As I was alarmed, thinking it might be an abnormal symptom caused by death, I noticed the magic that had been cast on her.

"Ah... I made a mistake."

The female student who had luckily been outside the range of my slash.

Instead of the recovery spell, she had been hit with the sensitivity amplification magic I had created in case I needed to take a hit.

So her body was currently at 3000 times normal sensitivity.

Just lightly touching her skin would produce extreme amounts of endorphins, enough to bring her to climax.

I had no intention of using it, but out of curiosity, I had created the spell on the spot, and its effect was far too potent.

Deeply concerned that her brain might be damaged, I rushed to the female student and quickly used a Dispel spell to calm her down.

"Hey! Are you alright?"

"Haa...! Haa...! Is, is this what 3000 times sensitivity feels like? A-amazing♡"

One female student's honest review of the magic.

In the end, the other students forgot about having their necks cut off and started begging me to cast the spell on them too.

This other world had gone completely mad.
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I wasted too much time.

With that realization, I entered the underground of Felix Academy.

Thanks to the ants widening the area for me to pass through comfortably, entry was easy.

"...I should have told them to dig moderately and get out."

The corpses of ants who had been digging tunnels toward Leviathan lay scattered on the path.

They had met their deaths in various ways—some were charred black, others split in two, and some were completely flattened.

Such strength to annihilate ants covered in Orichalcum shells.

Only Leviathan, who wielded the power to create elements from the void—no, from another dimension—could do this.

"I hope you find a better life in your next incarnation."

I created a pit with magic and buried the ants' remains side by side. Afterward, I lightly dusted the dirt from my hands and proceeded toward where I could sense Leviathan's energy.

"The pile of corpses means I'm within your attack range, right?"

The path was blocked, but I continued forward using annihilation magic.

While at it, I called out to Leviathan, who might be listening.

"Yet you're not trying to harm me. I wonder why?"

The energy was getting closer bit by bit.

Unlike our first meeting, this energy felt sharp and threatening.

But no actual threat materialized.

"Surely you don't want to chat with an enemy. Did that Outer God order you to spare me or something?"

Finally reaching the point where the energy felt closest, I stomped the ground hard with my foot.

As the ground collapsed, my body was sucked into a vast space.

Ignoring the dark, cold air, I landed gracefully on the floor and looked straight ahead.

Grotesquely enormous tentacles were writhing.

At the end of each tentacle was an eyeball from various animals, regardless of species.

They were all staring at me, disgusting enough to make my breakfast rise.

"You've evolved horribly. You're even more repulsive than before."

"Bern... or should I call you Yun Geon-woo?"

"Call me whatever you want. Either way, it's a name that refers to me."

Sorry to the original Bern, but I've added being Bern to my identity.

When I first possessed this body, I was just Yun Geon-woo borrowing Bern's body and name, but now it's different.

*Bern and I are essentially one and the same.*

[If the real Bern heard that, he would weep tears of blood.]

*Come on! He should be grateful I made him so strong.*

[Instead, the contractor ruined the world. You said with your own mouth that the real Bern was a man of strong justice, so he would have prioritized the broken world over power.]

*That's a harsh truth bomb.*

The mood was broken by Prah, but I didn't feel too bad about it.

After trying to set the mood, I realized once again that a solemn atmosphere doesn't suit me.

"Now I understand why the Master favors you. Beyond the dichotomy of good and evil, freedom and duty, you are an existence outside the standard, encompassing all elements."

"You're still speaking in riddles. Explain it more simply."

"...In a word, you are chaos."

"Chaos is someone else entirely. He's busy rampaging at Holden Palace right now, though I can't summon him."

"I'm not talking about a name. I mean a disorderly being where good and evil coexist, whose actions are unpredictable."

Like a dark hero who would do anything for justice?

But considering my image, I was more of a light villain than a dark hero.

A villain who consistently stirs up trouble and creates chaos, but maintains a minimum level of decency.

"Am I receiving the Outer God's favor just for that? There must be plenty of people like me if you look around."

"Few can put it into action. The world's predetermined fate has been twisted countless times because of you alone. No one else could replicate your achievements."

"Is that a compliment? Or are you mocking me?"

"I don't know about others, but I highly value your actions. Thanks to you, the Master could interfere with this world across all timelines."

In summary, the butterfly effect of me possessing Bern's body and acting differently from the original story led to the Outer God's appearance.

The Outer God didn't appear in the original story, so I had suspected this might be the case, but actually hearing it gave me mixed feelings.

I just wanted to live happily in Bern's body.

It was bitter, but I don't regret it.

Because of me, Rene was able to survive, and consequently, Breeze didn't lose hope.

The siblings Rin and Lewen escaped tragedy, and the elves are living happy and fulfilling days.

The dwarves still raise their glasses today, and the snow women and yetis get along harmoniously.

Those who were oppressed by the Magic Tower and Ignite can finally smile, and the ants have found a new life.

Various other connections I've made all show happy expressions.

If anyone still calls this a tragedy, they need their eyes fixed.

"So what are you trying to say?"

"Even now, serve the Master obediently and welcome his descent. Then the Master will gladly embrace you."

"...What bullshit. Does someone who supposedly likes me give power to the Magic Tower Master and that Pink-Haired Slut I hate? Not just that, those bastards from another dimension even ruined my time travel plans."

"That's because you don't understand the Master's intentions. Wild flowers are beautiful because they endure various hardships and still bloom. The Master wants to make you bloom beautifully like a wildflower."

"So he caused all this trouble because he wanted me to become stronger?"

"Exactly."

"That's even worse."

My goal was to live quietly and peacefully.

I never wanted crisis situations created by others.

What the Outer God did was nothing but meddling to me, and I had to hold him accountable.

"Unfortunately, even if the Outer God descended right now and apologized with his pants down, I'd find it hard to forgive him."

"That's extremely blasphemous."

"Blasphemous my ass. I'm planning to kill not just you, but the Outer God too, so it's hardly blasphemous."

"...Consider this the limit of my mercy."

"Save your mercy for those beneath you."

Endless dimensional holes formed in the void.

Various elements were created inside these holes and rushed toward me.

Projectiles containing diverse, colorful elements fell like meteors, creating a beautiful spectacle.

There were countless more meteors than before, truly like a meteor shower across the night sky.

"If it were the old me, I would have been so busy dodging that I couldn't even counterattack. Eventually, I would have taken a hit and collapsed."

[And now?]

"I'll win."

It was a statement close to a defeat flag, but even accounting for that, I had absolute confidence.

Approaching Leviathan to avoid the meteors would be foolish.

It's much better to unleash a powerful technique from a reasonable distance than to slash up close.

"What are you trying to do? It'll be dangerous if you don't dodge soon."

"Worry about yourself."

As I drew out Prah, I bit my tongue at the same time.

The blood flowing from the corner of my mouth didn't fall to the ground but flowed toward Prah.

The demonic sword, soaked in blood, turned its runes red and screamed.

[Ugh! It stinks!!]

Demonic energy covered it, followed by Prihart's cold energy and the Great Earth Mother's energy.

Finally, as I wrapped it in sword ki, the sword that had fit in one hand expanded into a greatsword.

"No more, no less—I'll end this in a single strike."

"How arrogant...!"

If this all-out strike missed or was blocked, I'd be kicking my blankets tonight in frustration.

But I was confident that wouldn't happen.

The size was such that it would hit no matter where I aimed, and I had already broken through Leviathan's protective barrier with magic.

"Take this, bitch."

I slowly raised the sword with both hands.

Prah, infused with all my power, was as heavy as ten thousand pounds.

But I managed to lift it by exerting so much force that my muscles were on the verge of tearing.

"Hnngh...!"

I swung the sword down with all my might.

Sharp sword ki shot forward along the sword's trajectory.

With a thunderous roar, it split the earth and sky, advancing straight toward Leviathan.

The meteors it touched on the way turned to dust, and it bisected the holes that had been continuously spewing meteors.

"What is this...!"

Before the sword ki reached her, Leviathan barely managed to repair her damaged barrier, but it didn't matter.

If my attack had been too weak to penetrate the barrier, I wouldn't have claimed to end it in a single strike.

"GRAAAH!"

CRASH-!

The sword ki shattered the barrier and created a crack in Leviathan's flesh.

It split her body in half, not just cutting but completely annihilating the cells it touched.

Even after perfectly bisecting Leviathan, the sword ki continued forward, demolishing the wall behind her.

"This is the crystallization created by love with a demonic sword—Sexcalibur!"

[...That's not wrong, but nngh...! Haa! Even I don't know anymore.]
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To put it bluntly, Leviathan wasn't dead.

She possessed a body with strong vitality among demons, and although I had put all my strength into the attack, I had controlled its power.

The reason was simple.

If I had gone all out, the entire foundation of the surrounding area would have been annihilated, causing the Academy to collapse completely.

While I wouldn't mind if the Holden Dynasty fell, I had no intention of damaging Felix Academy.

Felix had helped my past self spend more time with Breeze.

Moreover, for Meryl, this place was her father's legacy—how could I destroy it?

In the end, Leviathan hiding in the Academy's basement had been an incredibly unfortunate decision for her.

"Hey, get up. I know you're not dead."

"...I'm in so much pain I might as well be dead."

"Not my problem. Try your hardest to squeeze out enough strength to answer me like you're doing now."

"The one who split me in half has the nerve to talk. The parts of my body that were annihilated by your slash can't even regenerate."

"There are people living steadfastly despite physical disabilities, and a demon can't handle even that much? I don't know if I can help wipe a demon's ass though."

"You lunatic. But I suppose that's why that person cherishes you so much."

Despite my vulgar words and snickering, Leviathan remained calm.

I had hoped for an angry outburst, but her composure made it less entertaining.

Yet the way she kept mentioning the outer god made me think Leviathan was the true fanatic.

Though she didn't directly show insanity, I could sense madness in how she referenced the outer god without context.

"I'm tired of this now, so tired."

I waved my hand dismissively as I approached Leviathan.

I easily lifted her heavy body and moved her aside.

"What are you trying to do?"

"There's a magic circle meant for the descent ritual under your body, right?"

"If you're thinking of preventing that person's descent, it's futile. Even if the magic circle disappears, that person will inevitably arrive on this land soon."

"I know that. The meeting between me and the outer god is an unavoidable fate."

"Then why are you interested in the magic circle for the descent ritual?"

"I'm planning to use the magic circle to change the outer god's descent location. I'll send it into a volcano crater instead of the center of the world."

I plan to roast it nice and crispy in the lava.

One might think it dangerous to mention my plan to a fanatic who follows the outer god, but it's not a problem.

Someone who's been beaten by me and can't even use her powers can't do anything even if she knows.

Moreover, my strike wasn't just a cut but annihilation, so Leviathan's wounds wouldn't heal within a month.

"...I see."

"Your reaction is so bland. Aren't you too calm considering your worshipped outer god might burn to death in lava?"

"The fate of that person is not something someone like me should speak of. If that person meets such a death, I'm willing to jump into the volcano myself."

"You deranged cultist."

"I prefer 'devout.'"

Conversations with Leviathan were increasingly draining, so I decided to stop.

I carved out the floor containing the magic circle without damaging it and preserved it in a subspace.

Later, when the time of descent approaches, I'll go to the volcano and begin the ritual.

"Done! I'll vividly describe the outer god's death throes later, so stay here and recover quietly."

"I'll look forward to it."

"...Tch!"

No matter what I said, Leviathan wouldn't take it as provocation.

Clicking my tongue in disappointment, I turned toward the exit.

I couldn't waste time with so many loose ends still to tie up.

"...A volcano for a honeymoon, huh."

I thought I heard a quiet, nonsensical mutter from behind, but I ignored it.

***

"My lord! Are you hurt anywhere?"

"I'm fine. As you can see, I'm perfectly okay."

"When the ground shook with that tremendous shock wave, I was terribly worried!"

It seems the aftermath of my strike spread widely despite my attempt to control its power.

Yet the Academy remained intact, showing how much care Felix had put into constructing the building.

He probably prepared countermeasures after foreseeing my clash with Leviathan.

Relieved that the building wouldn't suddenly collapse, I gently patted Hades's head.

"I created that vibration, so there's nothing to worry about."

"O-oh! As expected of my lord! How many humans possess power that can shake heaven and earth? I cannot count them, but besides the first hero, you must be the only one!"

Hades was as severe a case as Leviathan.

It was even more burdensome because her object of worship wasn't an outer god but me.

Still, praise from someone who was beyond a loyal servant—a loving partner—was always pleasant to hear.

"Anyway, how is the invasion progressing?"

"Very smoothly! Many nobles have already declared surrender, and though the king hasn't capitulated yet, it's only a matter of time."

"That's surprising. I remember easily taking over a kingdom with just ants before."

"After the ant incident, they seem to have built defense systems in case something similar happened again."

"Even against an undead army and Chaos?"

"Since we called ourselves the Demon King's Army, warriors with hatred for demon-kind have joined the battle in large numbers. The battlefield is quite chaotic because of it."

"That explains why the demons are hiding."

Despite being just people with personal vendettas, they were holding up remarkably well against the undead army and Chaos's assistance.

Eventually they would succumb to Chaos's overwhelming power, but the resilience of humans was impressive.

*I might have underestimated humans too much.*

[Contractor, aren't you human too? Why do you speak as if you aren't one of them?]

*Well, I've surpassed the category of human without even realizing it.*

[Indeed, it wouldn't be strange if you called yourself a Demon God.]

*Beyond Demon King to Demon God now? There are better terms like Transcendent or Absolute Being.*

[Those beings have a sacred feeling, don't they? Considering your vulgarity, such words don't suit you.]

I wanted to object, but it was true, so I kept quiet.

My usual conduct was rather frivolous, making lofty expressions like Transcendent or Absolute Being seem inappropriate.

I had no desire to become a rigid, inflexible god.

"I should join the battle soon."

"Are you going to participate directly, my lord?"

"The enemy's resistance is fierce, isn't it? If this drags on, both sides will suffer too much. We should end this quickly."

"Understood! Then I'll—!"

"Not you."

"What? W-why not?"

"Because if it becomes known that you're siding with the Demon King's Army, you won't be able to continue your broadcasting career."

"T-that's true, but still!"

The otherworld broadcast's popularity had already plummeted compared to its early days.

The decisive factor was the adults-only broadcast I planned to take down the Magic Tower Master, which left many viewers feeling betrayed.

This led to increased suspicion about Hades, and many people lost interest altogether.

If Hades were to join the Demon King's Army in this situation, the concept of broadcasting from another world would likely disappear.

I didn't want to end Hades's dream of communicating with and entertaining various people because of my selfishness.

"I'll be back soon, so wait here."

"Understood..."

Hades, acutely aware of her position, spoke in a dejected voice.

I ruffled her hair until it was completely disheveled.

It was an affectionate gesture toward Hades, who was always considerate of me.

When I removed my hand from her head, she was blushing and opening and closing her mouth.

Except for Chaos, I rarely patted anyone, so her reaction was refreshing.

*Yes, this is what a reaction should be.*

Unlike Leviathan's stoic response, this was sweet and colorful.

It made me smile involuntarily, allowing me to turn away with a happy heart.

I should resolve this quickly and return so Hades won't worry.

***

In the training grounds inside the castle, dust swirled in the air.

This place, built with the sweat of knights dedicated to protecting their country, had now become the last line of defense against the enemy.

At its center stood the Princess Knight, Charlotte, with her distinctive blonde hair.

"Kuh...! Everyone, please hold on a little longer! Support troops must have been sent from all regions during this crisis. We just need to hold out until they arrive!"

Her cry raised the morale of the knights, and they united to block the incoming undead and ants.

But no matter how high their morale, they couldn't bridge the gap in ability.

Despite the knights' life-and-death struggle, most people were knocked away by the orichalcum ants' charging attacks or Chaos's tail swipes.

The battlefield was too vast to observe completely, but the tide of battle was gradually turning against them.

In this hopeless situation with no sign of hope, Charlotte charged at Chaos, determined to land a final blow before dying.

"Haaaah!!"

Charlotte, who had beautifully cut through the undead horde with her rapier to reach Chaos.

Just as the tip of her sword was about to touch Chaos—

A man casually walking from the side stopped her sword with just two fingers.

"What?!"

"Sorry, but if our Chaos gets even slightly injured, she'll cling to me all day complaining. I had to block it just to avoid the hassle."

For such a trivial reason, Bern had easily stopped someone else's life-or-death strike.

Charlotte couldn't help but be bewildered.

"L-Lord Bern? Don't tell me you're behind this too!"

"Oh yeah, that's right. It's me."

At his straightforward admission of being the mastermind, Charlotte was speechless.

He was undoubtedly human like her.

He didn't emit the aura of a demon-kind, nor did he have such characteristics.

So why could he commit such inhumane acts without hesitation?

Curious about the reason, Charlotte twisted her lips and resolved to strongly protest.

But before she could, Bern's words came like a devil's whisper.

"You want to end this commotion, don't you?"

"...What are you plotting?"

"No particular plot. I just want to end this brutish fight cleanly. With a duel between you and me."

It was absurd.

Princess Charlotte was someone who could objectively assess situations.

Perhaps in the past it would have been different, but now the gap between her and Bern had widened immeasurably.

In such a situation, suggesting to end it with a duel was nothing but a demand for surrender.

"Unfortunately, even if I die, the knights of the kingdom will fight to the end."

"Ah, I forgot to mention this. The duel isn't about crossing swords in a life-or-death battle."

"Then what is it?"

"A contest between your scabbard and my holy sword. To see which is stronger."

Bern was spouting madness as if it were nothing.

However, his expression was very solemn.

Once, Bern had feared the Princess Knight who was becoming an exploitation machine worse than the Succubus Queen.

But having gained extensive experience, he now felt confident in that area and issued a challenge to the final boss.

Believing he couldn't become the greatest man without defeating her, he stepped into disaster.
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"W-what are you saying!"

The uncorrupted Princess Knight blushed furiously as she shouted in anger.

It was exactly the reaction I had expected.

Charlotte's character was virtuous and maintained her purity until marriage.

In the original story, she only became intimate with Kang Jun-hyeok after losing her country to the Demon King.

I remember the scene where Charlotte, devastated after losing everything in an instant, was comforted by Jun-hyeok. With the line "I am no longer a princess," she fell into his arms.

*Perhaps she's still maintaining her principles since she hasn't lost her princess status yet?*

What an ironic twist of fate.

Back when I avoided Charlotte, I had fallen into the Dungeon of Lust and found myself in a crisis. Now that our positions are reversed, she's the one putting up walls.

I couldn't help but smile bitterly at this twist of fate.

"There's no way I would accept such a request!"

"I'm not forcing you. If you don't want to, that's fine."

"Then I politely decline!"

"Is that so? Then hurry back to your position. I'll specially refrain from stabbing you in the back."

No sooner had our conversation ended than Chaos, who had been quietly waiting, thrust his head forward and began frantically licking my cheek with his tongue.

When he was a Pomeranian, his affection was easy to handle, but in his true form as Chaos, it was a bit overwhelming.

His tongue alone was about the size of my face, so I couldn't help feeling uncomfortable.

"Hey you! You shouldn't show affection on the battlefield!"

"Keeeuung...!"

"I'll indulge in your antics later, so let's withdraw for now."

"Waoong?"

Chaos tilted his head as if asking if that was really okay.

He was concerned about the others, knowing that his absence would cause a significant loss in combat power.

I smiled while stroking the cheek of Chaos, who was making such thoughtful considerations.

"It's alright. The undead legion and the ants aren't so weak that the front line would collapse just because you're gone. Besides, I'm not really retreating. I'm planning to target the leader, not the soldiers."

"Woof woof!"

"That's right, I'm going to have a one-on-one with the king."

I planned to use the shadow world to cross over to the audience chamber, just like when I ambushed the Magic Tower Master.

When I have the ability to capture the enemy leader, why maintain this chaotic battlefield?

I should quickly capture him and end the war.

"Wait a moment! Do you mean you're going after my father now?"

"What? You still haven't left?"

"How could I possibly leave after hearing you say you're targeting my only father and the monarch I've sworn loyalty to?"

"So what are you going to do about it?"

"I'm going to keep you here!"

"...Puhah!"

"Heh heh heh!"

I couldn't help but burst into laughter at Charlotte's bold declaration.

Chaos was also laughing like me, with his tongue out and his mouth split wide open.

Meanwhile, Charlotte's expression was growing increasingly sour.

"Stop laughing! You might think it's a joke, but I'm serious!"

"Khup...! Yes, yes. I'm sure you're being serious. But do you really think you can stop us?"

"Well, I might not be able to stop you completely, but I can at least buy some time...!"

"Good luck with that!"

Chaos and I laughed cheerfully as we slowly entered the shadows.

Princess Charlotte, startled, belatedly reached out to us.

However, unless one had attained enlightenment of the other side, no one could enter the shadow world.

Charlotte's hand sliced through empty air as I was already sinking into the shadows up to my nose.

"Oh, pink."

"Eek!"

As I was entering the shadow, my viewpoint had lowered considerably.

Thanks to that, I unintentionally got a glimpse of her underwear beneath her skirt.

I was about to leave after making a final remark about seeing something nice, when—

"Ugh...! Fine!"

I heard Charlotte's voice from outside the shadow, sounding resigned.

I was about to ignore it, thinking she was just trying to buy time, but the desperation in her next words caught my attention.

"I'll accept the duel you proposed earlier!"

"You mean the act where men and women typically make babies?"

"I'll do whatever you want, so please come out!"

To others, she must look like a crazy woman trying to talk to a shadow.

Nevertheless, Charlotte didn't give up and continued to call out desperately.

Feeling sorry for her, I decided to give her one more chance and poked my head out of the shadow.

"Ah! You finally came out!"

"Look, I feel bad for you, so just stop."

"B-but Lord Bern went into the shadow, so I had no choice! I didn't want to be begging at a shadow either!"

"So you said you'd accept my proposal."

"Yes."

"Hmm..."

When I looked at Charlotte with suspicious eyes, she took a step back.

Moreover, she pressed down her skirt with her hands, covering the lower part.

"I don't think I can believe you."

"W-why not?"

"Someone who was saying they'd show what's beyond their underwear is now trying to hide it. Who would believe that?"

"Ugh...!"

Realizing her mistake, Charlotte removed her hands from her skirt and took another step forward.

Since I had already seen inside once, I felt no excitement this time.

The time when I would get excited over a woman's fancy underwear had long passed.

"D-do you believe me now?"

"Still not enough. Want to lift your skirt?"

"Wh-what?!"

"It's already visible anyway, so what's the harm in showing it off?"

"I'm already dying of embarrassment, how could I do such a thing!"

"Then I guess there's nothing to be done."

"F-fine! I'll do it if that's what it takes!"

As I was about to pull my head back into the shadow, Charlotte hurriedly grabbed the hem of her skirt and lifted it.

Despite her face reddening with shame, she gave me a contemptuous look with furrowed brows.

I was impressed to witness in person a famous scene from a niche genre.

"Does it satisfy you to inflict such shame on an unmarried maiden?"

"Yes! It was quite refreshing."

"So Lord Bern is just another man steeped in desire after all."

"I've come to realize that living true to one's instincts isn't all bad."

"Yes, it is."

"That's just your prejudice."

Sometimes, one needs to surrender to instinct to break free from monotony.

Is there any joy in a life that goes round and round like a hamster wheel?

At least I'm the type of person who seeks to escape such a life.

"Anyway, I've endured the shame of showing you my underwear to earn your trust, so you believe me now, right?"

"Yes, that's enough."

"Then...!"

"While you were busy doing this, our Chaos went to the audience chamber and captured the king."

"What...?"

I, who had only been poking my head out, now emerged completely from the shadow.

With one arm, I was carrying the unconscious body of King Holden.

"F-Father?!"

"Good job."

I patted the head of Chaos, who followed me out of the shadow.

We had ended a battle that had been going on for hours in just a few minutes.

I'm aware that I used an underhanded method.

But it was the only way to end the war quickly.

"Did you deceive me?"

"Initially, I didn't plan to go this far. I wanted to end this fight with a duel between you and me. But when I heard you wouldn't stop fighting even if you died, my plans changed. If the princess wouldn't do, I decided to take the king hostage to end the battle."

"Kuk...!"

"You can condemn me as despicable if you want. It's true, after all."

But Charlotte probably wasn't happy with the situation either, with many people getting hurt or dying.

Though she showed her determination to fight to the end out of loyalty to King Holden, her true desire was likely to end this war as quickly as possible.

I could read such feelings throughout our brief conversation.

"What do you want? Did you really do all this for my chastity?"

"Of course not. My original purpose was negotiation."

"What kind of negotiation? You're not saying we should surrender the country, are you?"

"No, I want to negotiate with the Demon King."

"D-Demon King...? Is there another Demon King besides the one I know, the king of demons? Perhaps a king of magic or something?"

"It's the Demon King you know, the king of demons. I want to establish a peace treaty with her."

I didn't tell the Demon King, but my reason for claiming to be part of the Demon King's army was simple.

With the foreign gods already giving me a headache, I didn't want to complicate things further with a war between humans and demons.

So after declaring that I would invade the capital, I hoped to negotiate with King Holden on equal terms.

"You know you're talking nonsense, right?"

"I know it's difficult. But I'm determined to make it happen."

If demons were absolute evil, I wouldn't be doing this.

But demons aren't much different from humans, and the reason they fight is mostly territorial.

Demons living in barren lands versus humans living in fertile, abundant lands.

If humans had been willing to concede even a little to demons, bloodshed could have been avoided.

But excessive greed brought the calamity of war, and unending hatred has continued to this day.

"What exactly is your plan?"

"First, I'll let those with grievances come at me."

"That's not all, is it?"

"Of course not. Next, I'll create an environment where humans and demons can have mixed-blood children! No matter how much they were once enemies, if they become family, their hatred will somewhat subside."

"...But some demons are undead, you know?"

"That's perfectly fine!"

Even bones can be more penetrating than you'd think.
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I captured the king as a hostage and released him after engraving a curse mark upon him.

I withdrew from the kingdom after leaving a message that if he wanted to lift the curse, he should negotiate with the demon race. Now I've come to report to the Demon King.

After I explained how things had progressed, the Demon King wore a somewhat disappointed expression.

"A peace treaty with humans? Weren't you going to conquer the kingdom and hand it over to me?"

"Conquests should be achieved with your own power. Using someone else's strength isn't particularly satisfying, is it?"

"That's true, but..."

"Besides, I'd prefer the world to remain peaceful while I'm alive. After I'm gone, you can fight or not—do whatever you want."

I plan to do my utmost to help humans and demons reconcile, but if relations don't improve despite my efforts, I'll give up cleanly.

That's how deep the resentment between the two races runs, and it's beyond my ability to fix completely.

But as long as I'm watching, neither humans nor demons will be able to act foolishly.

The devious kingdom and the demons who tried to kill Rene to drive Breeze mad.

I harbor resentment toward both and am prepared to wipe them out at any time.

"I'll specifically lay the groundwork for you. The rest is up to you."

"Understood."

We passed through knights who glared at us as if they wanted to kill us and entered the reception hall.

Opposite to where we emerged sat King Holden, Princess Charlotte, and the Chancellor.

Behind them stood the Great General, solemnly positioned with his ridiculously large greatsword thrust into the floor—a sight I found pathetic.

And as I had requested, three seats were prepared for us, but I smashed them without even examining them.

"W-what are you doing?"

"Again."

"Pardon?"

"The chairs for the kingdom's people are all luxurious, but the ones for us are shabby. Did you want to display your authority this way? It seems you still don't understand the situation. If I make a gesture, the king sitting over there becomes a dead man that very day."

"Such an insolent fellow! The curse you placed on His Majesty was lifted long ago! Despite that, His Majesty has graciously agreed to negotiate, yet you behave so rudely!"

"Keep your nonsense in check. The curse I placed is an ancient one that doesn't even appear in records. Not even a goddess descending could undo it, let alone people of this era. What kind of game are you playing?"

"A-ancient curse...?"

It was a blood curse I learned from Aira, the progenitor of vampires who had lived from the distant past until now.

Since it's not a curse that uses demonic energy but rather injects poison into the blood itself, holy power is ineffective against it.

No herb can help, and it can only be lifted by drinking the caster's blood—making the kingdom's statement an obvious lie.

If they had truly lifted the curse, they wouldn't have come to the negotiation table in the first place.

They would have ambushed us with a large army hidden in the reception hall to eliminate us all at once.

"Listen carefully. If you wag your tongue in front of me one more time, everyone here won't leave with their heads still attached. Understood?"

"Kuk...!"

"And while we're in this place, both sides are equal. Don't do petty things like differentiating the quality of chairs like you just did."

After my warning, which was like hammering in a nail, the kingdom's representatives finally began to tense up.

The attendant waiting outside hurriedly brought and neatly arranged chairs for us to sit on.

Though still slightly inferior in quality, I decided to endure this and switched chairs with King Holden.

Maryan followed my lead and took the Chancellor's chair, while the Demon King just shook her head and sat down.

"Shall we begin our discussion in earnest now?"

We matched numbers with the kingdom's side: myself, the Demon King, Maryan, and Liri as our guard.

The kingdom's Great General seemed displeased that our guard was a maid rather than a knight.

If the two were to fight, the difference in skill would become apparent in less than a second—utterly ridiculous.

"First, the demon race's demand is that a portion of the kingdom's territory be provided to demons as well. Of course, we're not asking the current residents to evacuate. If they can live alongside demons, they can stay as they are. If they feel they cannot live with demons, we'll help them relocate at no cost."

"I have an urgent question about that."

"What is it?"

"If demons live in the kingdom's territory, will they pay taxes?"

"No, that would make it a vassal state. The areas where demons live will become completely independent nations with their own tax obligations."

"What percentage of our kingdom's territory are you demanding?"

"Twenty percent of the kingdom's territory."

"If we give up that much territory and can't even collect taxes, isn't this a one-sided loss for the kingdom!"

The Chancellor, leading the negotiations in place of King Holden, pounded the table in outrage.

Certainly, the demands revealed so far did seem somewhat excessive.

They lose territory and tax revenue decreases.

One might think it would be better to wage war instead.

"Calm down. In return, we demons have prepared a way to compensate for that loss."

"What kind of compensation?"

At the Chancellor's question, I looked at the Demon King, and she nodded.

Since the plan to offset the damage was conceived by the Demon King herself, it was better for her to explain it directly.

"As everyone knows, we demons are a race that handles demonic energy. And magical beasts refer to animals that have been transformed by demonic energy. I hear humans have begun handling magical beasts too, but compared to demons, that's just a drop in the bucket."

"So you're suggesting teaching humans how to handle magical beasts as compensation?"

The Demon King shook her head at the Chancellor, who was sneering as if displeased with the content.

Having heard the Demon King's plan in advance, I knew it was on a completely different level from mere technology transfer.

"We demons can tame the Gluttonous Locusts that no human has ever been able to control. So we demons will compensate for the territorial loss by controlling the swarms of Gluttonous Locusts that try to approach the kingdom's farmlands every year."

"You can control the Gluttonous Locusts...?"

After hearing the Demon King's explanation, the previously outraged Chancellor began stroking his chin in deep thought.

In his mind, a calculator was probably running, weighing profits against losses.

Having shown our cards, we quietly waited for him to reach a conclusion.

However, King Holden, seemingly lacking patience, questioned the Chancellor and urged him to answer.

"What do you think? Can their proposed conditions compensate for our losses?"

"Yes. To clarify the causes of this year's poor harvest in the kingdom: 10% is due to internal issues within the territory, 20% due to natural disasters, and the remaining 70% is attributed to the Gluttonous Locusts that were just mentioned."

The Gluttonous Locust was a magical beast famous for eating about ten times more than an ordinary locust.

They're very agile, and their exoskeletons are hard, making them difficult to capture or exterminate, all while they eat disgustingly large amounts of food.

Known as farmers' natural enemies, it's said that no food exists in areas swept by swarms of Gluttonous Locusts.

It's practically a disaster, and even as we speak, some regions are likely suffering from these locusts.

"If we can solve the Gluttonous Locust problem, the amount of taxes we can collect each year will increase. Even if we lose 20% of our territory, it might still be a profitable deal."

"Hmm..."

These locust swarms appear not only during the harvest season of autumn but during all sorts of seasonal periods, devouring medicinal herbs and seasonal fruits.

Each time, vigilante groups, knight orders, and even guild adventurers are deployed to exterminate them.

Year after year, the number of locusts increases, and so do the extermination costs.

If all these costs could be resolved at no charge?

From the kingdom's perspective, it was an enticing proposal.

"Not a bad offer so far. What other demands do you have?"

"As mentioned earlier, we plan to hold festivals or events annually to promote harmony between humans and demons. The Demon Kingdom will take the lead initially, but let's alternate the preparations between the Holden Kingdom and the Demon Kingdom each year."

"Are you suggesting we alternate the budget expenses?"

"That's right. For reference, this demand is my will, independent of the Demon King. So both sides should quietly accept it, whether you like it or not. That is, if you don't want to die here!"

I laughed casually, but the atmosphere was actually tense.

Even the Demon King wore an expression of disgust, while Liri and Maryan were applauding, saying it was excellent.

Forced peace. It might be meaningless, but if I didn't mediate, these people would fight endlessly without progress.

Even if I became hated, I had to push forward and create exchange and understanding between them.

"Since there's no precedent for humans and demons harmonizing, I'd like to ask: how will these events be conducted?"

"Well, obviously..."

Just as I opened my mouth to answer, Princess Charlotte across from me was shaking her head from side to side.

She was pleading with me not to give that particular answer.

But I had no other model answer in mind.

Above all, believing that Princess Charlotte would soon enthusiastically participate in the harmony festival, I uttered that word.

"Sex!"

The meeting hall was thrown into chaos that day.
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Unfortunately, my proposed festival of harmony was rejected.

Both King Holden and the Demon King simultaneously recoiled in horror, ending the meeting by saying they would discuss and devise their own plan.

Having finished all my scheduled business in the Capital, I left the city with a click of my tongue.

"What a shame, such a shame."

[Did you genuinely believe that proposal would be accepted?]

"I sincerely hoped it would pass, at least halfway."

A human female knight who falls head over heels for a principled Orc.

A succubus who sets out to devour a timid virgin man but ends up being conquered instead.

A forbidden love blossoming between a man with a terminal illness and an immortal witch.

A scarred prostitute and the innocent Minotaur who warms her heart.

Even setting aside the crude aspects, there were many stories that seemed incredibly appealing.

But wouldn't they be perfected with physical intimacy at the end?

"Even in relationships destined for sad endings, those moments would be unforgettably happy."

[...It feels strange to hear you speak like a romantic.]

"Hey, I have my romantic side too, you know?"

I even shed tears at that famous scene where Rin died while subtly expressing her love for Bern while in his arms.

Though I've been corrupted by unusual fetishes since coming to this world, my emotional sensitivity remains intact.

A moving story that can't be experienced without tears?

I'm confident I could watch it multiple times and squeeze out snot too.

"Well, anyway, I prefer endings where the characters in the story find happiness."

I wanted Bern to be happy, even if not as much as the protagonist Kang Jun-hyeok.

But the sub-male lead's future was to become a Doormat Husband who marries the Pink-Haired Slut that Jun-hyeok had used and discarded.

And according to the behind-the-scenes story Lewen told me, he would even be betrayed by his wife and face execution.

Learning that a character I liked and empathized with received such treatment made me lose my composure a bit.

That's why I've acted in ways that prevent anyone from looking down on me, and I haven't hidden my strength in situations where I could overwhelm others.

Some might criticize me as ignorant for this.

But I think it's more foolish to hide your strength when it comes to protecting those dear to you.

[But contract holder, if you continue making enemies like this, won't many try to harm those close to you?]

"I just need to show everyone what kind of retaliation awaits those who provoke me. I'll demonstrate what madness truly is so no one dares touch me."

[For example?]

"First, I'll cut off the legs of anyone who messes with me. Then, I'll take the severed leg, put it on the end of a skewer, and shove it up their ass. Next, I'll hang them in front of the town fountain for public display! If the hole is too small to fit, I'll forcibly widen it! They won't suffer from constipation, right?"

[That's a horrifying punishment even to imagine.]

A retribution combining both pain and humiliation.

I didn't tell Prah, but the skewer method was just the beginning.

Afterward, I would subject them to all kinds of humiliating tortures to ensure they never rise against me again.

I'll clearly demonstrate what happens to those who dare touch me.

"I have even worse retribution plans. Want to hear them?"

[No, I think I've heard enough.]

Seeing my cheerful smile as I spoke must have been effective, as Prah didn't ask any further questions.

Though I had conceived these methods of retribution, they were all so horrific that even I didn't want to speak of them.

Besides, we were about to arrive at my precious home, and I shouldn't be spouting such filthy terms.

[Your eyes are already dripping with honey.]

"Can't help it, right? We haven't spent much time together even after reuniting."

Having left the Capital, I'm now heading toward Breeze's nest.

The foreign god's descent is scheduled for three weeks from now.

With the ritual magic circle stolen from Leviathan, I had time to spare.

Though I still needed to deal with the Pink-Haired Slut and Lucifer, Jun-hyeok mentioned he never once encountered Sherin during his time with the Demon King.

I suspected that the Pink-Haired Slut might also be preparing for the foreign god's complete descent.

She might be avoiding meeting Jun-hyeok until the moment of descent arrives.

So, dealing with her is on hold until then. As for Lucifer, I'm slowly gathering information about his whereabouts.

The remaining time was entirely mine to use freely.

"I'm going to spend at least a week resting comfortably with my loved ones."

[You have been rushing around quite frantically lately.]

"Right?"

It felt good to have my hard work acknowledged.

As I walked along with a broad smile, the sky darkened and a cold wind blew.

A massive white dragon was flying majestically, large enough to block the sun.

Soon the dragon vanished seamlessly, and a beautiful woman dropped down from above my head.

While I was contemplating how to catch her, she kicked against the air and reduced her falling speed by herself.

Displaying a technique that neatly ignored gravity, she gently landed in my arms.

"Ta-da! I came to greet you!"

Breeze hugged me tightly, then spread her arms wide with a joyful smile.

My lips curled up involuntarily at her behavior, reminiscent of Breeze from her innocent days.

"I'm happy, but won't people be surprised if you walk around in your true form?"

"Hmm...! Maybe. But I don't care! Why should I worry about others when a wife is welcoming her beloved husband?"

"I knew you'd say something like that."

The benevolent and merciful Mad Dragon that people knew was originally a natural, unaffected woman.

With bold actions, plenty of aegyo, and occasionally feeling lonely.

If anyone thought she was like a flower on a lofty cliff, they were mistaken.

But I had no intention of making this widely known. It was more thrilling that only I knew Breeze's charm.

"How was your work?"

"Everything ended well."

"Really? Then let's hurry home! Rene has been clamoring to see her husband too!"

"Now I feel guilty."

"Hehe, you're such a sinful man, darling!"

Breeze smiled brightly and spread the wings on her back.

Holding me tightly, she flew up to the stratosphere with a single flap.

Just as I was thinking how this aspect resembled Rene, Breeze whispered softly in my ear.

"By the way, darling."

"Yes?"

"You seem to have played quite promiscuously on this trip?"

"Huh? How did you know?"

"How could I not notice when you reek of other women's scents?"

I had momentarily forgotten.

Breeze was also a woman with tremendous jealousy.

Though she's now generous enough to allow me to embrace other women, her jealousy hasn't weakened.

She looked at me with a chilling gaze, revealing the possessiveness she once showed in the past.

"S-sorry. There were circumstances..."

"You don't need to apologize. I don't get upset over things like this."

"Really?"

"Yes, but I might be displeased if you don't love Rene and me at least as many times as you've been with other women!"

"I'll do my best."

"I'll be looking forward to it!"

I had a feeling I wouldn't be getting much rest tonight.

Still, it wasn't bad since I hadn't fully satisfied my desires since returning from the past.

While I was smiling, imagining a future where our family would gather happily together, Breeze said something completely unexpected.

"Oh right, tomorrow you, Rene, and I need to go to the sky island Dranis."

"Dranis...?"

A place name I'd never heard in my life, nor was it ever mentioned in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

Being suddenly told we had to leave for an unknown sky island momentarily froze my brain.

I couldn't help feeling a bit disappointed that my plans to rest lazily in the nest were shattered.

"From your reaction, I see you know nothing about Dranis."

"Yeah. This is the first I'm hearing of it."

"To explain simply, it's a land and island where only dragons are allowed entry! It's also where all dragons gather to hold meetings or casual conversations!"

"Um... is it okay for me to go there? I'm human. Wouldn't it be better if I just stayed in the nest?"

"You'll be fine, darling."

"Why?"

"Because you're family to Rene and me, plus you're the one who made Ernia your sex slave, and you're also the prospective son-in-law of the Blue Dragon!"

"Ah..."

"Throughout all of history, no human has interacted with dragons as much as you have, so no one can object!"

"I-I see."

A human who seduced beings with dragon blood, the strongest species, more than his own human kind.

This was clearly both my achievement and a karmic debt I needed to settle.
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Dragons, known as the strongest species, had a tradition of gathering regularly on Dranis, a floating island in the sky.

They were keenly aware of their immense influence on the world and thus took great interest in worldly affairs.

Beyond mere interest, it was said that when catastrophes threatening the end of the world appeared, all dragons would unite to prevent such disasters.

"When was that time again? There was once when countless meteors fell from the sky, and we struggled to prevent even a single one from touching the ground."

"Dragons stopping meteors—that must have been quite a spectacle."

"Since we intercepted them from higher than Dranis, it wouldn't have been visible to the naked eye. Humans probably didn't even know meteors were falling."

It made sense that humans wouldn't know about a battle against meteors taking place far above the clouds, when not even rumors of a floating island existed in any human records.

While floating islands and meteor wars were the stuff of legends to humans, I was now on my way to witness these legends firsthand.

"Rene? Isn't carrying a person during long flights difficult for you? If you're tired, you could ride on your mother's back."

"I'm fine since I've already carried Bern around to various places. If you're thinking of making a move on Bern, don't even dream about it!"

"Darling! Our daughter has finally hit puberty—what should we do?"

"Mother!"

The conversation between the sly mother and her prickly daughter.

It vividly showed that dragons weren't so different from humans after all.

I suppose that's why I was able to be with Breeze in the first place.

"It's strange though. It hasn't even been two years since the last gathering, yet they're calling another one."

For dragons, who were long-lived species, one year was equivalent to about 30 days.

In other words, they were gathering all dragons from various regions after barely a month had passed.

They were supposed to meet at least every 15 years, but contrary to expectations, this gathering was called much earlier.

In human terms, it was like holding back-to-back meetings that normally happened once a year at most, so it made sense that Breeze found it odd.

*Perhaps dragons also gather when disasters that could cause the end of the world approach?*

Maybe some dragon had foreseen the descent of an outer god.

A being of that level would make even dragons tense and vigilant.

I thought I might unintentionally gain allies in this situation.

The only problem was whether the dragons would be cooperative.

"Are you sure it's really okay for me to go to Dranis?"

"I've told you it's fine! Once you've been acknowledged by three dragons, no other dragon will reject you."

"But I'm also the one who took down Ignite. They might not reject me, but they'll probably be wary."

"Ignite didn't have a good reputation even among dragons. So many dragons will probably view you favorably."

"That's a relief, then."

"Don't worry too much. Even if some dragon harbors ill will or disrespects you, they probably won't even have bones left to pick up."

"Rene's right. If anyone gives you trouble, just tell me! I'll forget all about rules and regulations and crush them."

"I'll try to stay quiet enough to prevent that from happening."

Ernia, Ignite, Hukeadose, and Breeze divided the four cardinal directions.

These well-known dragons were called the Four Great Dragons and were revered by people.

Even in the Academy, dragons other than the Four Great Dragons were barely mentioned.

Did that mean dragons without recognition were weaker than these four?

That wasn't the case.

There was an episode where even the thought remnant left by a secluded dragon pushed Kang Jun-hyeok to his limits.

Dragons were all abnormally strong, and it wouldn't be strange if there were incredibly powerful individuals among the secluded dragons.

Therefore, since even Breeze could get hurt in a fight, I planned to be careful with my words and actions.

I didn't want to see someone precious to me get hurt because of me.

"We've arrived!"

"Huh? Whoa...!"

Hearing we'd arrived, I shook off my distracting thoughts and looked up.

"There really is an island floating in the sky!"

In the cloudless expanse above, there was an island unaffected by gravity, floating serenely.

Though called an island, it was closer to a continent in size.

The dragons flying around it looked small in comparison.

"It's too early to be amazed. Inside Dranis, there are countless things you'd never see in any kingdom."

"Now that makes me excited."

"Let's go sightseeing together everywhere!"

"No way. Rene, this is your first time at Dranis too, right? Follow your mother's lead!"

"Tch!"

After my battle with Ignite, I had traveled to every region.

Though I continued to wander here and there afterward, it never matched the thrill of those first experiences.

The places I'd already visited lost their novelty.

As my sense of adventure dulled and my excitement faded, Dranis rekindled my desire for exploration.

This was an unknown world to me. I wanted to walk through it and capture every sight with my own eyes.

Understanding my feelings, Rene flew up to an altitude where we could see the entire island at once.

"Wow!"

"It's even bigger than I imagined! We'll need to keep flying to get around."

"Since you worked hard to get here, why don't you rest while mom takes care of showing you around Dranis?"

"That's unnecessary consideration!"

Dranis contained every type of terrain.

Snow, desert, and even seas existed there, which was amazing.

A transparent membrane surrounded the island, preventing objects inside from falling out.

This thoroughness explained why not even rumors of a floating island existed.

Once again, I realized how remarkable dragon language magic was.

"By the way, try not to enter the white forest with all those dense trees."

"Is it a place where island secrets are hidden or some kind of forbidden zone?"

At the center of Dranis, where grasslands, desert, sea, and snowy regions met.

However, the sea route bent midway and flowed elsewhere, and the desert area was also cut off partway.

As a result, the central region was a zone where snow and grassland blended, creating a pure white forest.

"It's not particularly problematic to enter. I just don't think you'll see anything pleasant."

"Why not?"

"I'm a bit reluctant to say it myself. To give you a hint, that forest is a place married dragons absolutely never set foot in."

"Hmm...! Can't you just tell me?"

"The powder released by the trees and all plants living in the forest contains hallucinogenic properties."

"Ah! So you're saying the whole forest is overflowing with drug components, so stay away?"

After elves who manufactured and enjoyed drugs, now dragons also enjoyed them.

It wasn't particularly surprising.

I could understand such customs developing due to their long lives and the scarcity of life's pleasures.

I supposed even dragons could enjoy a little deviation from the norm.

"That's one reason, but there's another reason I don't want you to go there."

"Huh?"

"As it happens, there's an unmarried dragon there now, so if you wait a bit, you'll understand."

At her words, Rene and I fixed our gaze on the forest located in the central area.

The forest was so vast and the trees so dense that the dragon Breeze pointed out appeared small.

"What is it doing?"

"I wonder?"

Strangely, the dragon wasn't moving deeper into the forest but was just swaying its tail and lower body in place.

As I watched what looked like dancing movements, wondering if it was intoxicated by the drug components, suddenly—

White liquid shot up like a fountain from where the dragon stood.

The liquid that fell back down spread widely, making the trees even whiter.

"......"

"......"

Rene and I were left speechless as we watched the scene.

The forest, which I had initially mistaken for being covered in snow, was actually stained white with something else.

"Now do you understand what I meant?"

We both nodded simultaneously.

We now understood why the forest was white, why married dragons never set foot there, and why the trees were so densely packed.

It truly was an island for dragons, as its nickname "Dragon's Paradise" suggested.

The forest at the center wasn't covered in snow—it was a bukkake forest.

"Kyaa!"

"What's wrong?"

"Th-there!"

As I was smirking at the forest's true nature, Rene suddenly screamed.

When I asked why, she pointed somewhere with a trembling finger.

It was the desert region, a little away from the center.

Pyramid-like structures and sphinxes had been built for landscaping.

For some reason, dragons were gathered around the sphinxes.

"Ugh...!"

The sphinx's face was being painted with yellow liquid.

Additionally, the dragon behind the sphinx was doing the same thing as the dragon we'd seen in the forest.

Unable to bear watching, I turned my head, only to see the snowy mountains.

For some reason, there were dragons on the snowy mountains too.

This time, it was a group of female dragons, and they were rubbing their lower bodies against the mountain peaks.

"Breeze."

"What?"

"I'm just asking, but is the reason you live in the snowy mountains...?"

"A-ahem! Ahem...!"

Breeze suddenly cleared her throat, avoiding the answer.

I seemed to have discovered an incredible secret about my beloved wife.

Not pressing further, I turned my gaze to the beach adjacent to the sea.

I hoped this place, at least, would be as clean as the ocean.

However, there were several dragons on the beach as well, rolling their bodies on the sandy shore.

Though I'm not sure if this was any better, all the dragons on the beach were paired up.

"Haha..."

A memory suddenly came to mind—before departing, Breeze had carefully packed a swimsuit.

Glancing sideways at Breeze, I saw her scratching her cheek and pretending not to notice.

[Contractor, are you sure an outer god hasn't already descended here?]

*It's possible.*

As soon as I learned the true nature of Dranis, my desire for adventure was completely shattered.

Dranis, called the Dragon's Paradise, was nothing but a mass of sexual desire.
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In the prairie region of Dranis stood a temple.

Dragons had no religious faith, but they did hold a certain reverence for the Ancient Dragon, the origin of all dragonkind.

Thus, a statue modeled after the Ancient Dragon was placed in the center of the temple.

"Hmm...!"

"You don't need to be so suspicious. This is truly a pure zone."

"Aren't you just trying to reassure me while actually using that statue to satisfy your desires?"

"What a terrible thing to say! Not a single dragon has ever lusted after that statue. The dragon who served as its model is someone who must never be viewed with impure thoughts, even if it costs you your life."

"R-really? Must be quite a famous dragon."

"A figure respected by all dragons. But the reason no one lusts after it is different—could you feel desire for someone like your great-great-grandmother?"

"Ah, okay. I get what you mean."

It was a topic that would cause massive chaos if merely mentioned in the community.

Since it wasn't something to be discussed carelessly, Bern nodded in understanding.

Unlike other regions, he had to accept that this temple was truly a pure and clean place.

"The reason we came here first is because this is where the meeting will be held, right?"

"More precisely, beneath the temple."

The one who answered Bern's question was neither Rene nor Breeze.

Two footsteps approached from behind them.

Even before turning around, the strong aura of water revealed their identity.

"You've arrived, father-in-law."

"Calling me father-in-law while flanked by White Dragons. Well, I suppose it's equally ridiculous that my daughter with her pathetic looks is your official wife."

"Shut up!"

WHACK-!

Hukeadose, the genius at insulting his daughter, was doing it again right to her face.

Sestia delivered a powerful kick to her father's backside.

The impact created a sonic boom, yet Hukeadose's expression didn't change at all.

"It's been a while, Hukeadose. How about being kind to your daughter once in a while?"

"Long time no see, Breeze. A daughter spoiled with kindness only brings heartache. If she were as modest as your daughter, I might have shown her a bit more affection."

"You're always so strict with your standards for your daughter."

"Isn't it thanks to that strictness that my daughter has become independent and lives well?"

A meeting between two dragons from opposite regions.

They'd only exchanged greetings, but the atmosphere suggested they were having a sophisticated conversation.

In reality, they were just a married woman and man with daughters, chatting about their children.

Meanwhile, Sestia glared at Hukeadose with an expression full of discontent.

"Still, if possible..."

"Enough, let's end this trivial talk here. She's coming."

"Oh, here comes the troublemaker."

"Huh?"

Breeze, who had been sighing deeply, strode over to Bern.

She suddenly picked him up and hid him behind her back.

While Bern was still confused by this protective behavior, a dragon came diving down from the distant sky with great commotion.

"I've missed youuuu!!"

The dragon, descending with the sun at its back, transformed into a human woman mid-fall.

The woman, her brilliant emerald hair fluttering, was someone Bern knew well.

It was Ernia, a dragon who ruled the East and stood shoulder to shoulder with Breeze and Hukeadose.

"Get out of the way! You bitch!"

"Back off! You thieving cat!"

Unlike her conversation with Hukeadose, Breeze clashed with Ernia using rough language.

The two engaged in an invisible brawl, neither giving an inch.

They were putting in so much effort that Sestia's kick to Hukeadose's backside seemed gentle in comparison.

Rene pressed her temples and sighed deeply, while Sestia shook her head as if there was no hope.

Meanwhile, Hukeadose pulled out some dried squid and enjoyed watching the fight.

Bern reached out to him, asking for a share.

"Don't you need to stop them? After all, you're the cause of this."

"I didn't tell them to fight. I'm capable of cherishing both of them equally, but they don't like that."

"You say such shameless things so casually."

"It's better than making one of them unhappy by giving her up."

Bern considered it a sin to abandon a heroine, like Kang Jun-hyeok who had abandoned Sherin and turned the original Bern into a Doormat Husband.

Bern had taken a different approach in both actions and mindset, using Jun-hyeok as a negative example.

"Indeed, if you can't handle it properly, it's better not to get involved at all. But I don't think that's a concern with you."

"If you're worried about Sestia, don't be. I'll make sure she's properly happy too."

"Ha! I couldn't care less what happens to my incompetent daughter!"

"You say that, but from our first meeting, you were already excitedly naming your future grandchildren."

"Daughters and grandchildren are different. Sestia complains no matter how well I treat her, but my grandchildren will surely welcome me with bright smiles."

In Hukeadose's mind, he was visualizing grandchildren running toward him shouting "Grandpa!"

Even this stoic dragon had a smile blooming on his face, making Bern realize that no matter how much of a daughter-genius he was, he would become a fool in front of his grandchildren.

Bern could clearly see how much Sestia would suffer when visiting her in-laws with their children.

"Looks like they're finally done."

"Haa...! Haa...!"

"Huff...! Huff...!"

The two women wiped away the sweat running down their cheeks while breathing roughly.

After glaring at each other like mortal enemies, they simultaneously relaxed their fighting spirit and smiled.

"You haven't been neglecting your training."

"I have to work hard if I don't want to lose to a thief who's constantly eyeing another woman's man."

"Strength isn't the only factor that captures a man's heart."

"But only the strong have the right to choose. If his heart ever strays, I'll use any means necessary to bring it back."

To Bern, Breeze's words sounded like she wouldn't hesitate to resort to rape if things went wrong.

However, if a dragon violated a human, no one in the world could say anything about it.

A complete world of survival of the fittest.

Bern took pride in himself for never shying away from anything to become stronger.

"Let's end this show of force and go inside. The other dragons should be waiting by now."

"Is it that time already?"

"Unfortunately, we'll have to determine superiority later."

The two women, acting as if there had never been any bad blood between them, turned toward the temple.

Bern followed Breeze, who beckoned him with her hand, and entered the temple proper.

The temple was made of pure white marble.

Unlike other temples, however, there were no priests or worshippers.

With only the Ancient Dragon's statue standing alone, it was somewhat disappointing for tourists.

"Wait a moment."

But the temple had been built for a different purpose.

Hukeadose opened his Dragon Heart and placed his hand on the stone tablet beneath the statue.

As he poured limitless mana into the tablet, the space in front of them distorted.

A portal connecting to another space had been created.

It was a portal leading to the underground of the temple, their meeting place.

"I'm sorry, but they've asked those with stronger dragon blood to enter first, so you'll have to go in last, honey."

"It can't be helped. I should be grateful just to be invited, so I'll wait."

"When it's your turn, I'll send someone for you!"

After seeing Breeze off, Bern intended to chat with Rene and Sestia while waiting.

However, not long after, Rene and Sestia were also granted permission to enter, leaving him alone.

Bern waited blankly in front of the portal for his turn.

He was confident his turn would come soon since even the mixed-bloods Rene and Sestia had entered, but his entry was delayed far longer than expected.

*Have they forgotten about me?*

Or could this be a plot by someone with ill intentions toward me, trying to make me a mere bystander?

As his entry was delayed, negative thoughts piled up in Bern's mind.

The time of patience turned into a time of suffering, and Bern began to groan.

*Should I just go through the portal?*

Just as he was showing signs of ignoring the rules, the ground beneath him began to shake violently.

"Whoa?! What's this!"

It couldn't be an earthquake since they were on a sky island.

Land that wasn't connected to the ground couldn't experience earthquakes.

As Bern turned around urgently to go outside, he realized that only the temple was shaking.

"What on earth is happening?"

Confused by the inexplicable situation, Bern suddenly sensed a presence behind him.

Thinking it might be an enemy, he tiptoed and spun his body in mid-air.

Then he slid backward, discovering the owner of the presence he had felt.

"Eh? What?"

The majestic statue of the Ancient Dragon.

Somehow, it was now moving like a living being and opening its mouth wide toward Bern.

The stone statue charged at him with inescapable speed.

In the end, Bern was swallowed by the statue, and his vision went black.
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The dragon statue that pounced without warning while I was waiting for my turn.

Since I never imagined it would move, I was helplessly devoured.

There were plenty of opportunities to counterattack, but there was a major problem.

"If I break this statue that all dragons revere, I'm pretty much screwed..."

Me, destroying the dragon statue that even Breeze was terrified of and swore never to lust after?

All dragons might try to kill me.

That scared me more than being eaten by the statue.

Even though I've transcended humanity, defeating all dragons would be nearly impossible.

There's a reason I want to enlist the dragons' help.

If they band together and attack, even a foreign god would have to be on edge.

I'd love for the foreign god to melt in lava, but if that doesn't work, I'll have to fight an all-out war.

In such a situation, a dragon legion would make for reliable allies.

But if I broke the statue and escaped, they'd likely become enemies rather than allies.

"What kind of space is this anyway?"

Though it took the form of a dragon, fortunately its essence was still a statue, so there was no gastric acid or anything like that.

And unlike its exterior, the inside was quite spacious.

A quiet and cozy space.

It didn't seem urgent enough to escape right away, which helped me calm down.

"The question is how to get out of here..."

The best way would be to go back the way I came in, but since the statue had closed its mouth, that wouldn't be easy.

To get out, I'd have to damage the statue's teeth.

"What a brilliant scheme."

Trapping me inside the statue so I couldn't attend the event.

I don't know who the culprit is, but they've presented me with quite the predicament in a refreshingly creative way.

Genuinely impressed, I even applauded before attempting to enter the shadow world.

In the shadow world, which isn't affected by physical matter, I could easily get out without breaking the statue.

"It won't work."

"...Who's there?"

A voice coming from a space where I couldn't sense any presence.

It sounded like a boy whose voice hadn't changed yet. I looked around but saw nothing but darkness.

I urgently tried to use light magic to illuminate the surroundings, but the magic wouldn't even activate.

"In this space I created, no power can be exercised."

"So you're the culprit who brought me here?"

"Calm down. I bear no ill will toward you."

"For someone with no ill will, you've certainly played a nasty trick on me."

"I'll let you out properly once our conversation is over, so don't resent me too much. Besides, time outside isn't flowing, so nothing you're worried about will happen."

"Time outside has stopped...?"

While there were abilities and artifacts that could turn back time, there were no artifacts that could stop it.

Moreover, time-related powers were one-time use and permanently disappeared after being used.

The clock that sent me to the past broke, and Professor Veronica, who helped Kang Jun-hyeok in the original story, disappeared in the regressed timeline.

Time abilities had many restrictions and required significant cost, yet the owner of the voice mentioned time stoppage as if it were nothing.

Even if you slow your perception to the maximum, time still flows, albeit slowly.

But time stoppage means that not even a fraction of a second passes.

Does the owner of the voice know how extraordinary the ability they're using is?

"So you brought me here to talk?"

"That's right."

"Then shouldn't you at least reveal your identity?"

"You're right. My name is Orti. I am the manager of fate, the primordial dragon who brought you into this world, and the author of 'Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator.'"

"Holy shit, what?"

An identity I never could have imagined.

***

I was dissatisfied with the ending of a novel I'd read to completion.

My favorite character, who had contributed to peace alongside the protagonist, ended up with a terrible fate.

I wondered if I was wrong, so I checked other works, but supporting characters in other worlds had quite satisfactory endings.

I remember some supporters even got married before the protagonist and had babies.

But "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator" was different from other works.

A life of marrying a bitch worse than food waste, not being treated as a husband, and fighting demon remnants at the frontlines in loneliness.

The treatment of a character who had gone through all sorts of hardships for the protagonist's happy ending was horrific.

The problem was that this character was my favorite.

Naturally outraged, I publicly ridiculed the author's terrible writing in online communities.

Still not satisfied, I was so angry my head was spinning.

Then I lost consciousness, and when I opened my eyes, I had become Bern from the novel.

Throughout this whole experience, there was something I really wanted to tell the author of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

"Author, you really write like shit!"

"Um, if you speak to me like that out of nowhere, even I would feel hurt. Besides, it was based on a true story."

"Then please explain the NTR development with Bern's childhood friend whom he had a crush on."

"Kang Jun-hyeok was that kind of person to begin with."

"And why was Bern, who used to handle A-rank threats, nerfed to the point of struggling against B-rank ones?"

"Well, that was partly because of the curse, and people can have different conditions on different days."

"I remember Sherin was a Priest. Why didn't she heal her childhood friend's curse?"

"By that point, Sherin's heart had already gone to Kang Jun-hyeok. She neglected Bern because she thought his existence as a childhood friend was an obstacle to her love."

That Pink-Haired Slut, this fucking bitch?

I'll tear her limb from limb and kill her soon enough.

"By the way, you know that Kang Jun-hyeok's talent was far superior to what Bern could ever catch up to, right?"

"Yes, I'm not going to argue about that part."

Living in Bern's body, I realized something.

Though he was my favorite character, he had terribly little potential.

His strength so far had largely come from others.

The Great Earth Mother, Prah, Prihart, Rene and Breeze's Dragon Heart, and the Holy Sword obtained through contracts.

None of it could really be considered purely his own power.

At most, his understanding of swords and magic circle abbreviation technique were abilities he developed, but the original Bern could never have obtained them.

For one thing, the former required making physical love to a sword, and for the latter, he wouldn't have even known about the ability without Aira.

Bern didn't have the brains for it, and having been tormented by the Demonic Sword in the story, he came to hate swords.

Because of that, he never reached the realm of Sword Master.

"The original Bern couldn't have become this strong, could he?"

"Exactly! Now you understand me!"

"Not yet. Why did you describe Kang Jun-hyeok with such favoritism during his joint battle with Bern two years later?"

"Because Kang Jun-hyeok actually fought with all sorts of stylish poses. Meanwhile, Bern just stoically beheaded magical beasts one after another. There was nothing to describe—I seriously thought he was a machine!"

"Next, about Bern accepting Kang Jun-hyeok taking Sherin away... I guess you don't need to explain that."

"You already know from Lewen's story that that's just Bern's personality."

"Yeah..."

The story after the epilogue that readers don't know.

Future Bern was such a cancer-inducing character that even I felt suffocated.

If he had just cleanly cut off the Pink-Haired Slut's head and staged a rebellion, it would have at least been satisfying.

Instead, he showed insane behavior by shouldering even others' mistakes.

It still makes my teeth grind to think about how Lewen and others who cared for him suffered because of it.

"I don't need to explain why Kang Jun-hyeok abandoned Sherin, right?"

"I guess he realized she was a bitch."

"Exactly."

After hearing answers to the setting errors and parts I didn't like that I had posted in the community, I felt somewhat relieved.

But there were still many things I needed to ask.

"You said earlier that you wrote based on a true story? My world and that world must be different, so how do you know about Bern's actions and future?"

"I am the manager of fate, a dragon who observes and records the destinies of singularities living in numerous worlds. The world of 'Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator' that you read was one of the worlds I oversee."

Orti, despite being a dragon, possessed abilities close to that of a god.

As a primordial dragon, it wasn't strange that he had such power.

"The singularity of that world was Kang Jun-hyeok. I consistently observed him and through that, I came to know about the anomalous existence called Bern."

"Bern was an anomalous existence?"

"Yes. Though not a singularity like those who possess, regress, or reincarnate, his fate was twisted in a peculiarly complex way. No matter how his choices were changed or his future twisted, he always met with tragedy."

In other words, Bern's life itself was rigged against him.

No matter what he did, it led straight to a bad ending.

For all his charm, he had absolutely terrible luck.

"Even when I put various people's souls into his body, the result was the same. Often, it was even worse."

"Then am I also...?"

"No, that's not the case. I'll explain why soon, just wait a moment."

Asked to listen to his story to the end, I opened my ears wide, ready to listen attentively.

"I realized that people living in that era couldn't change Bern's fate. So I turned my eyes to another world. And there, I spread the story of Kang Jun-hyeok and Bern."

"You spread it through web novels in my world, right?"

"Yes, and then I discovered you, someone who embraced Bern more passionately than anyone else, and became convinced that you were the only one who could change Bern's fate."

"So that's why you possessed my soul into Bern?"

"Exactly!"

"...But why do you care so much about Bern?"

"Because his tragic fate was deliberately ruined by someone else. As a manager, I needed to restore it."

"Do you know who ruined Bern's fate?"

"Who else could it be? It's the foreign god who loves you."

A hypothesis suddenly occurred to me.

What if the foreign god deliberately ruined Bern's fate to bring me here?

I couldn't be certain, but if my hypothesis was true, the foreign god would be showing the ultimate form of obsession.

Suddenly, my body began to tremble.
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I finally learned the reason why I was dragged into this other world, following my meeting with that author I resented so much.

My head was spinning as if I'd been blindsided twice.

This whole thing was a strategy by the Outer God to lure me in.

It destroyed Bern's fate and set up Orti to observe and restore it.

To reverse Bern's ruined fate, Orti spread his story in the form of a web novel.

And I, who enjoyed reading that web novel, was kidnapped and possessed Bern's body.

In other words, the Outer God used Bern as bait, attached him to Arti as a fishing line, and caught me, the fish.

"Wait, you possessed me into Bern even knowing the Outer God's scheme?"

"I knew someone had ruined Bern's fate, but I only recently discovered it was a means to lure you in. And that the culprit was the Outer God."

"That sounds highly suspicious."

"It's true! I barely reached the truth myself by watching your actions! And I was suspicious of you at first too. After your possession, beings from outside this world that shouldn't exist here started appearing in droves!"

When I looked at Arti skeptically, wondering if she might be the mastermind, she pleaded her innocence.

I found it hard to believe, but without concrete evidence, my suspicions remained unconfirmed.

"Do you know why the Outer God brought me here?"

"I'm not sure yet. But I do have a few hypotheses. Want to hear them?"

"Go ahead, let's hear it."

"The first one is simple. The Outer God fell in love with you at first sight."

"Love at first sight? A cosmic entity falling for a human living on Earth?"

"I find it hard to believe too, but remember the one thing the Outer God told you first and last."

I recall it saying it would come to conceive new life when I ascended to the throne.

At first, I thought even Outer Gods could make jokes.

But as time passed and otherworldly beings began to emerge more prominently, I started to have doubts.

Whenever I had a chance to become king, I firmly refused with terror.

Living like that until now, I've come to one conclusion:

That single statement from the Outer God wasn't a joke or prank—it was sincere.

"Am I that strange-looking?"

"It probably doesn't care about your appearance. If it did, it wouldn't have tried to meet you through possession."

"Ah... that makes sense."

The Outer God became interested in me when I was still living as Yun Geon-woo.

If it had fallen for my face, possessing Bern's body wouldn't make sense.

Yun Geon-woo and Bern were completely different in appearance.

Obviously, as a character in a novel, Bern was much better-looking.

I don't know the Outer God's aesthetic values, but I would choose Bern's body over Yun Geon-woo's.

"Then what part of me was so attractive that it fell for me at first sight?"

"Your personality, tendencies, and way of thinking."

"What? That makes even less sense. There must be countless people like me in this world."

"Even that shamelessness probably seemed lovable to the Outer God."

That's too harsh.

Although my speech and behavior might seem a bit crude, my heart is relatively pure.

I've worked hard to make the unfortunate sub-male lead happy and eliminated numerous evils.

For my beloved, I never shied away from fighting powerful enemies, and when facing opponents I couldn't defeat, I desperately grew stronger to face them.

Surely there are many others with hearts as righteous as mine.

There seemed to be something off about the claim that the Outer God fell for my inner qualities.

"If that's what you think, you're the most shameless guy ever."

"Did you learn mind reading or something?"

"I'm the manager of fate. Reading others' thoughts is basic for me."

Orti had just accurately recited my self-reflection.

And then casually revealed that mind reading was one of her basic abilities.

Well, if she can stop time, why wouldn't she be able to read minds?

It made sense, and there was something I'd always wanted to try with someone who could read minds.

"...Are you trying to confirm if what I'm saying is true?"

"What are you talking about?"

"Sex to... sigh, you keep thinking about such vulgar words non-stop."

"Oh, so you really can read minds."

"That's exactly why someone like you is hard to find. Your way of thinking isn't normal at all!"

"That's strange. Don't men with healthy libidos occasionally have these thoughts even while walking down the street?"

"At least they wouldn't do it in front of someone who can read minds."

Orti complained that I had no shame.

Nevertheless, I proudly puffed out my chest.

It's the truth!

For someone like me who had already tried almost every possible position, thinking of lewd words was nothing.

"Sigh, fine. I know saying anything to you is meaningless, but I still got worked up..."

"I don't understand, but let's say that's the case. Besides the hypothesis that the Outer God fell for me, what's the other one?"

"The other is that it might intend to rebirth you as a new being. The reason, like the previous hypothesis, is because it likes you."

"What does that mean?"

"You've seen it yourself. Sherin... or should I call her the Pink-Haired Slut? Anyway, she was completely reborn as a different being because of the Outer God."

"So you're saying it wants to turn me into a monster like the Pink-Haired Slut?"

"Yes."

I'd rather die.

I know what it feels like to gradually become less human.

In my pursuit of strength without regard for the means, I eventually strayed from the human category.

But even though I was no longer purely human, I continued to maintain my humanity.

I thought like a human, acted like a human, and strived not to forget who I was.

But if I became a monster because of the Outer God, all my efforts so far would be in vain.

"Didn't the Outer God say it would conceive my child? How does that translate to me becoming a monster?"

"You don't seem to remember correctly. The Outer God said it would conceive new life, not that it would have a child with you."

"Then what does conceiving new life mean?"

"It means putting you inside its womb and rebirthing you as a new being. It's a bit of a stretch, but it could be interpreted as conceiving new life."

Orti's words all sounded plausible, which scared me.

The Outer God is a being that can never be understood by mortal thinking.

Such a being could corrupt me in all sorts of bizarre ways.

"Now do you understand the gravity of the situation?"

"Yes, it seems I'm properly fucked. Are there any other hypotheses?"

"There is one more, but it's not very likely."

"What is it?"

"Considering that the Outer God said it would appear when you become king, maybe it wanted to become the queen or consort of mortals."

"That's absurd."

"Right?"

Why would the Outer God want to be a queen consort?

It could dominate not just humans but the entire continent if it wanted to.

There was no reason for such a being to become a queen consort through me.

Besides, if it wanted to be a queen consort, it could have controlled the current Holden King's mind.

"Anyway, the first hypothesis is generally the most plausible, but considering the Outer God's peculiarity, we can't ignore the second one either. The last hypothesis is less likely, but it's too early to rule it out completely. There are many other possibilities, so in the end, we'll just have to wait until the Outer God descends."

"Hmm..."

"What do you think?"

"Personally, I prefer the first one. But I can't shake the feeling that the second hypothesis is more likely."

"That's a natural reaction when you think about the Outer God's image."

Being forcibly put inside the Outer God's body and becoming a monster like the Pink-Haired Slut.

Becoming a monster was already extremely repulsive, but entering the Outer God's womb was also repugnant.

Suddenly, I remembered a video I once saw on an internet community.

A crazy depiction of a woman's genitals turning into a black hole and sucking people in.

The thought that I might experience that myself filled me with terror.

I must avoid that situation at all costs.

"If the second hypothesis is correct, how do you plan to avoid it?"

"There's a simple way."

Before being sucked in, I'll fill the Outer God's insides completely and create new life.

In other words, I'll impregnate the Outer God first.

"If the Outer God has a black hole, I have a Holy Sword!"

"You really are crazy. Your thinking is truly unique."

Is that a compliment or an insult?
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"I'll handle matters related to the foreign god, so let's address any remaining questions you have."

"You still have questions?"

"Of course."

While I now understood clearly how and why I had possessed this body, there was still one unresolved question.

"Why did you make Kang Jun-hyeok possess a body too?"

Not the original Kang Jun-hyeok from the novel, but someone who lived in the same world as me.

Moreover, he had also been a reader of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

If my possession was intended by the foreign god, then for what reason did Kang Jun-hyeok experience possession?

I wanted to hear the reason.

"The reason is simple. In any world, there can only be one Singularity."

"Singularity...?"

"All living beings have predetermined fates. But a Singularity can twist others' destinies. For instance, Rene was fated to die from the demons' scheme, but thanks to you saving her, she's now alive and well."

"I understand what a Singularity is. But you said there can only be one Singularity, so isn't Kang Jun-hyeok, who also possessed someone, a Singularity too?"

"No, he's not. He was originally destined to be transported to another world. Not to the world of 'Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator,' but to another story altogether. However, because he responded to the post you uploaded online, I had no choice but to make him possess Kang Jun-hyeok's body."

"Are you saying I changed his fate too?"

"That's right. He wasn't a Singularity, so he was influenced by you. But the Kang Jun-hyeok in the story I showed you was clearly a Singularity. A world where two Singularities coexist would face an uncontrollable catastrophe."

"So you're saying you changed the soul inside Kang Jun-hyeok's body so I could act as the Singularity?"

"You catch on quickly."

It was disappointing that I couldn't deal with the original Kang Jun-hyeok.

The main character who abandoned his fake heroine to the sub-male lead while happily building his own harem.

In the end, he even executed Bern, who had been devoted to him until the very end.

I wanted to ruin the original Kang Jun-hyeok's life too, but that was impossible from the start.

"Then Lewen, the returner, isn't a Singularity either, right?"

"Despite countless returns, Lewen never managed to change his fate. He couldn't prevent his beloved sister's death, and even lost the original Bern. If he had been a Singularity, he would have changed his future long ago."

"So without me, Lewen would forever be in that pain..."

"It's okay. Thanks to meeting you in this timeline, Lewen's returns have ended. His ability to return stemmed from regret and lingering attachment. But thanks to you saving Rin and healing Lewen, all those negative emotions have completely disappeared."

"So his return ability is gone too?"

"Yes."

A happy ending after repeated bad endings.

My heart swelled upon hearing this news.

I was genuinely glad that Lewen had been rewarded for all the pain he had endured.

"By the way, do you know what happened to Bern's soul that was displaced when I possessed his body?"

"Don't worry, he's living happily. In a parallel world you created."

"Huh...?"

"To explain simply, it's another world in the same timeline as where you are now. A world where Rene was saved, where he formally united with Rin, and where the Magic Tower and Ignite fell."

"Ah!"

"Since the foreign god is only interested in you, that world has already become peaceful and happy for Bern."

"I'm envious."

"That's the future you'll reach once you deal with the foreign god. So don't feel too disappointed."

"It's not easy."

Contrary to my words, I felt elated.

I had achieved the goal I set when I first possessed this body.

I was happy that my pledge to show Bern what a happy ending looks like hadn't been in vain.

"Any more questions?"

"Then finally, I'd like to ask why you've revealed all these truths to me now."

"If I had to say, it's because of guilt. I brought you to this world without asking for your consent. And although there were constraints, I didn't give you any explanation."

"So you were aware that you possessed me without any shame."

"I'm sorry..."

"I forgive you. Since being possessed, I've accumulated more pleasant memories than painful ones."

I formed relationships with beautiful women I never thought I'd meet in my lifetime, and learned what it means to truly love someone.

Just the experience of being with someone I love was as precious as a jewel to me.

Though developing unusual fetishes like being attracted to swords and skulls was unexpected.

"Y-you're really forgiving me, right? Your expression seems off."

"Of course."

Even that was enjoyable, so I'm quite satisfied.

If given the choice to go back to the beginning and possess this body again, I would answer yes without hesitation.

When I showed a relieved smile, Orti finally let out a sigh of relief.

"Thank you. Thanks to you, all my lingering questions have been resolved."

"That's good then."

"Can I go back now?"

"Ah, wait, there's one last thing I'd like to ask."

"What is it?"

"If it's okay, could I borrow your body?"

At those words, I flinched and stepped back.

Borrow my body = Use me as a living dildo just once.

The thought that I might become a living dildo for the ancient dragon's great-grandmother...

"What nonsense! That's not it! I'm just a thought entity now, so I can't have physical relationships!"

"Ah! So when you say borrow my body, you mean borrow my physical form."

"Yes! Besides, I have a husband to whom I swore eternal love even after death. I have no intention of betraying my deceased husband!"

"I understand. Now tell me why you want to borrow my body."

"I have something I want to tell all dragons. I should have said it long ago, but I couldn't, and I've always regretted it."

Her voice was so low it evoked sympathy.

The atmosphere suddenly became somber, and I found myself scratching my cheek without realizing it.

This kind of atmosphere is hard to bear.

"Ah, okay. I'll lend it to you."

"Really?"

"Yes, but first tell me what you want to say to the dragons."

"That's simple. What I want to tell the dragons is very brief."

"What is it?"

"Stop jerking off! You fucking bastards!"

A short but powerful shout.

And even I found myself nodding in agreement.

***

"Oh! This feeling of being alive and breathing! It's been so long."

[But are you sure this is okay? I'm worried about getting on the dragons' bad side.]

"I told you not to worry, didn't I? I promise it won't cause you any trouble."

[Well, that's a relief.]

Bern emerged from the ancient dragon statue.

However, the consciousness inside his body was Orti.

Bern had temporarily become a spirit, hovering around his own body.

"Now, where shall we go?"

[Wait a moment. According to Breeze, we need to enter in order, starting with pureblooded dragons...]

"What does it matter? I'm the primordial dragon, who else in the world has dragon blood as pure as mine?"

[But there's no dragon blood flowing through the veins of that body.]

"Even so, the fact that I'm the primordial dragon doesn't change. And whether pureblooded or mixed, such discrimination is a bad practice that needs to be corrected."

Orti touched the stone tablet and raised her mana without hesitation.

"Oh! You should watch me carefully this time! This is how you're supposed to use a Dragon Heart."

Orti awakened all the Dragon Hearts inside Bern.

The blue mana flowing through his body overflowed and spread throughout the surrounding area, rippling outward.

Bern's eyes widened as he watched the scene.

It was the first time he had seen a method of projecting mana to dominate the surrounding space, beyond just drawing out infinite mana.

She repainted the mana dissolved in nature with her own color, completely dominating it.

Those who entered her domain couldn't use magic without permission, and she could even use their mana to manifest her own magic.

Absolute domain expansion and infinite magic manifestation through mana.

Bern couldn't help but be astonished at this sophisticated use of the Dragon Heart.

"I could actually do even more than this, but it would be too much for a human body, so it's best to be satisfied with this level."

Bern speculated that if Orti's know-how had been passed down to the dragons, they wouldn't have lost to Ignite.

Over time, the dragons had unknowingly degenerated.

"I've imprinted this sensation into your body, so I recommend practicing occasionally. It will come in handy later."

[I understand.]

"Good, now let's go in!"

Orti slammed mana into the stone tablet, and as space distorted, a portal opened.

Without a moment's hesitation, Orti threw herself through the portal and landed gracefully on the ground.

"W-what?"

"Someone came down!"

"Is that... a human?"

Orti had set the portal coordinates not at the entrance but at the center of the stage.

With Bern's body, she looked around with a satisfied smile.

Just as she was about to open her mouth, pleased that her descendants were looking at her...

"Drag that bastard out now!"

"How dare a mere human crawl in here!"

"I'll turn him into a living sex toy!"

The dragons began to riot at the appearance of a human.

Most of the dragons expressed anger, and some even hurled severe insults.

Watching their outburst, Orti's expression soured in real-time.

She had been about to sternly scold them for their unrestrained lust, but instead found herself being told to get lost by the angry dragons.

Meanwhile, Bern's spirit, hovering nearby, shook his head as if to say there was no hope.

[Farewell, commoners who fail to recognize even the primordial dragon.]

A mass Ignite ending for the dragons had just been scheduled.
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Dragons are known to have the highest pride in the world, to the point where they believe in no gods.

With hearts capable of producing infinite mana and their unique ability to use dragon language magic, they were exceptional enough to create and maintain sky islands.

No matter how strong the ants that consumed orichalcum had become, compared to dragons, they were merely a drop in the bucket.

That's how unparalleled dragons were as a species.

However, even dragons had beings they looked up to.

The ancient dragons, called the primordial dragons, were the undisputed GOATs of dragonkind.

And currently, the soul of one such ancient dragon, Orti, resided within my body.

"Have they all gone mad...?"

Unaware of this fact, the dragons were furious that a human had intruded on their gathering.

[As I suspected, I'm an unwelcome guest here.]

After Rene and Sestia had entered, considerable time had passed without anyone coming to greet me, which gave me a hint.

Breeze had said there wouldn't be any problems, but I thought differently.

Recalling how I'd struggled with Ignite's retaliation due to the rigid dragon protocols, I guessed that dragon society wouldn't be so accommodating.

And my guess proved correct.

[By the way, public sentiment is at rock bottom. What are you going to do now?]

"Don't worry. I have everything planned out."

Orti uttered these resolute words and strode forward confidently.

The dragons became even more agitated by Orti's stiff-necked behavior.

They were furious that instead of bowing down submissively, which would have been barely enough, I was acting boldly.
Unfortunately for them, the target of their anger wasn't me but Orti.

"This is an extension of our lesson. I'll show you how to efficiently utilize the Dragon Heart."

"What are you babbling about! You really want to die...!"

BOOM!

Orti leaped above the threatening dragon in one swift motion and drove her fist down onto its crown.

A shockwave erupted from the impact point, causing saliva to spray from the dragon's mouth.

Meanwhile, I, who had been closely observing the process, couldn't close my mouth.

The technique Orti had shown me earlier before entering—the perfect mastery of mana.

It took the form of a circle with a 500-meter diameter, but its shape could be freely altered.

Orti extended her mana control zone to the dragon's crown through shape transformation.

Then, she demonstrated near-instantaneous high-speed movement by expelling her internal mana through the soles of her feet.

[This technique is even crazier than skipping magic circles.]

With infinite mana, why not just use teleportation magic from the start instead of bothering to expand the control zone?

Someone might harbor such doubts.

However, if she had used Blink, the punch she delivered afterward wouldn't have had the same power.

Magic is the power to create mysterious phenomena by dissolving one's internal mana into the mana of nature.

However, dissolving internal mana into natural mana takes time.

[Was it like pumping water from an underground source and spraying it through a hose?]

The underground water is internal mana, the hose is nature, and the spraying water is the phenomenon created by magic.

This is the unchangeable process of magic manifestation.

To return to the point, Blink consumes massive amounts of mana to warp space for object transportation.

After consuming large amounts of natural mana with Blink, subsequent magic would inevitably be weaker.

However, Orti caused an instantaneous mana explosion by releasing mana into the area she had already filled with controlled mana.

Using that explosion to move quickly, she created a fist powerful enough to easily pierce through the dragon's hide by pouring the abundant natural mana into body enhancement magic.

Fill with mana while moving at high speed, then deliver a powerful blow using the maximally charged mana.

If all magicians could utilize mana like this, the world might have been ruled by them.

However, since it requires a Dragon Heart and the technique to control mana, that won't happen.

"What do you think?"

[I've learned a lot. I never imagined mana could be utilized that way.]

"Really? But it's too early to be surprised. I have so much more to teach you!"

[What?]

The technique she just demonstrated was already innovative and astonishing, but there's more?

It seemed like she alone could dominate the world and even stand against gods.

The administrator of numerous worlds was truly...

"Focus. The lesson isn't over yet."

[Oh, right.]

Orti dusted off her hand after caving in the dragon's crown and glared at the other dragons.

At her sharp gaze, the previously noisy dragons fell silent.

It was a natural reaction, considering she had knocked down a dragon with a single blow despite being in a human body.

Even Breeze, Hukeadose, and Ernia, who were rushing to help me, were dumbfounded.

The dragon she had just defeated might have held quite a high position.

"C-could you possibly be an ancient dragon?"

"Hmm? Why do you ask that?"

"Because you just recreated an ancient technique that we've only heard about from our predecessors!"

"Oh! There's a clever one here."

"Does that mean...!"

"Yes, I am currently manifested in this child's body in the present world."

"Ohhh!"

No sooner had I finished speaking than all the dragons surrounding me prostrated themselves on the ground.

Their immediate subservience upon hearing "ancient dragon" was quite different from how they had treated me, which was a bit deflating.

"We sincerely welcome the manifestation of the ancient dragon...!"

"Enough. All of you, come at me."

"Pardon?"

Regardless, Orti made a provocative gesture, wiggling her fingers.

With her brows deeply furrowed, she looked down at the dragons and suddenly ordered them to attack.

"Weren't you saying you'd kill me earlier? Go ahead and try."

"T-that was a mistake made without recognizing you as an ancient dragon!"

"That's right! Had we known beforehand that you were the manifestation of an ancient dragon, we would never have uttered such blasphemy!"

"We apologize! But we absolutely cannot oppose an ancient dragon!"

The dragons apologized fervently, pressing themselves even more firmly to the ground.

Watching this scene, Orti merely smiled.

The dragons, who cautiously raised their heads to see her smile, were relieved, which was truly lamentable.

"The form of modern dragons is dead. If you decided to kill someone, you should have charged with that intent until the end. Have you become beings who can't even keep their word?"

"But...!"

"Shut up! It's because you all keep acting like this that dragons have recently come to be seen as power level meters, pets, ona—ahem! Anyway, that's why you're viewed that way!"

"Who would have such a deranged idea?"

"It's me, you bastard! How can you not say such things after seeing how you all behave!"

As Orti raised her fist, the lead dragon cowered and covered its head with both arms.

Unlike when she spoke with me, her tone was quite aggressive.

As the administrator of various worlds who had been exposed to diverse cultures, I thought it made sense that her wording could be strong.

[It is sad how dragons are treated in recent novels.]

Besides what Orti mentioned, I'd also seen dragons used as weapon materials, catalysts for awakening, or servants to demonic protagonists.

Seeing all that, I felt like quite the gentleman for having loved dragons.

Didn't I love and cherish dragons?

"Day in and day out, you're just satisfying your sexual urges in Dranis, which is why discipline has gone to hell! The zelkova trees planted for landscaping have been so drenched in your fluids that I thought I'd planted chestnut trees, you bastards!"

[Wow.]

"The snow mountains created with pure water are now mixed with your bodily fluids, and you've worn out the sphinx's holes! And now you've lost all shame to the point of openly mating on the beach? If that's the case, why not name the beach 'Sex on the Beach'? It's literally sex on the beach, isn't it?"

The roles had reversed.

The once-furious dragons now hung their heads in silence, while Orti was jumping around in rage.

Among them, I could see Breeze and Ernia kneeling in reflection.

Remembering their plans to make siblings for Rene on the beach, I couldn't possibly defend them.

Ernia probably had the same intentions as Breeze.

"Today's dragons are rotten beyond redemption! Therefore, I'm going to discipline you all myself today, so come at me. Those who lose will have their horns cut off and be made to stand on their heads, so it's better to attack with all your might!"

Orti's intention to use the dragons as teaching materials to show me new techniques was crystal clear.

Sure enough, she grinned in my direction and made a V-sign with her hand.

The verbal prowess of my great-great-grandmother, who had learned internet culture, was beyond imagination.
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I heard that a Dragon's authority lies in its horns.

There was no difference in power based on the size of the horns, but dragons with larger horns were still more popular.

After all, a dragon's aesthetic sense was all about the horns.

Dragons like Ernia who prioritized the size of their reproductive organs over their horns were considered strange.

These important dragon horns were now in a miserable state—cut off or partially caved in.

With their horns severely damaged, the dragons couldn't even treat themselves as they kept their horns planted on the ground with their hips raised high.

Of course, those close to me were exceptions.

"Is everyone having a hard time?"

"Not at all! We're not struggling in the slightest!"

"Really? Then would you like to spend the whole day like this?"

"......"

The dragons who had answered so boldly all fell silent at once.

They were already suffering after being in this position for an hour—how could they possibly endure 23 more?

Forget the horns—their heads, necks, and waists wouldn't survive.

The fact that none of them dared ask for mercy despite knowing what awaited them showed just how terrifying Orti was to these dragons.

[Well, I did beat up all these dragons with my own body, so I guess that explains it.]

To be fair, the dragons couldn't fight properly since they were facing a respected ancient dragon.

But not a single dragon could respond to Orti's innovative fighting style, so the result wouldn't have been different even if they had fought seriously.

It was an overwhelming strength of a different dimension.

Even if they challenged her hundreds of times under the same conditions, they would never win.

"Everyone, stand up."

"Yes!"

As soon as permission was granted, all the dragons rose to their feet.

It must have been quite an ordeal, as sweat was pouring down their faces like heavy rain.

Beyond the painful posture, Orti's intimidating presence made it hard for them to breathe.

"I'll end the discipline here. Behave yourselves from now on."

"It was truly an honor to receive your guidance!"

"I know you're just saying what I want to hear, so tone it down."

"We apologize."

"The rest of you listen well too. Being a dragon doesn't make you invincible, so don't be arrogant and show some humility occasionally! And keep your sexual desires in check!"

At Orti's sincere advice, the dragons bowed their heads deeply and spread their wings.

This was the dragons' unique posture of submission.

Simply put, it meant they would follow Orti's words.

"Good. I don't want to waste my breath anymore, so I'll trust you'll behave yourselves. I'm leaving now."

Orti turned around and walked toward the direction she had entered the hall.

The dragon representative hurriedly tried to create a portal, but Orti waved her hand dismissively.

She then raised her clenched fist high and brought it down toward the space behind her.

Crash!

Where her fist connected with empty space, cracks formed and a fracture appeared.

Within the shattered fracture that looked like broken glass, a portal leading outside appeared.

She had forcibly opened an existing portal using pure strength without any magic.

All the dragons, including myself, were shocked.

She had essentially opened a triple door made of orichalcum with a single punch.

The person in question casually entered the fracture as if it were nothing, and I hurriedly followed.

"Thanks for lending me your body. Thanks to you, I was able to wash away thousands of years of frustration!"

[I should be thanking you. I got to watch a great show from the sidelines.]

"Haha, feel free to copy the techniques I showed you, but don't obsess over recreating them perfectly. If you get too stubborn about it, you'll only end up ruining your body."

[I'll keep that in mind.]

"Good, I don't think you'd push yourself too hard anyway. Well, I've accomplished my goal, so I'll return your body now."

Snap!

As Orti snapped her fingers, my vision changed completely.

I had been floating around as a spirit, but suddenly I found myself standing on solid ground.

My senses returned to normal, and I could feel the warmth of my physical body. I had properly returned to my own body.

"Ugh?!"

As sensation returned, an excruciating pain like needles piercing every pore washed over me.

How had I not noticed this before?

She had moved among the dragons, delivering bare-handed attacks that penetrated their hides, and ultimately delivered a blow that shattered space to forcibly open a portal.

Naturally, my body couldn't have survived unscathed.

My body trembled with pain so intense that even taking a step forward was difficult.

It was so painful that maintaining consciousness felt like a trial.

Yet I was amazed thinking about how freely Orti had moved.

There were no pain-blocking spells on my body, which meant she had moved while enduring the pain through sheer mental strength.

[Oh right! I forgot that I was supposed to heal your body before returning it to you!]

"You... you only just realized that? That's a bit much, don't you think?"

[Sorry, I'll fix it now.]

"No, no! It's fine."

[Are you sure? Your body must be in terrible shape after how roughly I used it.]

"I want to try enduring it as much as I can."

[...If that's what you want, I won't stop you. Enduring pain is also a form of training.]

I carefully nodded.

Ow, even moving my neck slightly was agonizing.

[Are you being stubborn?]

"Even if all the muscles in my body are torn, the regenerative power of troll blood will heal me in half a day. Until then, I'll consider it training."

[Hmm...! Still, it's better to be prepared for unexpected situations. Would you mind going to the back of my statue?]

Since she wasn't wrong, I followed Orti's instructions.

Moving like a malfunctioning robot, I managed to make my way to the back of the statue.

Unlike the front, the rear of the ancient dragon statue was relatively bare except for the tail.

[Face the back of the pedestal and tap it twice upward, twice downward, and then three times alternating left and right.]

It felt like entering a cheat code in a classic arcade game.

I crouched down and tapped as Orti instructed.

Clunk!

A clear line appeared in the center of the flat surface, and a cover opened.

From inside the pedestal, a syringe filled with liquid rolled out and fell into my palm.

Having suddenly received a medical item, I stood frozen, blinking in confusion.

First elven cocaine, now dragon methamphetamine?

[It's not drugs!]

"Then what is this?"

[It's a potion that reconstructs the body.]

"Reconstructs the body?"

[To put it simply, when injected into a damaged body, it twists and reforms the muscles and skeleton. It can completely heal any fatal wound!]

"And the side effects?"

[Your gender will change.]

"I want a refund."

I tried to put the medicine back into the pedestal and close the cover.

Orti's urgent voice told me to wait a moment.

[Whoa, whoa, calm down! There are side effects, but if you inject it in two separate doses, there won't be any problems!]

"How can I believe that?"

[Unlike dragons, humans aren't that big, right? This potion was hidden away for dragons who might be suffering in the future. In other words, you have enough for two doses, so even if you become a woman, you can return to being a man!]

"Hmm...!"

A panacea that could completely heal even severed arms or lost eyes with just one injection.

It sounded tempting just hearing about it.

Except for the side effect of changing gender.

In my case, I could use it twice, and if used consecutively, my gender wouldn't change and my body would be healed.

Considering that, it was very beneficial, but something still felt off.

Wouldn't I have to part with my precious sword, even temporarily?

'And what if my precious sword disappears when I return to being male?'

The thought alone was horrifying.

I'd rather stay in my current broken state than risk that.

[I'm not saying you should use it right now! Just keep it and use it later when you're in danger!]

"...Alright."

[Sigh! I give you a precious gift and this is the response I get.]

"Thank you for the precious gift! I'll make good use of it later!"

[That's more like it!]

I wasn't particularly happy, but it was undeniably a rare gift.

Thinking of it as a last resort insurance, I carefully placed the potion in the inner pocket of my coat.

There might be ways to use this potion for purposes other than healing.

***

"So this is where they were hiding..."

On the upper level of Dranis, the island of dragons.

A man with six unique pairs of wings was looking down at the floating island.

His expression was calm yet solemn.

"The home of dragons with the power to stand against arrogant gods. Perhaps there are allies here who will join my plan."

He folded two pairs of black angel wings and closed his eyes.

The humiliation he had suffered at the hands of the gods.

When all his efforts were erased in an instant and he was cast down to earth, he made a resolution.

He would definitely, absolutely make them feel the same pain he had experienced.

'If I can gain the help of dragons, said to be the strongest species, my plan will become much easier.'

It was highly likely that none of the dragons would join his plan.

But if there was even a sliver of possibility, he decided to place his hope in it.

He was willing to do anything to increase the chances of his plan's success, even slightly.

'...Gabriel, you told me not to do anything foolish and to live quietly, didn't you?'

He had once secretly infiltrated the heavenly realm, looking for those who would share his cause.

But all he received was harsh words from an angel who had once been his comrade.

'Unfortunately, I can't do that. Revenge is all I have.'

He had once tried to set aside his desire for revenge and do something else.

Accumulating wealth to become an enviable magnate, eating delicious food until his stomach was about to burst, embracing beautiful human women, and so on.

He had tried every pleasure imaginable.

But the memory of betrayal kept resurfacing, tormenting him endlessly.

His former comrade who had risen to a high position without much effort.

Betrayed and cast down for the mere reason of envying him—his heart burned with rage.

'No one will be able to extinguish this anger of mine...'

A great demon and fallen angel filled with all kinds of sins.

The only thing he lacked was pride.
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"Are you feeling better?"

"Yeah, somewhat."

It's been six hours since I got my body back from Orti.

I had believed the troll's blood would help with my recovery to some extent, but my entire body was still aching.

So I decided not to push myself today and just rest, which is why I was currently getting a sand bath at the beach.

With my body buried in sand except for my head, the warm heat gradually seeping into my body felt good.

The downside was that I couldn't move freely, but it wasn't a problem since Rene had volunteered to take care of me.

"Lord Bern, I've cut up this unusual fruit called mango. Would you like some?"

"I'll have some."

When I opened my mouth, sweet fruit flesh entered.

As I chewed, juicy pulp burst forth, delighting my tongue.

As I savored the mango, I started craving shaved ice. Maybe I could make some with ice magic?

"It's awfully quiet around here."

"Well, there was that unfortunate incident."

During my sand bath, the only sound reaching my ears was the gentle waves.

Until recently, this place had been filled with the moans of dragons, but after Orti's sharp rebuke, no one had come to the beach.

It seems they were quite shocked to hear the respected ancient dragon say "sex on the beach."

"Come to think of it, how did you end up lending your body to the ancient dragon?"

"Ah! About that..."

Just as I was about to tell Rene everything that happened, my voice caught in my throat.

I remembered what Orti had told me—that Rene was destined to die.

Not wanting to tell her that, I decided to change my story.

"The ancient dragon looked at me with great interest, saying I was the first human to arrive in Dranis."

"That's right. Even as a half-blood, I rarely had the opportunity to come to Dranis, so humans coming here is practically unheard of."

"Yeah. Anyway, that's how I ended up crossing into the dimension where the ancient dragon's consciousness resided, and I lent my body to him for a while."

"He was truly incredible, worthy of every dragon's respect."

"Then why do you look like that?"

Rene was puffing her cheeks, expressing her dissatisfaction.

Since her words and expression didn't match, I had to ask.

"He may have been amazing, but he treated your body too roughly! He performed movements that even ordinary dragons would struggle with, and fought bare-handed without any equipment!"

"The Demonic Sword can only be used by someone who has contracted with it spiritually, not physically. Besides, dragons don't use human weapons even now, so someone from the distant past would be even more ignorant about swords."

I wasn't particularly disappointed that he didn't use a sword.

There were many aspects of Orti's mana manipulation and movements that could be incorporated into swordsmanship.

I was only worried whether I could customize her fighting style before facing the outer god.

If I could manage it in time, she would be an incredibly reliable ally in battle.

"Ugh! The problem is that he returned your body in such a battered state! Shouldn't he at least have healed your broken body?"

"Ah! So that's what you're upset about? Don't blame him too much. I asked him to return me in this damaged state."

"What? Why would you do such a thing?"

"Despite all this pain, didn't the ancient dragon move naturally without even blinking an eye?"

"I... guess so?"

"It means he has a mind strong enough to endure any pain. I need to follow his example and build up my tolerance to pain."

I've been relying too much on the troll blood's regenerative abilities in my fights.

Because wounds heal quickly, my sensitivity to pain has dulled.

That means if unexpected extreme pain hits me, it could create an opening.

To prevent such mishaps, I needed to become more familiar with pain and learn to endure it.

"You're always serious when it comes to combat, Lord Bern."

"That's why I am who I am today. If I hadn't become stronger, I would have been reduced to ashes by Ignite's breath."

"...Wasn't there a way to quit fighting and run far away?"

"There probably was. But if you keep running away forever, you won't be able to protect what's important when the crucial moment comes."

This world clearly operated on survival of the fittest.

The era I lived in was also a world where those with power took everything, but force wasn't everything.

Knowledge, politics, skill, eloquence, and more—people who excelled in various fields rose higher.

In contrast, this place favored fists over words.

A world where even the most eloquent person could be killed by a powerful person's sword.

Even with laws in place, you needed the strength to protect yourself and those around you.

"...Lord Bern, are you still concerned about what happened to me with Ignite?"

"Of course!"

If this had been a scene in a novel, readers would have been so frustrated they could die of cancer from eating too many sweet potatoes.

Despite sweet potatoes actually having anti-cancer properties, the situation was frustrating enough to feel carcinogenic.

As a former novel reader, that memory made my blood boil with anger at myself.

That's why I went to such extreme lengths, grinding my teeth and vowing to crush Ignite.

"It's a memory I'd rather not recall, but it feels strange to think that because of that incident, I became strong enough to handle Ignite like a lizard."

"Lord Bern."

"Yes?"

While I was feeling proud of my efforts that didn't shy away from hardships, Rene's voice caught my attention and I turned my head.

At the same time, she gently leaned forward.

Her moist, soft lips met mine.

For a moment, I couldn't understand what was happening and my thoughts froze, but then my face grew hot.

"Thank you for going through so much for me."

"Y-yeah."

"And I love you."

Rene blushed shyly and smiled sweetly.

Combined with the strong sunlight shining down, she radiated a holy and elegant aura.

At this moment, it wouldn't be an exaggeration to call her a goddess.

I never imagined that sincere words of gratitude and a confession of love could stir my heart so much.

"Did your heart flutter?"

"Yes..."

Was it because of the heat flowing through the sand? Or was it due to the warmth of my surging emotions?

My head was getting hot, and I couldn't speak.

It was strange. I, who used to sleep around with women indiscriminately, was now losing my composure over a mere kiss.

"Did you already forget what the ancient dragon said about not doing impure acts at the beach?"

While I was stammering with my conversation function broken, Sestia was slowly walking up behind Rene.

She must have seen us kissing.

"Impure acts? This is just a pure expression of affection between lovers."

"That's a father complex that needs treatment."

"Hmph! What nonsense! Lord Bern is not my father!"

I had already told both Rene and Sestia about my past.

Since then, Sestia had been accusing us of incest, but Rene firmly objected.

She argued that she had met and fallen in love with me before I went to the past.

And that my past self and current self had completely different bodies.

That's why she could proudly declare that I wasn't her father.

It wasn't wrong, but it strangely hurt a corner of my heart.

"Well, a concubine who met him later than my mother and I wouldn't properly understand our situation!"

"What? My love for him is no less than yours!"

"As if it could compare to mine and mother's?"

Just as they had been since their first meeting, Rene and Sestia didn't get along.

While Breeze and Hukeadose had a decent relationship, their children bickered whenever they met, like sworn enemies.

Both were precious lovers to me, and I wished they could get along.

But their gazes were growing increasingly hostile.

"My, my, young ones fighting over love—how fresh!"

In this explosive situation, one person appeared with a bright smile.

It was Breeze, wearing a micro bikini with far too little fabric for her magnificent, high-quality chest.

She maintained the beauty of a woman in her prime, making one doubt she was actually married, while making her body's curves even more pronounced.

With so much exposure that it was hard to find a place to rest my eyes, Breeze approached me.

Then, with her slender hand, she stroked my cheek and pressed her cheek against mine.

"No matter how hard you two fight, I'm the only one who's had his child. That makes me the legal wife."

Breeze smiled smugly with a winner's grin.

Watching this, Rene and Sestia bristled.

However, they didn't raise their voices.

Even if they couldn't accept her as the legal wife, the pregnancy and childbirth were facts.

They needed to either fight back on a different topic or act as if they didn't care whether Breeze was the legal wife or not.

Just like the adult dragon busily digging sand on my lower abdomen.

"What are you doing?"

"Are you talking to me?"

"Yes, you."

"Looking for the big thing♡"

"This is driving me crazy."

Eronia had no interest in the legal wife battle.
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"Strangely quiet..."

After breaking through the barrier surrounding Dranis, Lucifer entered the interior.

He had expected dragons to come and impose sanctions on him as an uninvited guest, but there was no sign of such a response.

The silence continued even after he safely landed on the snowy field.

*Could it be uninhabited? That shouldn't be possible according to what Leviathan told me.*

Lucifer had come here after receiving premium intelligence that dragons from all over the world were gathering in the skies above.

Considering his solid relationship of trust with Leviathan, the possibility of false information was low, and he couldn't find any reason why she would provide misleading information.

The only conclusion was that some incident had occurred here, causing the dragons to disappear.

*If that's the case, this is a troublesome situation.*

He had come to find comrades who would join his rebellion, but if their situation was already precarious, they would likely refuse.

*But this isn't necessarily bad news.*

While many would turn back after a wasted trip, Lucifer saw this as an opportunity.

If he helped solve their problems, his reputation would improve, and naturally, some dragons might agree to join his cause.

Turning crisis into opportunity, Lucifer contemplated how to thoroughly exploit the current situation.

However, with limited information at the moment, he needed to explore the island to assess the situation first.

*Hmm, should I head south? I sensed something near the shore.*

Spreading his wings again, Lucifer shot through the air at low altitude.

Passing through a forest of foul-smelling trees, he quickly reached a sandy beach where the water met the sky at the horizon.

Unlike the quiet snowfield, he heard boisterous voices and turned his head.

Lucifer's gaze caught Ernia being scolded by the Mad Dragon mother-daughter pair and Sestia.

*Humans...? No, dragons who've polymorphed into humans.*

Lucifer quickly assessed that they were dragons from the horns and wings that humans don't possess.

There were some with diluted dragon blood mixed in, but considering the similar-looking women, they must be relatives.

In other words, these were dragons on a family and friends outing to the beach.

The swimsuits they were all wearing without exception proved it.

*I don't understand why dragons are enjoying the beach in human form, but...*

Having heard rumors that dragons were capricious creatures, Lucifer decided to overlook the details.

The problem was how to approach them without spoiling their mood.

It was especially difficult to approach since there were no males in the group.

*I'll have to approach as politely as possible.*

Just as he was about to approach Breeze's group with an immaculate appearance and disciplined posture, he felt an intense malicious gaze from behind him.

Startled, he quickly turned around.

At his feet was a dog wearing swimming goggles on its forehead.

The black dog with moist, bright eyes looked up at Lucifer, panting.

With an adorable tube around its waist, it hardly seemed like the owner of the malicious gaze.

"Woof!"

With a bright smile, the dog started running past Lucifer.

Scurrying with its tiny legs, the dog squeezed between the dragons and climbed onto a mound of sand.

"Awoooo!"

Howling like a wolf, the dog began digging with its front paws.

After creating a hole and digging deep into it, a human arm suddenly popped out from the sand pit.

"Woof! Woof!"

"Huh? That's something I didn't expect at all."

The owner of the arm conversing with the tail-wagging dog was Bern.

He rose up, finishing his sand bath.

From Lucifer's perspective, Bern was obscured by the dragons, so he couldn't see him clearly.

Still, from the voice, he could tell it was a man.

*There was one more person...? I didn't sense anything at all.*

Lucifer was momentarily flustered that he hadn't noticed, but quickly regained his composure.

In any case, the presence of another male was good news for him.

Though Lucifer felt relieved, unfortunately, he couldn't approach Bern's group.

*Snap!*

With the sound of snapping fingers, the ground began to shake.

The vibrations grew stronger, and the waves coming from the sea became more intense.

Finally, waves as tall as skyscrapers rushed toward the shore but were blocked by marble walls that suddenly rose from the ground.

Similar walls rose one after another, surrounding the entire beach area.

In an instant, a massive circular arena was constructed, and at the same time, dragons who had been hiding themselves emerged in large numbers.

"Finally completed!"

"When I think about the hard work we put in to build this in half a day, it's maddening, but seeing it now makes it worthwhile."

"Is it true that we can really satisfy our sexual desires here?"

"It's the word of the person who manifested the Ancient Dragon, so we should believe it for now."

After Ortie's mental education, the dragons had been building under the sand beach.

This was Bern's instruction and an extension of Ortie's admonition.

Ortie had asked to bring new life to Dranis, which had become morally corrupt due to lack of entertainment.

Accepting this request, Bern had ordered the dragons to create an arena.

"It reminds me of when we were in Rebron."

"That's right, it's modeled after Rebron's arena."

"Wouldn't it have been better to make a casino like my Yuran?"

"Most dragons are active, so they probably wouldn't prefer sitting elegantly and gambling like in a casino."

"So you made an arena for dragons to fight each other and relieve stress?"

"Yes, there are more reasons for making the arena, but you'll understand when you hear my explanation later."

As soon as the arena was completed, the dragons started chattering among themselves.

Taking advantage of the commotion, Bern sat down on a luxurious-looking chair placed in the center of the stands.

Looking down at the dragons from his elevated position with a satisfied smile, he stretched his hand forward.

"I now declare the opening of the First Dranis Fighting Tournament!"

"Fighting tournament?"

"He means we should fight and hit each other."

"What, that's so mundane."

Though he had spoken boldly, the dragons' reactions were lukewarm.

However, as if he had anticipated this response, Bern didn't lose his smile.

"Mundane, you say... It's natural to think that way right now. But I guarantee your reaction will be different after hearing my full explanation."

"Well, let's hear it then."

The dragons fell silent to listen to the explanation.

The once noisy space suddenly became quiet, with only Bern's voice resonating.

"First of all, the winner can have sex with the loser."

At those words, some dragons put their hands between their thighs.

It was to prevent their groins from swelling or fluids from leaking out.

This meant that the first sentence of the explanation was powerful enough to excite the dragons.

"W-wait a minute! Didn't the Ancient Dragon forbid all immoral acts?"

"He only said to exercise restraint, not prohibition. He was angry in the first place because you were satisfying your sexual desires everywhere. If you had been moderate, he wouldn't have been so furious."

"Does that mean through the arena..."

"I recognize it as legal intercourse."

As he gave a thumbs up, some dragons began to cheer.

However, those who still had doubts didn't show their emotions.

"What happens if men fight each other?"

"We'll separate males and females when fighting, so that won't happen. If the parties want, they can fight same-sex opponents, but I'd prefer if train play or scissoring happened outside the arena."

"What benefits does the tournament winner get?"

"I'll give you a chance to petition the Ancient Dragon. You can wish for anything you want. However, you'll have to defeat me first."

The Ancient Dragon and Bern are different.

The dragons who believed this laughed at Bern's confident attitude.

They said it might be an easier match than the finals.

But Bern continued the Q&A without caring.

Meanwhile, Lucifer, who had been listening to Bern's story from a shadowy corner of the arena.

He couldn't understand the dragons' laughter at all.

Lucifer, the Great Demon of Pride who wasn't prideful himself, had the ability to gauge the strength of his targets.

One human had a more distinctive presence than any dragon.

There was only one human currently staying in Dranis.

*How could he reach such a level with a human body? Truly frightening...*

*Gulp!*

Extremely tense, Lucifer calmly observed Bern.

For him, Bern was the final gate he needed to pass through for his goal.

He was determined to overcome it proudly and involve all dragons in his rebellion plan.

"Wait, if you're going to fight the winner who's been through consecutive victories and is in tatters, isn't that unfair?"

"That's fine. I have an amazing recovery drug! It's a potion given to me by the Ancient Dragon himself!"

Bern pulled out a syringe filled with medicine from his pocket and waved it.

He said he would inject this medicine into the winner so they could fight in perfect condition.

However, he didn't mention the hidden side effects of the potion, so his intentions were transparent.

"Now, let's begin the exciting fighting tournament!"
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"Is that the one?"

"Woof!"

"I never thought the last target would come here of all places."

While scanning the contestants in the tournament with my opera glasses, I spotted a distinctly out-of-place figure.

Among the burly dragons stood a fallen angel with folded wings and fake horns.

It was obvious he wasn't a dragon, but the others seemed to regard him as some descendant of the celestial dragons and paid little attention to him.

Though Dranis normally prohibits other races, there were exceptions like me this time, so they didn't seem to care much.

"He's inadvertently benefiting from my presence."

Lowering my opera glasses, I placed my hand on Chaos's head as he spun in circles on my lap.

The moment I touched him, Chaos sat down and began wagging his tail enthusiastically.

"Woof!"

Chaos was demanding praise for discovering and reporting the presence of Lucifer, the Demon of Pride.

When I rubbed his head, his tiny ears perked up.

"Liri."

"You called, Master?"

"I'd like your objective assessment."

"If you're asking whether that fallen angel has any chance of winning the tournament, I'd say none."

"Why?"

"That fallen angel will have to hide certain abilities to avoid suspicion. But his opponents are dragons who would be challenging even if he used his full power. Charging in with self-imposed limitations would be reckless."

"What if you were to help him secretly?"

"...That would be quite a difficult mission."

"The fact that you're not flatly saying it's impossible suggests it can be done."

"Yes, victory wouldn't be impossible with my assistance, though there would be risks."

With Liri's help—someone strong enough to fight divine beings—there was no way he could lose.

Of course, she would need to be careful not to be discovered, so she couldn't assist with her full power.

But even accounting for that, Lucifer with Liri's help would become absurdly strong.

If he still lost, it would mean Lucifer's qualities were below standard.

"Then help Lucifer win."

"If I may ask, what's your reason?"

"Simple. I want to turn a potential variable in the upcoming final battle from a negative into a positive."

"Wouldn't it be better to expose and eliminate him here?"

"Removing a variable just takes you from negative to zero. I want to flip the negative into a positive."

"You plan to use a fallen angel allied with divine beings?"

"Yes."

When I nodded, Liri's expressionless face broke into a bitter smile.

She adjusted her clothes and slowly melted into the shadows.

"Understood. I'll do my best to fulfill your wishes."

"Thank you. Just bear with it a little."

Instead of answering, Liri bowed and disappeared into the shadows.

With that, the outcome of the tournament was decided.

Now I just needed to watch the competition from my seat and pass the time.

"...Whine?"

"What's wrong?"

Chaos was tapping my knee as if he had something to say.

When I asked what was bothering him, he pointed somewhere with his front paw.

It was the opposite side of the male dragons' area, where the female dragons had gathered.

As I scanned the female contestants with my opera glasses, I realized there was a familiar face among them.

I had specifically told Breeze and Ernia not to participate in the tournament.

They had naturally protested, but I silenced all complaints by saying I didn't want other men taking my women.

Yet there was someone I knew among the participants.

And it was one of the people I cherished most.

"Wow, this is a completely unexpected variable..."

A black-haired woman with closed eyes and a gentle smile stood there wearing fake horns.

Unlike Lucifer, however, the other dragons were whispering about her identity.

Her appearance so obviously screamed "I'm not a dragon" that I let out a deep sigh.

Before the tournament even began properly, I now had someone whose safety I needed to protect.

"Why is Rin here?"

My head was already spinning.

***

Bwoooo-!

The horn sounded, signaling the start of the tournament, and the iron gate separating the two sides opened.

For the much-anticipated first match, a cyan-scaled dragon over 5 meters tall stepped forward from the men's side.

He was a wind dragon who could freely manipulate air, and his mere presence created whirlwinds around the arena.

"Hm? A human?"

From the women's side, Rin walked forward, looking infinitely small compared to the wind dragon.

Though she moved with elegant, dignified steps, her relatively small stature made even that seem insignificant.

"I look forward to our match," she said.

"The opening match, and my first opponent is a human? How disappointing."

"You may already be disappointed, but I promise the content of our match won't disappoint you."

"Spare me. How could someone who looks like they'd fly away with just a puff of my breath possibly face me?"

"My physical abilities may be nothing compared to a dragon's, but I have a sword instead."

"You mean that toothpick?"

The wind dragon mockingly pointed at Rin's sword with the tip of his claw.

To a dragon's eyes, it looked as small as a needle, useful only for drawing a drop of blood.

"That's how it must appear to you, I understand. But I would appreciate it if you could refrain from disrespecting the sword."

"You talk too much. I'm going to break your precious toothpick in front of everyone, so hurry up and attack."

"...You'll regret this."

As soon as the conversation ended, Rin dashed forward like an arrow.

The wind dragon quickly spread his wings to summon the wind, sending a gale rushing toward Rin.

The wind pressure was strong enough to crush every joint in her body.

Yet Rin continued running forward calmly through it all.

"What? How is a human withstanding my wind?"

"This is just like the gentle breeze I often experienced in the Knife Wind Ravine."

"How dare you! I was going easy on you because you're human!"

"Your consideration is useless. Give me your all."

"Shut your mouth!"

The wind force increased to a level that could tear skin and rip flesh.

In an environment where even a superhuman would struggle to stand, Rin drew her sword from its scabbard.

Just before the wind reached her, she swung her sword at a speed invisible to the naked eye.

Swoosh-!

A blade of energy imbued with blue mana formed and cut through the wind.

This was sword energy that could only be manifested by someone who had reached the realm of Sword Master.

It was much purer than Bern's sword energy, and its sharpness clearly exceeded Bern's level.

"What the...?"

Bern, who had been watching the match anxiously, set aside his concerns and instead stared in shock.

The period during which Bern hadn't seen Rin was only about a month.

The last time they met, she was merely a pseudo-Sword Master who could create sword energy through pure technique.

But now, Rin had reached beyond the realm of Sword Master to something more—it wouldn't be an exaggeration to say she had entered the realm of Grand Sword Master.

"Is that even possible?"

[Well, I don't find it particularly strange.]

"You don't find this situation strange?"

[Rin's skills have surpassed the realm of Sword Master. But do you know why she's been held back by a wall until now?]

"Um... her love for the sword?"

[Exactly. Remember how Rin just warned against disrespecting her sword? She's finally developed a love for the sword herself.]

Bern paused the conversation and carefully observed Rin.

Examining her sword, he noticed that the handle was subtly discolored and worn.

"...Should I consider it NTR if she's stolen my lover's affection for her sword?"

"I came because I suspected you'd be thinking something weird, and sure enough, you are."

"Sestia?"

"Since I've been caught, I might as well explain the situation to you."

"Explain the situation... Ah! You brought Rin here?"

This was also surprising news to Bern.

He knew Rin and Sestia were on fairly good terms.

But he didn't think they were close enough for Sestia to help smuggle Rin into Dranis.

"Actually, my father brought her."

"Your father? For what reason?"

"How could he not when she threatened him with a sword demanding to be brought here?"

"R-really?"

While Bern could accept the sword threat, what he couldn't easily comprehend was the target of the threat.

Even though Hukeadose, one of the Four Great Dragons, was friendly toward humans, he would normally dismiss human threats as insignificant.

Yet Hukeadose accepted Rin's threat and complied with her demands.

This suggested only one thing.

"Looks like you've reached the conclusion. Yes, Rin has become stronger than my damn father."

"Rin defeated your father?"

"It's hard to believe, but it's true. The thing is, Rin has started to view her sword the same way she views you."

"What does that mean?"

"It means Rin, who can't live without you, thinks of her sword as you! She masturbates with her sword every night thinking it's you! This is what happens when you neglect her for so long."

Sword = Bern.

Rin's blind love for Bern had been transferred to her sword, resulting in explosive growth in her swordsmanship.

Realizing this, Bern was left speechless.

"By the way, she's currently inserting a dagger she considers yours. Isn't that insane?"

"Oh..."

Bern turned his gaze back to Rin.

He could see a thin stream of liquid running down Rin's thighs.

"...So it's dual-wielding!"

Smack-!

Sestia's hand struck the back of Bern's head.
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Day 2 of the Fighting Tournament.

After numerous eliminations on the first day, only seasoned dragons remained, making the tournament even more heated.

From this point on, even dragons who could be considered strong had the possibility of being violated.

For instance, it meant that a female dragon rumored to be so intimidating that no one dared speak to her could be humiliated by another dragon.

The dragons were extremely excited by such a perverse thrill.

"Hmm...!"

However, Bern alone was watching the tournament with a worried expression rather than excitement.

He had advised Breeze and Ernia not to participate, completely preventing the possibility of them being taken by other dragons.

Contrary to Bern's expectations, Rin had participated and had grown considerably stronger in his absence, which eased some of his concerns.

However, the fact that Rin had become stronger than imagined was causing problems, and Bern felt conflicted about her overwhelming skill against dragons.

"I-I surrender! I surrender!"

"Is that all it takes for you to surrender? You lack perseverance. Please be more committed to the duel."

"No, that blocked attack just now was my sincere best shot!"

"Are you still lying even in this situation?"

"It's true!"

Rin easily defeated even a dragon who had been selected as the successor to lead the next generation of dragons.

Initially thinking she was just a human participating as a jester, the dragons finally began to be wary of her as she defeated one dragon after another.

*If she's not careful, she might even crush Lucifer and rise to the top.*

Bern, who had been scheming to have Lucifer challenge him, shared the same concern as the dragons.

If Rin, who was winning consecutively with unstoppable momentum, were to meet Lucifer, who was barely advancing with Liri's help, his plan would be ruined.

If Rin's opponent had been Liri's main body, it would have been difficult to determine a winner.

However, with Lucifer, there seemed to be no hope at all.

*I need to do something somehow...*

Even if their match was postponed as much as possible, they would inevitably meet in the finals.

He needed to come up with a solution before that moment arrived.

Unfortunately, the heavens were not on his side.

"All matches for Round 2 have concluded. According to the draw results, Round 3 this afternoon will begin with a single match between Lucipel and Rin!"

"Fuck."

What Bern had been dreading had finally happened.

Lucipel was the alias Lucifer was using in the tournament, meaning the very thing he had hoped to avoid had become reality.

Bern grabbed his head and sighed deeply enough to sink the ground.

Why was heaven so indifferent!

Lamenting thus while leaning back against his seat, Bern carefully considered his options.

*Should I just go to Rin and confess my entire plan?*

However, unlike Rene who openly showed her jealousy, it was difficult to tell Rin outright that he wanted to seduce another woman.

Rin's jealousy was cold enough to bring frost in the middle of summer.

Bern still couldn't forget her cold gaze staring at him silently with a chilling smile.

"Urgh!"

[Wouldn't it be better to just give up comfortably?]

Unable to think of a suitable method despite racking his brain, Bern scratched his head vigorously.

Tilting his head back, he placed Chaos, whom he had been hugging tightly, over his eyes.

The fluffy sensation and the complete lack of weight.

What Bern had been hugging was a clone made from Chaos's fur.

The real Chaos had departed into the shadows to help Liri, who was performing better than expected.

As Bern warmed his heavy eyelids with Chaos's fur to relieve his fatigue, a good idea flashed through his mind.

"Ah!"

[Oh? Seems like you've thought of a good solution?]

"I could just knock Lucifer unconscious for this round and pretend to be him!"

[And then you would fight the awakened Rin yourself?]

"Exactly!"

Though it was a one-dimensional idea, there was no better plan.

Sometimes, it seemed better to just move forward single-mindedly, focusing only on what's ahead.

With that thought, Bern returned Chaos's clone, which had been resting on his face, back into the shadows.

Then he called for Liri, communicating his intentions while she was taking a break.

"Master? Why have you summoned us?"

"Woof!"

"I wanted to ask for one more task before the next round begins."

"Additional overtime work?"

Though no emotion was conveyed, Liri's words sounded much more bland than usual.

Feeling guilty, Bern scratched his cheek awkwardly with an embarrassed smile.

"Haha... When you put it that way, I feel like an exploitative boss."

"I never said it like that."

"I know. And after you complete this additional task, you can rest for this round."

"Is that okay? Without me, that incompetent fallen angel might be eliminated immediately."

"It's fine."

Bern said with determination, his lips curving into an arc.

Though it was an impromptu plan, his overflowing confidence already assured success.

Prahf, Liri, and Chaos gazed at Bern in admiration as he moved forward on the path of deception without hesitation, with conviction.

Women captivated by Bern's charm.

It was a dream-like situation for any man, but the sad part was that none of the three were human.

Today, as always, Bern was unknowingly accumulating stacks of unusual fetishes.

***

[You seem quite pleased.]

"Hm? Did I look that way?"

[Have you already forgotten that I can read my contractor's thoughts whenever I want?]

"You're right, so I guess everything's been exposed."

I had been worried that Rin's explosive growth might ruin my plan by defeating Lucifer.

But on one hand, I was genuinely happy for her, and on the other hand, my competitive spirit was ignited.

I had barely reached the realm of Grand Sword Master.

Meanwhile, Rin, who had perfectly understood the mysteries of the sword, seemed to be one step ahead of me.

"A duel with a swordsman who has more talent with the sword than me. How could it not be exciting?"

[An excellent mindset, my contractor. That spirit of not shying away from strong opponents is the foundation of growth.]

I would observe and absorb all the techniques of a Grand Sword Master that I could learn from fighting Rin.

Some might call it cowardly, but what does it matter?

Since there should be no secrets between loved ones, there's no problem in learning the secrets of my lover's techniques.

[Isn't the fact that you're hiding your identity and pretending to be Lucifer a secret?]

"A-Ahem! This isn't a personal secret but a secret for the greater good, so it's fine."

[No matter how I hear it, it sounds like a double standard... but if that's how you see it, then so be it.]

Prahf's words hit the mark, making my conscience ache, but I managed to maintain my composure and endure it.

I always feel that facts can be strangely sharp.

[It seems like it's about to begin. Get ready.]

"Ah."

Creak-! Clank!

The door to the arena opened, illuminating the path I was to take.

Similarly, the door on the opposite side opened, and Rin emerged from the shadows, her black hair fluttering.

I continued moving forward, not taking my eyes off her.

Fortunately, the fact that people in the stands didn't say anything when they saw me suggests that the disguise worked properly.

"I'm Rin. Pleased to meet you."

"I'm Lucipel. Let's have a good match."

A pre-match handshake that wasn't seen in fights with dragons.

I had considered refusing, but since Rin extended her hand first, I couldn't bring myself to decline.

"Ah...!"

"What, what's wrong?"

"N-Nothing."

Rin's hand twitched slightly when we touched.

I thought I might have been caught, but she shook her head vigorously, denying my courtesy.

If she had known it was me, she wouldn't have rejected my gesture.

Relieved of one worry, I stood facing her.

Simultaneously, the bell rang throughout the arena.

Rin and I drew our swords at the exact same time and swung them at each other.

Clang-!

As the swords collided, fierce sparks rose like fireworks.

While our vision was obscured by the sparks, both Rin and I were quickly preparing our next moves.

Vertical and horizontal slashes followed by diagonal sword energy and elegantly rotating sword energy.

Even though the match had just begun, we were performing an incredible sword dance.

*This is fun...!*

How long has it been since I fought a proper strong opponent?

I had met strong beings like the ancient dragon Orti, but we never determined a winner.

My body and mind, stiff from not moving properly for a long time.

A thrilling current spread through my body and mind through the duel with Rin.

This is sex!

*But regardless of how enjoyable it is, it's definitely becoming more challenging.*

On the surface, it might seem like we're evenly matched.

However, the interval between Rin's strikes was slightly shorter than mine.

The difference might not be significant now, but in about 5 minutes, I would gradually be pushed back.

[Are you going to use magic?]

*I guess I'll have to if I want to win?*

It might be unfair, but this isn't a duel that's decided solely by swords but one where all abilities are utilized.

No one could criticize me for using magic.

With that conviction, just as I was about to activate my Dragon Heart.

I felt Rin's sword strikes strangely losing power.

"So it was you, Gracious Teacher."

"Huh...?"

"Don't ease up. It will look suspicious to others."

At Rin's unexpected advice, I put strength into my arms and swung my sword.

In response, Rin smiled with satisfaction and countered.

"So you knew it was me from when we shook hands earlier?"

"No, I knew from the beginning."

"How?"

"Well, no matter how much your appearance changes, your scent, gestures, and frequent habits remain the same."

It's surprising that she remembers all my actions?

But unable to voice that thought, I continued the sword dance.

"It seems your intention wasn't to check my growth, but rather to make the owner of that disguised body win."

"Damn!"

In the midst of the sword dance where I couldn't let my guard down even for a moment, Rin guessed my intention for participating and got it exactly right.

After awakening as a Grand Sword Master, her intuition and perception might have been enhanced as well.

"Alright. I'll pretend to lose as best as I can."

"R-Really?"

"Yes, but in return, I'll take the winner's rights."

"Huh? What did you say?"

I asked her to repeat what she had said, but no answer came.

Instead, Rin acted as if she had made a fatal mistake and allowed my strike.

The eerie part was that she made even the mistake look dramatic, not raising any suspicion from the audience.

The duel with the injured Rin naturally flowed to my victory, like an unobstructed river.

"Haa...! Haa...! Are you okay? Don't you want to ask why?"

"Huu...! Huu...! Yes, I'm fine. After all, I had only one purpose for participating in this tournament."

Rin grabbed my arm, which was pointing a sword at her neck.

Then she pulled me sharply, making my body fall and overlap with hers.

Frighteningly, the process of Rin pulling my arm took only 0.1 seconds, making it appear to the audience as if I was trying to pounce on her.

"Ugh! S-Stop it!"

"Huh...?"

"Don't you have any pride! How much more humiliation do you want to inflict on me, who's tasting the bitterness of defeat and despair?"

"W-Wait a minute!"

Startled by Rin's sudden role-playing, I tried to get away from her.

However, her legs were wrapped around my waist, pressing down firmly.

Additionally, as if she could use her body like a sword, she shot sword energy from her fingernails, undoing my belt.

"N-No! I have someone I love... Ah♡"

[That crazy woman...! That crazy woman...! That crazy woman...! That crazy woman...!]

Rin, who orchestrated and executed everything on her own, making it all look plausible.

Beyond swords, in planning and design as well, she was a far more talented individual than me.
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"Mmm...? Ugh! Wh-where am I?"

Lush green leaves blocked the sky above.

Lucifer sat up and immediately looked around as he regained consciousness.

He was in a secluded forest where light barely penetrated—a place no one would likely visit.

Lucifer tried to recall what happened before he lost consciousness.

*I was definitely hunting in the forest for lunch...*

He had spotted a rare wild boar, seldom seen on the surface.

Just as he was about to chase after the boar fleeing for its life...

Lucifer suddenly realized someone had grabbed him from behind and turned around.

But as if that was exactly what they were waiting for, a purple liquid forced its way into his mouth and nose.

No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't remember anything after that.

*I must have lost consciousness from that ambush.*

From the moment he allowed himself to be ambushed, Lucifer had considered himself a dead man.

Yet here he was, very much alive and not even mauled by wild beasts.

Was it divine providence? Or was he hallucinating?

Unable to identify the purple liquid that had overwhelmed him, he examined his body.

After confirming nothing seemed particularly different, he let out a sigh of relief.

"Ah! The tournament!"

As soon as his personal safety concerns were resolved, Lucifer remembered his situation.

He had entered the fighting tournament under a false identity to recruit dragons as his allies.

After barely making it through the second round, he needed to prepare for the third round opening match that was scheduled to begin in the afternoon.

But the sun had already moved past its zenith toward the west, which meant his match was over.

Having been lying unconscious in the forest, participation was impossible—his opponent must have advanced by default.

*What a terrible misfortune...!*

He hadn't lost due to a difference in skill but had suffered a default loss because of a simple ambush.

Enraged by this fact, Lucifer knocked down a nearby tree with one hand.

He knew venting his anger on a tree wouldn't change anything, but he couldn't help it.

If he didn't release some of his frustration, he might storm into the tournament and cause a scene.

That would be the worst-case scenario.

He would lose any chance of gaining the dragons' assistance and likely lose his life as well.

*It's not completely over yet. The tournament organizer is human, and judging by how he holds his head high even before dragons, he must possess power that even dragons cannot oppose.*

After cooling his head, Lucifer slowly considered alternative approaches.

He decided to approach Bern to create another opportunity.

Being the type to immediately put plans into action, Lucifer headed back to the arena from the forest, only to encounter a completely unexpected situation.

"Hahaha! Brother! You were hiding something quite impressive!"

"Kuhak!"

As he was passing through the waiting room, a dragon suddenly slapped Lucifer on the back.

It was painful for his fallen angel body, which was more fragile than a dragon's, but he endured it and asked what the dragon meant.

"Hehe, pretending not to know! All the dragons witnessed your magnificent tool and your very intense mating, yet you still play dumb?"

"M-mating...?"

Lucifer was bewildered.

While he appreciated the dragon's goodwill, he wasn't sure how to take what sounded like sexual harassment.

How did they know whether his "tool" was large or not?

And what on earth did they mean by "intense mating"?

These two questions swirled in Lucifer's mind.

"Aha! Acting shy, unlike yourself? Well, if that's the case, I'll pretend I don't know. Good luck in your next match! Hahaha!"

"Ah! W-wait a moment!"

But the boisterous dragon left after saying his piece.

Lucifer stood there dumbfounded, having no idea what was going on.

With no other choice, he continued on his way, intending to ask someone else.

*This is maddening.*

Dragons were whispering as they looked at him.

He wanted to ask what had happened during his absence, but the atmosphere wasn't conducive to that.

It would have made sense if they were mocking him for being a dropout who had forfeited, but instead, they were all saying things like "that was amazing" or "that was sick."

Lucifer thoroughly ignored the attention around him.

He could have grabbed any dragon and asked what was going on, but he didn't.

He trusted no one and wanted to confirm the situation with his own eyes.

"Ha!"

And finally, he let out a scornful laugh.

His name, which should have been impossible to find on the fourth round roster, was there.

There was even a brief written explanation of his third-round match—he couldn't help but laugh.

Lucifer realized there was an impostor, and some scheme was hidden behind this deception.

***

"Master, the fallen angel has become aware of the situation."

"R-really?"

"...Are you in a lot of pain?"

"Whew...! Don't even mention it. As Rin's skill level increased, her hip movements and techniques developed even further—I nearly died!"

"Isn't your lover's improvement a good thing?"

"How many lovers do I have to take responsibility for? When their lower bodies get stronger, even I waste away."

"If you had firmly maintained monogamy, this would have ended. In the end, isn't this self-inflicted?"

"Y-you leave me speechless."

Unlike Bern, who's faithful to one person, I'm greedy.

Who would refuse the opportunity to create a harem—every man's fantasy?

It's complicated that most of them aren't human, but they're all beautiful women, so I'm satisfied.

It's like having premium chocolate ice cream with a hint of mint.

Even if some people find the flavor off-putting, the chocolate is so excellent that you can eat it regardless.

"Anyway, the fallen angel has realized the situation you created. What do you plan to do now?"

"Leave him be. I created this situation anticipating this would happen."

"Couldn't he abandon the competition and flee, refusing to follow someone else's intentions?"

"Don't worry. That will absolutely never happen."

"May I ask why you're so confident?"

"I gave Chaos special instructions considering the possibility you mentioned. I ordered him to administer only a tiny amount of the drug to Lucifer while he was unconscious."

"Waoong!"

Speak of the devil—Chaos jumped out from the shadows and onto my lap.

When I gave Chaos instructions, I had hung a vial containing a minute amount of the potion around his neck.

Now the vial was completely empty, indicating the mission was successful.

"Good job."

"Hek! Hek! Hek! Awooong!"

I roughly stroked Chaos's entire body as he wanted.

I thoroughly caressed him from his fluffy face to his smooth belly, making him feel good.

"You've already used the potion?"

"That's right."

"But if it's an extremely small amount, won't the effect be minimal?"

"That remains to be seen."

Bern finally managed to detach Chaos, who had been tugging at his zipper offering to "clean up," and gestured with his chin toward the spectator area where Lucifer was.

While other dragons were cheering and shouting for the tournament, Lucifer was hunched over in his seat.

His face had turned red, and though we couldn't hear him, he appeared to be breathing heavily.

The changes from the potion were gradually progressing.

"I plan to let him slowly discover female pleasure as his gender transforms. That's why I'm changing the method of assistance from the fourth round!"

"How specifically do you plan to change it?"

"I'll disguise myself as Lucifer's opponent and fight him. So Liri, you know what to do without me saying it, right?"

"Haah..."

I winked, implying she should somehow take care of Lucifer's scheduled opponent.

Liri exhaled as if exasperated.

Though still difficult, it would be much easier than being ordered to help Lucifer win.

"Understood."

"Thank you!"

Lucifer is an angel who became an archdemon.

Since he already knows the pleasure of falling from grace, he should be able to embrace and digest another kind of fall.

The new pleasure of becoming a female...

"Operation Fallen Angel's Female Transformation begins."

"So that was your plan."

"Ack!"

Both I and Chaos, who was in my arms, jumped in surprise at the voice that came from behind without any warning.

When I turned around, Rin was smiling brightly.

"H-how long have you been there?"

"Master, she's been here from the beginning. She cut off her presence with her sword, erasing herself as if she didn't exist in this world."

"Is that even possible? No, more importantly, Liri, you knew?"

"Yes."

"Why didn't you tell me!"

"You didn't ask, so I didn't mention it."

This is clearly retaliation.

Revenge against a master who uses her as he pleases.

I wanted to hold her accountable, but Rin, who had been listening to our conversation from the very beginning, took priority.

"Rin, th-this is...!"

"I'd like to participate in Gracious Teacher's plan as well."

"What? Are you serious?"

"In exchange, there's one thing I'd like to ask of you."

"W-what is it?"

"Tomorrow, when the tournament schedule ends, is my ovulation day. I'd like to ask for your best effort then, just like today!"

The time for confirming love with my partners has passed.

Now only bearing the fruits of that love remains, and Rin has stepped up as the first batter.
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With Rin's help, the plan was proceeding smoothly.

Rin took care of Lucifer's opponent, and I transformed into that dragon to cleverly lose to Lucifer.

Anyone who felt something was off about this had their memories manipulated after Liri infiltrated their minds.

Chaos used shadows as pathways to allow Rin to move quickly and discreetly.

The synergy created by these individuals showcasing their excellent abilities in their respective fields.

We had reached the final round without encountering any problems.

"Finally, the last one."

"Gracious Teacher, I've finished dealing with your final opponent. You can go ahead without worry!"

"I've already prepared Master's dummy. You can deploy it anytime by going to the bathroom."

"Woof!"

[I see the final opponent has been dealt with and temporarily sent far away. There shouldn't be any interruptions during the match.]

"Okay, great work everyone!"

With a word of thanks, I headed to the bathroom and switched places with the dummy.

Using polymorph magic, I recreated the appearance of the dragon designated as my final opponent.

"Even after transforming so many times, I still can't get used to a dragon's body."

It felt like wearing an ill-fitting costume.

Fortunately, my body moved smoothly according to my will.

If my movements had been awkward, the dragons watching the competition would have been extremely suspicious.

"Alright, let's go!"

I left the bathroom and strode to the waiting room.

Until now, there had been several dragons remaining besides me, but as the tournament reached its final stages, I was the only one left.

"Ah, in a moment, the final match of the tournament will begin. I repeat, the final match of the tournament will begin shortly. We ask all spectators wishing to watch to please take their seats."

From outside the waiting room, I could hear Sestia's voice, who had been assigned the role of announcer.

An announcement that the final match was imminent.

I stood calmly waiting in front of the door connecting the waiting room to the arena.

I just needed to pretend to fight hard and then definitely lose.

I would create a scenario where I lost by a hair's breadth, just as Rin had shown in our match.

"Okay."

The door began to rise as the pulley system activated.

As the interior of the arena was revealed, my paws stepped onto the ground mixed with soil, dust, and sand.

Walking out from the waiting room, I spread my wings wide to avoid arousing suspicion from the audience.

I was mimicking the ritual-like behavior that most dragons performed when making their entrance.

"Hmm..."

Did I come out too early?

Unlike me, who had jumped out as soon as the door opened, there was no sign of my opponent.

Even though it was time for Lucifer to appear, he wasn't showing himself.

After a long period of silence, the audience began to jeer.

"What the hell? Why isn't that bastard coming out?"

"Don't tell me he got scared and ran away because it's the final?"

"Someone go check the men's waiting room!"

"You call this a final? Don't make me laugh!"

As the crowd grew increasingly agitated, I too was perplexed.

The grand finale was supposed to be Lucifer defeating me in disguise, bringing the plan to its conclusion.

After administering the gender-changing potion and transforming into a woman, I would be easily defeated by the fallen angel and undergo the penalty.

He was supposed to corrupt the female with my holy sword, but the plan had completely fallen apart.

*Damn it, my plan!*

Being in transformation, I couldn't express my true feelings, which was agonizing.

Though seething with frustration and anger, I tried to calm myself and glanced sideways at my seat.

Liri, standing behind my dummy, transformed her body to convey a message to me.

[We're assessing the current situation. Chaos is tracking the fallen angel's whereabouts, so please wait a moment.]

Realizing that my helpers were already responding quickly to the situation, I felt somewhat relieved.

However, considering that Chaos hadn't found him immediately, Lucifer had likely left the arena some time ago.

I had made a critical mistake by focusing on Lucifer's opponents and neglecting to keep an eye on him.

"Haah...!"

Since I couldn't just stand around waiting, I crossed the stage and entered the men's waiting room.

As expected, the waiting room was completely empty.

It felt desolate and cool, without even a trace of warmth.

This was evidence that Lucifer hadn't been here even ten minutes before the scheduled time.

"Did he just check things out and leave?"

I had cast the bait, but he had merely toyed with the fishing line before departing.

It was puzzling that he'd abandoned his objective after deeming it too dangerous, but I decided to let it go.

Just as I turned to leave, the Shoggoth cells substituting for my shoulder suddenly began to tremble.

There was only one reason why the normally dormant Shoggoth cells would move voluntarily.

"There was extraterrestrial interference?"

I rushed out of the waiting room and ran toward where the cells were reacting.

The cells trembled more and more violently.

Turning a corner into a less-traveled corridor, I encountered an unbelievable sight.

"This fucking son of a bitch again...!"

The corridor, which should have been pristine white marble throughout.

One section of this quiet passageway had been stained pitch black.

That area, corroded by an unidentifiable black liquid, formed a perfectly angular corner.

It seemed that my filthy nemesis had returned alive.

***

Drip! Drip!

Cold water fell drop by drop onto the floor.

Lucifer blinked his eyes open to a sound like morning dew or moisture in a damp cave.

"Where am I...?"

A space as dark as pitch-black ink.

Lucifer regained consciousness in this alien place where no sensation could be felt.

At first, he thought someone had knocked him out and brought him here to impersonate him again, but there was a crucial difference.

Before, he at least knew he was in the forest near the arena, but now he had no idea where he was.

Lucifer frowned at this place devoid of warm light or even body heat.

While he could have dismissed the previous incident as a prank, this was clearly a hostile act against him.

"Who is it! Who dares imprison me, the great demon of pride, in this place!"

Though he couldn't see anything, Lucifer shouted loudly into the void.

But there was no answer, only the echo of his own voice.

"Damn it!"

Since there were no restraints, Lucifer spread all his hidden wings and took flight.

Though there was nothing but darkness in every direction, he didn't stop flapping his wings.

Assuming there might be an exit somewhere, he continued flying.

But soon, he stopped due to a strange sensation.

The feeling in one of his wings connected to his wing joint had disappeared.

And replacing that lost sensation was extreme, piercing pain.

Simultaneously, his body tilted to one side and plummeted to the ground.

"Kugh!"

Pain surged through him as he crashed to the floor after losing his wing.

Sitting on the ground, he carefully felt his wing with trembling hands.

Unable to see even an inch in front of him, the only way to know what had happened to his wing was to touch it.

*There's definitely someone else in this space...!*

Scratches, bite marks, and parts of his wing torn to shreds.

After assessing the damage to his wing with his fingertips, Lucifer bit his lip hard.

There was a beast moving unaffected by the darkness in this pitch-black space.

But he had no means to resist these beasts.

Lucifer's power came from the dawn light and darkness, a mixture of solar and lunar energies.

Unfortunately, in this space filled with nothing but darkness, he couldn't use his abilities.

Now he was no different from a small fish surrounded by sharks.

"Am I to die in this incomprehensible place...?"

Even as he seethed with anger, he noticed that some flesh had been torn from his arm.

Lucifer clutched his bleeding wound, his legs trembling.

His usual self would have fought to the bitter end.

But at some point, his heart had begun to soften.

He had become more emotional than rational.

"Haha...! To think I've become so weak without even realizing it. Was I dreaming of revenge against God with such a fragile mindset? How foolish."

With a self-deprecating smile, Lucifer slumped down.

His legs trembled weakly as he awaited death.

All the muscles in his body seemed to drain away, leaving him soft and thin.

Believing that his mental weakness had caused physical changes, Lucifer stared into the void with lifeless eyes.

In his final moment, he briefly saw it.

The form of a monstrous aberration opening its mouth wide to devour his head.

"...Found you!"

But the monster's teeth never reached Lucifer.

Just before the sharp fangs could touch his neck.

A crack appeared in the pitch-black space, and an arm extended through the fissure.

The arm grabbed the monster by the scruff and threw it aside, saving Lucifer.

"So this is where you've been hiding."

As the crack gradually widened, the light seeping through grew stronger.

Finally, as the space completely shattered, the appearance of Lucifer's savior was revealed.

Dull black hair and eyes, and dark-colored clothes.

There wasn't a single bright element about him.

"I thought someone took a tournament participant without permission."

Yet his figure, appearing with his back to the light, looked like dawn rising in the darkness.

"So I came to rescue you."

"Ah...!"

A radiance more brilliant and beautiful than the God he once worshipped and followed.

Lucifer's non-existent womb began to tremble.
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He should have stayed dead.

In the past, a worthy opponent I had fought alongside through a life-draining strike.

Tindalos should not have been alive.

Yet the only remaining trace kept pointing to Tindalos as the mastermind behind the incident.

To investigate further, I summoned Liri to analyze the black liquid's composition.

"Master, it matches the secretion that appears when Tindalos's hounds enter dimensional rifts."

"Was Tindalos an immortal then...?"

As I furrowed my brow at the thought that my death had been meaningless, Liri shook her head.

"Master, beings from outer realms may have endless lifespans, but they aren't truly immortal."

"Then why has Tindalos reappeared and kidnapped Lucifer? I definitely killed him...!"

"I lack sufficient information to explain that reason. However, if I had to guess..."

"What is it?"

"Someone must have resurrected Tindalos and is using him like a puppet."

Sometimes humans are denied rest and used as mere soldiers by liches or necromancers.

Similarly, it wouldn't be strange if outer realms had abilities resembling necromancy.

Particularly, beings with great power would likely possess such abilities—and one specific entity came to mind.

"Is this the work of an Outer God?"

"Yes, only an Outer God could resurrect a being like Tindalos."

With the descent of the Outer God approaching soon.

The Outer God had resurrected Tindalos and made him its subordinate.

Then, through the revived Tindalos, it interfered with the world, laying groundwork for its descent.

Thinking about it carefully, it made perfect sense.

"How tiresome."

"What will you do now?"

"What else? If an Outer God is behind this, I have to stop it. And while I'm at it, I'll completely destroy its toy so it can never be used again...!"

I wasn't sure if the resurrected Tindalos had any personality, but whether he had free will or not didn't matter.

He had once tried to harm my precious family.

For that reason alone, I wanted to erase Tindalos's very existence from this world.

*This opportunity has come again.*

In the past, I was incomplete and inexperienced in many ways.

Even giving my all, I could only manage a draw.

But now things are different.

Bern's body and numerous hard-earned abilities are at my disposal.

"Liri."

"If you're asking whether I can track Tindalos, of course I can."

"Start tracking."

"Understood."

Mentally applauding Liri's competence, I gave the firm order.

Following my command, she placed her hand on the black liquid and absorbed it without hesitation.

As her hand began turning black, I felt a moment of concern, but it was unfounded.

Even after absorbing the black substance, Liri maintained control of her body.

Having mastered the black liquid, Liri seemed to know the location and dashed off like an arrow.

I kept pace with her, and we arrived at the desert region of Dranis.

Through the violently swirling sandstorm that obscured our vision, a faint black sphere could be seen.

As soon as we reached its vicinity, the black liquid left Liri's body and was absorbed into the sphere.

Liri turned to look at me, and I understood the meaning of her gaze without words.

"Stay back."

"Understood."

Drawing Prah, I slowly approached the black sphere.

I could completely slice the sphere in half, but that might endanger Lucifer inside.

"Hup!"

With the concept of breaking rather than cutting the sphere, I gently turned my wrist and struck the sphere with the back of my blade.

Clang-!

The collision between the sphere's shell and the back of my blade created a noise loud enough to cause ringing in my ears.

It was surprisingly solid, but still no match for Prah, as cracks began to form in the shell with a "crack!" sound.

Thinking the sphere might regenerate if left alone, I clenched my fist and struck the crack.

Crunch-!

My fist broke through the crack and penetrated inside.

As my arm followed in, my fingertips touched something.

Though faint, it was definitely a sensation I had felt before.

A contradictory feeling—soft yet sharp at the same time.

Realizing what it was, I pulled it out of the sphere.

One of Tindalos's hounds, which I had encountered countless times in the past, was dragged out and thrown to the ground.

"Tsk!"

With my hand still inside the sphere, I kicked the hound in the abdomen, sending it flying.

Simultaneously, I grabbed the inside of the sphere and tore it forcefully.

As I completely broke the crack, the sphere shattered into fragments and began to collapse.

As light entered the previously pitch-black interior, I could see Lucifer, who had been mauled by the hounds.

"Found you!"

Then, in the distance, I saw Tindalos standing tall.

Unlike before, he showed no signs of vitality.

As Liri had said, Tindalos had experienced death and was brought back by some power.

"So this is where you've been hiding."

Despite my sarcastic tone, Tindalos gave no reply or reaction.

He merely stared at me with empty eyes.

It was obvious he was being used as a tool by the Outer God.

Since he wasn't moving at the moment, I decided to send Lucifer to safety first.

"Someone took a tournament participant without permission, you know?"

It's fortunate that Lucifer was kidnapped rather than having escaped.

Thanks to that, I had an excuse for finding him.

Moistening my lips to hide my intention of turning Lucifer into a female, I said:

"So I came to rescue you."

"Ah...!"

Lucifer's reaction wasn't bad at all.

Well, anyone would be happy to be saved from humiliation.

I wanted to examine his reaction more closely, but my opponent could attack at any moment, so I couldn't look away.

Reluctantly, I gestured for Liri to take Lucifer away.

"Yes, then I shall pray for your safety, Master."

Liri, disguised as a Dragonian maid.

Why a Dragonian maid?

Before I could ask that question, Liri lifted Lucifer's body and left the scene.

Seems like Liri is subtly pushing her unusual fetishes on me.

"It's been a while. Oh, or is this our first meeting in this form?"

"......"

"You know I've time-traveled, so can you recognize me despite my changed appearance?"

"......"

"Damn, this makes me look like a madman talking to a doll."

Even though I wanted to converse, it was meaningless.

From the beginning, my opponent was Tindalos, with whom communication was impossible, and moreover, he was now an empty shell with no original personality.

An enemy that needed to be erased without a trace—that was enough understanding.

"Come at me."

As if understanding my final words, Tindalos charged forward along with his hounds that emerged from the corners.

The hounds spread out in different directions and attacked with slight offbeats rather than all at once.

In sync with them, Tindalos swung his spear-like tail like a whip.

[Are these the ones that killed the contractor in the past?]

"That's right."

[...Contractor.]

"What?"

[How pathetically weak were you in the past to be killed by creatures like these?]

"Shut up!"

I didn't even respond with my sword.

Using my instincts to predict the enemy's attacks, I easily avoided them with minimal movement.

In the past, I relied on dynamic vision and was desperate to avoid attacks.

But now, with a body vastly superior to before, my body moved immediately upon recognition.

Moreover, my recognition speed was overwhelmingly fast, to the point where I could dodge even with my eyes closed.

[To lose to creatures like these... what a weak contractor you must have been. For some reason, I really want to see that!]

"I didn't lose! It was a draw since we both died!"

[Even a draw isn't something to brag about, is it?]

"If you knew what my specs were back then, you wouldn't say that. I barely managed to achieve a draw by struggling until my very last breath!"

Perhaps annoyed by my casual conversation with Prah while continuously dodging, the hounds stopped their offbeat charges and all attacked at once.

There was no space to dodge anywhere, so judging it sufficient, I put Prah back in its scabbard.

"I've already cut through all of you anyway."

Countless lines appeared on the bodies of the hounds.

Clean cutting lines, straight and without any overlapping parts.

Following these lines, the hounds' bodies separated, spraying black fluid.

"Finally, I'll finish you with magic on a completely different level than before."

These words were directed at Tindalos, who remained alone.

There was still no response, but a small change occurred in Tindalos.

He hesitated and stepped back.

Tindalos, once called the natural enemy of mages, fears someone who claims to finish him with magic?

"Then you can't be called the natural enemy of mages anymore, can you?"

With a bright smile, I layered numerous spells.

The mana manipulation technique that Ortiga had shown me.

I had evolved it by combining it with my proprietary technique, allowing me to layer spells without magic circles.

On the surface, there was no noticeable difference.

But all the mana in the air now possessed a single spell, ready to transform.

"It was nice seeing you again, but let's never meet again!"

Snap-!

With a snap of my fingers, the mana surged.

Pure mana changed its properties, taking on different elements, and simultaneously rushed toward Tindalos.

As befitting the natural enemy of mages, Tindalos had resistance to magic.

However, as the number of spells fired at him exceeded thousands, even he began to reach his limit.

His skin burned, froze, was cut, caved in, sometimes exploded, or was severed.

And finally, he melted, his flesh disappearing without a trace.

"Hey, Outer God. You're watching through Tindalos's eyes, aren't you?"

I addressed the increasingly unrecognizable Tindalos.

The being that resurrected Tindalos is the Outer God.

It must be watching this situation from somewhere.

So I expressed my intentions through Tindalos.

"Wash between your legs before you come. If you stink, I'll annihilate you just like this one."

With those final words, I annihilated Tindalos with magic that combined all elements.

A clear declaration of war—the gauntlet had been thrown down.
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After destroying the Tindalos without a trace, I examined the body of the hound I had killed.

Skin without any warmth whatsoever.

Just touching it created a sense of revulsion and made my stomach churn.

Enduring the disgusting feeling, I examined the corpse and discovered what I had been so eager to confirm.

"As I thought, these hounds were the same ones I encountered in the past."

[Are those the scars left by the previous contractor?]

"That's right."

A long scar stretched across the hound's body.

It was the mark from when I had slashed the hound while resolving to protect Breeze.

Feeling a faint nostalgia, I took out my dagger and cut along the scar tissue.

"...Oh! Look at this?"

[Did you discover something?]

"Take a look at this. It was inside the scar."

I pulled out a black-stained mucus from inside the hound's body.

One might easily mistake it for the hound's bodily fluid, but no matter how much I cut other parts, no black mucus emerged.

It was found only inside the wound that had caused the hound's death in its previous life.

[Ugh! That is truly disgusting-looking mucus.]

"I think this is what made the Tindalos and the hounds move again."

[Not necromancy?]

"There were too many things that didn't add up for it to be necromancy. Most notably, there's no trace of magic or mana that's typically used in necromancy. It's clear they were revived using this mucus."

[Well now, a being of outer godhood should be capable of necromancy, so why go through such trouble?]

"Maybe because the targets for resurrection were otherworldly beings. Perhaps necromancy wouldn't work on them."

[Indeed, unless one creates an entirely new entity, it seems impossible to resurrect this hound.]

"So what we've learned is that the outer god can resurrect beings that can't be revived through necromancy, and we've discovered this mucus."

As soon as I extracted the mucus, the hound's body began to shrink rapidly.

Its thick body started to dry up instantly before completely disappearing.

"I'll have to ask Liri to investigate this mucus."

[We also need to calm down those dragons who are causing a commotion over the tournament delay.]

"That should be fine. There's someone at the arena that even dragons would find difficult to approach, right?"

[Indeed, she who subdued even her final opponent should have no problems.]

Rin would have taken care of the rowdy dragons by now.

The remaining task was to prepare countermeasures against Lucifer and any additional intervention from outer gods.

I thought they would descend peacefully, but they sent Tindalos to interfere with my plans.

I don't understand their intention.

Considering they targeted Lucifer, it seems they might have thought he would betray them and tried to eliminate him preemptively...

*But even that I can't be certain about.*

I wished I could look inside the outer god's mind.

But outer gods are beings that humans can never understand.

I don't know why they sent Tindalos either.

Was it to eliminate Lucifer, simply to provoke me, or perhaps to make me stronger?

Nothing was certain.

"This is too much for me alone. Help me out."

"Truly, you are a contractor who requires a lot of assistance."

Prah and I dissected the remaining hound corpses and collected the mucus.

The more samples, the better.

Just as we were finishing the dissection and extraction work, Liri returned with Lucifer whom she had helped escape.

"Your timing is impeccable. Coming back just as we're about to finish."

"Don't be like that. Liri worked hard during the tournament in many ways, didn't she?"

"When you put it that way, I have nothing to say."

Prah puffed her cheeks and returned to the dissection work.

Meanwhile, Liri approached and bowed before me.

"I sincerely apologize for being late, Master. I had an earnest conversation with the fallen angel that took some time."

"May I ask what you talked about?"

"I'm sorry, but it's not something I can easily disclose. In common parlance, it would be called women's secret talk."

"...Huh? Women?"

There was a contradiction in Liri's statement.

Setting aside Liri's gender, Lucifer was still male.

His skin had become whiter and his hair had grown from a short bob to shoulder length, but that was it.

He hadn't been given enough of the potion to transform his gender.

"I cannot reveal the details of our conversation, but to briefly summarize the situation, I disclosed all of your plans to the fallen angel."

"What?"

"I sincerely regret acting without consulting you first, Master. However, there was a reason I had to reveal the plan."

"...What is it?"

"Rather than words, let me show you directly."

Liri pulled out a familiar syringe from the sleeve of her maid uniform.

I immediately reached into the inner pocket of my coat and fumbled around, but found nothing.

In Liri's palm was the syringe containing the potion.

"What are you doing?"

"Please wait just a moment."

Was Liri actually a spy for the outer god, accompanying me to gather information?

The situation was unfolding so strangely that such suspicions crossed my mind.

Nevertheless, I decided to trust Liri for now and quietly observed what she was doing.

Lucifer approached timidly, walking with hesitant steps.

At the same time, Liri injected herself with the potion-filled syringe.

Witnessing this scene, I could only stare in shock with wide eyes.

Without any warning, Liri had used the potion on herself.

"Liri, you... did you want to become a man?"

If that were the case, the story would flow quite naturally.

Liri, who had hurriedly escaped, comforts and consoles Lucifer.

Lucifer falls for Liri's kindness, but Lucifer's feminization is already in progress.

With no other choice, Liri compromises by becoming male, and the two eventually end up together.

While I was marveling at the makjang drama unfolding in my head, Liri was frowning.

"That will absolutely never happen. You'll soon understand why I injected myself with the potion."

Liri's statement dismissed my fantasy as nothing more than that—a fantasy.

Even I had to admit it was a far-fetched imagination.

With a wry smile, I continued watching Liri.

By now, Liri had fully injected the potion.

Apart from transforming her hands into tentacles, there were no other noticeable changes.

Even the tentacle hands weren't particularly strange considering the characteristics of a shoggoth.

"Now, show the resolve you expressed earlier."

"...Yes."

Liri extended her tentacle-transformed hand toward Lucifer.

Lucifer, who had been pressing down on his chest, seemed to make up his mind, opening his eyes wide and accepting the tentacles with both hands.

As he brought the tentacles closer, he suddenly kissed the tips and even put them in his mouth.

"W-what on earth...!"

After putting the tentacles in his mouth, Lucifer began to suck on them.

The disgust I felt watching a man kiss, bite, and suck on tentacles was short-lived, as something happened that reversed my revulsion.

As he sucked on the tentacles, Lucifer's silver hair grew longer.

The shoulder-length hair extended rapidly until it reached his waist before stopping.

That wasn't the only change.

His bones and muscles twisted, his broad shoulders narrowed, his muscles were replaced with soft skin, his waist became slender, and his chest protruded prominently.

The tentacle in his mouth was buried between his cleavage, unintentionally creating a situation where the tentacle was wedged between his breasts.

"So the potion is taking effect."

I realized that the potion Liri had consumed was flowing into Lucifer's body through the tentacles.

I didn't understand why they chose such a complicated method of administering the potion—perhaps he had trypanophobia—but I let it slide.

One thing was certain though: watching the two of them was causing blood to rush to my lower body.

Especially problematic was how Lucifer's body was transforming into a woman's while his ill-fitting clothes revealed bare skin.

Lucifer was changing into a woman much more distinctly than Belphegor had.

"Hah...!"

"How is it? I taught her techniques suitable for serving Master in a very short time."

"I thought it seemed strangely erotic, but was that act intentional?!"

"Yes. It seems the fallen angel has admired and been attracted to you since you saved her. After talking with her briefly, she decided to follow me and become your maid."

"I-I may be inadequate, but please take care of me...!"

"No! Are you really okay with this? You're no longer a man? And you heard my plans, didn't you?"

Normally, wouldn't someone violently reject and despise having their gender changed?

Yet Lucifer was looking at me with eyes like those of a female in heat, gazing at me desperately.

"It's fine. She has accepted and consented to all of Master's evil deeds."

"Lucifer, are you serious?"

"Yes! I've experienced everything I could as a man, so I have no regrets. Besides, my essence... angels can only have bodies suitable for your circumstances by becoming female!"

"What does that mean?"

"Do you know about brood parasitism?"

"I do. It's when birds like cuckoos put their eggs in other birds' nests and make them raise their young."

"Yes, angels do something similar to brood parasitism!"

"Uh... are angels oviparous?"

"No. We conceive life in the same way as mammals."

"Then how do you practice brood parasitism? You're not saying you bear children using someone else's sperm, are you?"

That would be no different from NTR, a sin deserving death by dismemberment.

I could understand if it was Lucifer, the arch-devil of sin, but I couldn't comprehend if this was a custom practiced by other angels too.

"It's different. Angel brood parasitism involves taking a fertilized egg from a loving couple and placing it in another woman's womb! Then, like the legendary Holy Mother, she can give birth to an angel while remaining a virgin...!"

"That's just surrogacy!"

Even the angels of this world weren't normal.
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"Are you suggesting I should provoke the angels and lure them to the volcano?"

"Would that be impossible?"

"No. Angels hate fallen angels like me, traitors, even more than they hate demons. Just my appearance alone would make them chase me until they tear me to pieces."

"...Are you sure that's okay?"

"No problem! When it comes to flying speed, no angel can keep up with me!"

"That's a relief then."

After somehow taming Lucifer, I revealed my original purpose to her.

The dragons would come on their own once they sensed signs of the world's end after the descent of the outer god, so I didn't bother persuading them separately.

However, in the case of angels, not much was known about them, and it wasn't certain if they would intervene, so I planned to use Lucifer to draw them in.

Lucifer, banished from Heaven, was the perfect candidate to provoke other angels.

I intended to use her as bait to lure angels to the site where the outer god would descend.

Even angels couldn't ignore the appearance of a being that shouldn't exist in this world.

"By the way, do you have any plans for a surrogate mother? I'm willing to accept any race! Even if it's a dragon!"

"I don't have any plans right now. And most would probably refuse to give birth for someone else anyway."

"What? If they became surrogates, the newborn would be blessed with angelic divine power. Why would they refuse?"

"Being a surrogate doesn't give you the feeling of becoming a mother, does it? They'd want to experience maternal love from beginning to end, so I don't think anyone would want to be a surrogate right now."

"Hmm, I see that's one perspective."

But that wasn't the only reason.

Starting with dragons and including various lovers with superior genes.

Even Rin, who was the only human, had transcended her limits and become strong enough to overwhelm dragons.

Children born between them and me would likely become insanely powerful even without divine power.

"Therefore, unless there's a special reason, I won't be assigning surrogate duties. Just focus on the mission I explained earlier."

"Understood."

Lucifer didn't show it outwardly, but I could sense her disappointment from the atmosphere.

It might have seemed like I was trying to use her as a tool right after welcoming her as an ally.

Thinking I might have been too hasty, I scratched my head and spoke up.

"And one more thing."

"Do you have something else you want me to do?"

"No, this is more personal—if you have a dream you want to fulfill, tell me now. I'll help you with what I can, just as you're helping me."

"What? Is that true?"

"Yes."

It's a basic principle that good relationships are maintained through mutual benefit.

If one side keeps taking losses, anxiety and worry about being abandoned someday will inevitably arise.

Anxiety soon transforms into dissatisfaction, which can lead to rebellion or avoidance.

I had initially planned to forcibly inject female pleasure into Lucifer to make her subservient to me, but since the situation had changed, I now intended to treat it as a business relationship.

Even if she was influenced by Liri and volunteered to be a maid, it was still difficult to trust her completely.

"That's quite enviable. I've been serving you for quite a long time, yet I still haven't received any compensation."

"Ugh...! L-Liri, if you have something you want too, tell me now."

"Thank you."

"Then I also—!"

"Prah, no."

"Why not?!"

I found myself in a position where I had to grant two people's wishes, but that was fine.

I could gain Lucifer's trust and reward Liri for her hard work.

With that in mind, I promptly asked them to speak up, but Lucifer was deeply contemplating.

"Hmm..."

"What are you thinking about? Wasn't your goal to rebel against God?"

"Ah! I suppose you heard everything about me from that rotten fly."

"I heard the gist of it. Though I don't know all the details."

"Coincidentally, my wish is indeed rebellion, but since it involves danger, it's difficult to recommend it to you."

"Why are you being so cautious about that? Both you and I have the goal of deicide—I'm targeting gods from another world, and you're targeting gods of this world. The only difference is the origin of the gods."

"Even so, it would be shameless to ask you to walk the path of carnage twice in a row."

"But I'm basically asking you to help me take down an outer god right now, aren't I?"

"You're not asking me to fight the outer god directly. Meanwhile, I'm looking for comrades who will stand with me and fight against God directly."

Lucifer argued that lending a hand was different from personally fighting.

She wasn't wrong, but I could clearly feel the difference in perspective between us.

"Look. Just having allies fighting by your side doesn't guarantee you'll achieve your goal."

"Are you saying I should face them alone for it to be meaningful?"

I shook my head at Lucifer's question.

Who in their right mind would tell someone to fight a powerful enemy alone?

That would be no different from cursing them to die a dog's death.

"What I meant was that there are people who can fight alongside you without necessarily being by your side."

"I'm sorry, but I don't understand. How can we fight together if they're not by my side? If you're talking about dividing forces, there's a risk of being defeated separately..."

"Fighting with blood isn't the only form of battle."

I gave hints without revealing the answer, but Lucifer still wore an expression of incomprehension.

I could explain it verbally, but while she might understand, it would be difficult for her to accept.

In the end, I had no choice but to show her directly.

"You don't plan to rebel anytime soon, right?"

"Yes, I originally planned to achieve my goal to coincide with the descent of the outer god, but considering your request, I'll have to postpone my plans."

"Then watch carefully what I do. You'll understand what I mean."

"I understand..."

My words probably don't resonate much with her yet.

But when the day comes that she understands my intention, she will surely learn how to achieve her own goal.

Anyway, Lucifer's issue was resolved, and now it was Liri's turn.

"What do you want, Liri?"

"Why even ask? Sex, of course."

"That's quite straightforward. Is there nothing else you want?"

"No."

"You're very firm about this. Can you at least tell me why you want sex?"

"It's purely out of my curiosity. All the women who have been taken by you so far have fainted, unable to resist the pleasure. I'm curious about how intense the pleasure must be to stimulate the nerves like that, and I want to experience it firsthand."

"Are you sure I'm good enough? There might be others who are better than me in terms of size or technique."

In terms of size, there were dragons nearby, and orcs were famous for their superior techniques as a prolific race.

No matter how impressive my holy sword was, it was nothing compared to a dragon's, and no matter how experienced I was, my hip movements would be lacking compared to a seasoned orc warrior.

Besides, if we traveled the world, there would be more beings who could satisfy Liri's knowledge.

"With all due respect, size and technique aren't everything. Shape, temperature, and attitude toward one's partner, among other factors, are important. The being most suitable for satisfying my thirst for knowledge is you, master."

"R-really?"

"Do you know why the outer god is targeting you? It's obviously because they're turned on by you. Every action you take causes chaos in the world, plus your boldness in using sex as a weapon. Finally, your peculiarity of not discriminating between species when you fuck is a turn-on point for the outer god."

Liri, who usually maintained a quiet and mysterious concept, was now talking loudly.

I was surprised by this unexpected side of her, but what followed was even more shocking.

"Or would you prefer to do it with me in my true form?"

"N-no!"

Liri was about to inflate her body volume and return to her true form from her beautiful maid appearance.

I frantically waved my hands, expressing that wasn't the case.

Even though I had become omnivorous, I hadn't acquired an appreciation for otherworldly aesthetics.

In other words, I was too old-fashioned to get excited by seeing a Shoggoth's true form.

In some ways, it was inevitably more frightening than an overly mature middle-aged woman or grandmother.

"Anyway, my wish is to have sex with you, and that alone. Oh, if my conventional way of speaking doesn't excite you, I can change it. Fuck, master! Wanna bang?"

"...I prefer your original way of speaking."

"Understood."

Liri's turn, which I had been postponing. It had reached the point where I couldn't delay it any longer.

And so, after conquering sword and bone, dragon, and demon, my next partner was decided to be a Shoggoth.
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"Master, today I will serve you with all my heart and soul."

"Oh? You're coming from that side?"

"I am a maid. While I look forward to your caresses, isn't service the true duty of a maid?"

"That's true."

Liri approached me slowly, bending her knees as she began to fiddle with the belt at my waist.

It was a development straight out of the playbook, but it felt strangely unfamiliar.

Perhaps because I had mostly taken the lead during sex, I wasn't used to someone else handling the foreplay.

"Then, excuse me."

"Ah... ahh!"

As she undid my belt, my pants slid down.

Between my holy sword and Liri, only a single piece of underwear remained as a barrier.

Normally, a significantly bulging shape should have been visible even through the underwear, but unfortunately, perhaps due to a lack of situational arousal, things were quiet down there.

While other women looked closer to humans, Liri, even in human form, had skin that was inhuman, making it difficult to get excited.

Even in a situation where her pride as a woman might reasonably be hurt, Liri remained composed.

"I'm... sorry."

"Why are you apologizing when you haven't done anything wrong, Master?"

"Well, you tried to seduce me, but I'm not responding like I would with others."

"That's fine. I'm aware that I'm precariously positioned on the edge of your sexual preferences, so I'm not offended."

"Really?"

"Yes. I actually prefer starting with unfavorable conditions. If you end up satisfied with this intercourse, it proves how excellent my skills are, doesn't it?"

Liri grabbed my underwear and pulled it down in one swift motion.

For the first time, I exposed my flaccid penis in front of a woman.

As guilt washed over me, Liri's cold secretion touched my penis, making my body twitch.

It felt like cold lotion being sprayed on my penis.

"It's quite different from normal human skin. I'd appreciate if you could keep that in mind."

"Y-yeah."

"Since you seem to be adjusting, I'll begin in earnest."

Liri stroked my penis thoroughly, making it slick and wet.

The secretion, which was cold at first, warmed up at some point to slightly above human body temperature, feeling pleasantly appropriate.

Moreover, though not as soft as human skin, Liri's firm, bouncy skin wasn't bad either.

It felt like rubbing between two warm pieces of konjac.

With this different kind of pleasure, my penis began to tremble and swell.

"Does it feel good?"

"Yes. Your slick skin isn't bad at all."

"Is that so? Then I'd appreciate if you leisurely sample my other parts as well."

"Oh!"

Liri, who had been hooking her fingers in her cleavage, pulled down the front of her maid outfit.

Two breasts, more elastic than anyone else's, appeared.

Despite the purplish skin color unlike humans, the shape of her breasts was incredibly beautiful.

The size, shape, and the position of the nipples that protruded slightly—it all made me swallow hard.

"This time, I'll serve you with my breasts."

Liri supported the underside of those tempting breasts with her hands, lifting them slightly.

She placed my hardened penis between her firm breasts.

After that, she slowly began to move her breasts.

"Ugh! T-this is quite...!"

"I've made the texture of my breasts similar to real human women. I can freely increase or decrease the size and change the shape at will. For instance, I can do this."

In the middle of the paizuri, Liri suddenly reduced the size of her breasts.

The timing was such that my penis, which had been nestled between Liri's breasts, was just going down and coming back up.

As the glans, which had escaped from her breasts, collided with Liri's protruding nipples, a tingling sensation struck my waist.

"Ugh!"

"Fufu! I'm sorry, I was just teasing."

"Y-you startled me!"

Not only did her voluptuous chest suddenly become flat, but the texture changed to something rough, causing my penis to be scraped.

It felt like rubbing my cock against a washboard.

However, the sensation I had never experienced before returned not as pain but as stimulation.

It must have been thanks to Liri's bodily fluids that had already made my penis slick and wet.

"I can understand changing the size, but please don't change the texture. It's not good for my heart."

"Fufu, understood."

Liri returned her breasts to their original size.

However, for some reason, she didn't immediately sandwich my penis between them.

Wondering if she had some other service in mind, she made an unexpected proposal.

"It might be a bit ambiguous as compensation for my apology, but how about you thrust into them yourself, Master?"

"Huh? Me?"

"Yes, if you move your hips yourself, you'll realize how different it is."

Liri increased the size of her breasts even more and put on a provocative bra with a hole in the center.

Because the bra was small compared to the size of her breasts, Liri's breasts were pushed together.

In that state, Liri inserted her index and middle fingers into the hole and spread them apart.

The sticky secretion connected the spread breast flesh, making it look like peering into a vagina.

"How is it?"

"This is insane. To think you could create something like this with breasts..."

Creating a vagina with breast flesh?

Faced with this insane creative ability, I naturally couldn't refuse.

With reverence, I positioned my penis and thrust it into the gap that Liri had kindly spread open.

"Wow, fuck...!"

The sensation made me curse involuntarily.

The chewy yet slippery flesh squeezed my penis.

Liri's breast-vagina, which could be called a supreme masterpiece without exaggeration, made me instinctively move my hips.

Squelch-! Squelch-! Squelch-!

Even the sound of my penis pressing against her breasts was similar to a woman's vagina.

"I'm glad you seem to like it. How about this?"

"What...? Ugh!"

While I was thrusting, gripping her breasts that couldn't fit entirely in my palms.

Liri shrugged her shoulders, pressing her breasts even closer together.

Moreover, she added a vibrating effect to her breast-vagina by moving her shoulders up and down.

With the extreme tightness, semen began to surge from my testicles.

I was in a situation where I might climax spectacularly with a jerk of my hips if I wasn't careful.

Finally, feeling like I couldn't hold back, I changed the course of my penis.

"Whew...!"

The tip of my penis poked out from between Liri's cleavage.

Just as I was relieved thinking I could finally breathe, I heard Liri's meaningful laugh.

"Caught you."

"Huh...?"

As if she had been waiting for this moment, Liri began to lick the exposed glans.

Her tongue, with its prominent bumps, licked the sensitive area just once, but the pleasure made me bite my lower lip hard.

Beyond technique, all of Liri's body parts were specialized for exploitation.

She was practically a crawling, top-tier onahole.

"Not yet, slurp♡"

"W-wait a moment!"

"Slurp! Suck...! Slurp...! Slurp!"

Liri started to suck my penis greedily without waiting.

With her lips pursed, she took the entire glans into her mouth and rolled her moist tongue, licking not just the glans but the entire foreskin.

When she stimulated the underside of the protruding glans, a moan escaped me involuntarily, and my hips jerked.

Despite this, Liri's lips held on tightly and wouldn't let go.

"Slurp! Suck...! Slurp!!"

"Ahh! This is driving me crazy, really!"

"Slurp! Haaah...! Suck♡"

Just when I thought she had removed her mouth, she immediately pounced back, inserting the tip of her tongue into the urethra while sucking.

Liri's dedication to service was meticulous, without any concern for uncleanliness.

That pleasure stimulated my brain, bringing me to an unbearable limit.

Could I withstand the tight breast-job squeezing my penis and the filthy oral service within the time limit?

Of course, it was impossible.

"Ugh! L-Liri! I'm cumming!"

"Kyahut!"

I tried to forcibly pull my penis out from between her breasts.

However...

Splurt-! Splurt!

Until the very end, the stickiness of her breasts held on and wouldn't let go.

Finally, I ejaculated white fluid between Liri's breasts.

The semen, gushing out like a fountain, covered Liri from her head to her eyes, nose, and mouth, with an especially large amount pouring onto her breasts.

Liri was momentarily stunned by the white fluid covering her face.

But soon after, she wiped off the semen on her face with her index finger.

After carefully examining the semen, she cautiously put her index finger in her mouth and sucked it.

In that state, she rolled her tongue and gums to savor it, then gulped and swallowed the semen.

"Haah...! That was delicious♡"

"Ha...! Haha...!"

Liri opened her mouth wide to show me the inside.

Hot breath came out, and her glossy tongue looked provocative.

Shortly after, Liri's face gradually turned red.

As her expression became seductive, she began to breathe roughly.

Liri backed away and removed my penis from between her breasts.

She naturally placed both hands on the ground and slightly raised her waist.

The outfit made of secretion melted away all at once, revealing her private parts.

As if to show that breasts and vagina are indeed different, sticky secretion flowed out from between her private parts and dripped to the floor.

It might seem grotesque to some due to being stickier than human vaginal fluid, but even that turned me on.

"Master, it's time to punish this naughty maid...♡"

Liri provocatively swayed her hips slightly as the final touch.

The shoggoth was a lascivious full-body onahole.

Ch.362 - 347.  Opening - 4
I went to see Hades after finishing my business in Dranis.

Liri volunteered to assist with the task I had entrusted to Lucifer, while the other dragons said they would rest a bit longer in Dranis before joining us.

It must truly be a good place, worthy of being called Dragon's Paradise.

"Interesting developments have been unfolding in my absence, I see."

"How's the task I assigned you coming along?"

"If you're referring to the volcanic foundation modifications, I've completed them splendidly with the ants' assistance! We've expanded the crater by about 20 kilometers already!"

Hades' report might sound like a joke, but it was likely true.

This was the result of tireless undead and Orichalcum ants with their superior physical strength working day and night without rest.

With over a million undead alone, there wasn't much they couldn't accomplish.

"With such extensive expansion, were there any signs of eruption?"

"Thanks to reinforcing the foundation and connecting it to other volcanoes, there were no problems at all!"

"Is such work even possible in a place teeming with magma?"

"Some of the Orichalcum ants developed resistance by consuming magma. Even though prolonged work was impossible, the Queen Ant herself stepped in, allowing us to somehow complete the task. Watching them work, I was filled with awe at what a remarkable species they are."

"Impressive..."

These Orichalcum ants could withstand magma that even Ignite would find dangerous to dive into.

Though they couldn't defeat dragons in combat, they surpassed both dragons and myself in certain areas.

Once again, I appreciated my decision to treat the ants with goodwill.

"For your information, construction continues, and as you requested, we've created a separate space inside the volcano where magic formations can be inscribed!"

"The plan is progressing smoothly. I needn't have worried."

"Naturally! Exceptional subordinates always serve under exceptional superiors!"

Hades stood tall with chest puffed out, eyes sparkling.

Her intention to be praised was completely transparent.

Since she had actually produced results, I patted her shoulder, acknowledging her hard work.

Despite my recognition, Hades still looked somewhat disappointed.

She seemed to expect a greater reward, but with Maryan having worked just as hard, I couldn't show favoritism to Hades alone.

I'd give them both a grand reward later when they were together.

"By the way, what's the latest on the Demon King and Kang Jun-hyeok?"

"Ah! I haven't checked on those two yet."

"Hades?"

"I-I'm sorry! My oversight! I'll take responsibility for this mistake even if it costs my life...!"

"You're already undead."

"Oh right!"

"..."

A lich who forgets her own nature—what exactly is she?

Though I didn't say it aloud, my expression conveyed the sentiment, causing Hades to smile awkwardly and act shy.

"Hehe, embarrassingly enough, having such a vibrant body made me forget I'm undead."

"Well, given that you can even conceive children now, I suppose it's understandable."

"Plus, I've grown accustomed to conversing with so many living beings through broadcasts that my memories of being a lich are gradually fading."

"It's good to feel lively, but don't forget your essence. Even if your body feels vital and alive, you're still a lich who has overcome death."

"Of course. If I, as a lich, were to deny being undead, that would be a deception against both life and death."

Despite her occasional clumsiness in front of me, Hades was an undead who had lived for decades or even centuries.

Her depth of thought was certainly not shallow.

One correction was enough; additional advice or admonishment would be meaningless.

"Then I'll immediately look into the Demon King and Kang Jun-hyeok's situation and report back!"

"I appreciate it."

"Yes, sir!"

Though I had accepted it calmly, Hades must have been anxious inside as she saluted and dashed off somewhere.

I had no intention of reproaching or scolding her for forgetting about the Demon King and Kang Jun-hyeok.

[She probably didn't want to lose your trust.]

"If I distrusted subordinates over such matters, I'd have no one by my side."

[True, but from a subordinate's perspective, wouldn't they want to bring joy rather than disappointment to a superior they respect?]

"That's fair."

I turned my steps toward the Capital with a bitter smile.

Unlike the original story, the final boss had been replaced from the Demon King to an outer god.

And I had a feeling that the final battle at the volcano two weeks from now would be my last fight.

"I should also prepare Professor Veronica's research results in case the plan goes awry."

[So we're going back to the Academy again, after all this time.]

"Most of the rare events in the original story took place at the Academy."

I was the strange one for causing trouble outside the Academy all this time.

The Academy was low risk, high return, while the outside was high risk, high return.

Perhaps staying at the Academy and intercepting Kang Jun-hyeok's opportunities would have been an easier way to become stronger.

But bored with the Academy, I took the risk of withdrawing, and thanks to good fortune, I achieved great success.

"My choice wasn't wrong, but I can't say there aren't things I regret."

If I had stayed at the Academy, I might have formed new relationships different from my existing lovers.

[Do you regret it?]

"Not at all. I'm so happy with how things are now that I can proudly say I'd make the same choice if I could go back to the beginning!"

These people are more precious to me than I deserve.

There's nothing more foolish than abandoning existing relationships to pursue new ones.

I smiled brightly as I revealed my true feelings.

[This sword considers meeting its contractor the greatest achievement of its sword-life.]

"Well, of course you should."

[You've suddenly become shamelessly arrogant.]

"Hahaha!"

This simple happiness of laughing and chatting with Prah.

I wished these moments could continue forever.

***

Meeting with Professor Veronica, I checked the research progress and offered my assistance.

Despite investments equivalent to the kingdom's annual revenue, the research remained incomplete.

In the original novel, time research only bore fruit two years later, so even with better facilities, the time issue couldn't be resolved.

Moreover, since the research results could be misused, collaborators had to be carefully selected, creating a manpower shortage.

'Even though I've traveled to the past once, I don't understand the theory, so I can't help much.'

All I could do was share information about the pocket watch to provide hints about time.

In the end, I could only watch Professor Veronica and her research team bustling about in the corridor.

But thinking even that might pressure them, I stepped outside the building.

Despite the bright sunshine, the long road ahead felt overwhelming.

Entering the beautifully decorated garden, I sat on a random bench and sighed deeply.

"Haah...!"

[Contractor, it seems a messenger has arrived just in time for you, who's dying of boredom.]

"Judging by the aura, it must be from Hades."

Tilting my head back, I spotted a zombie crow flying toward me.

When I extended my arm upward, the crow dropped a note into my palm and flew away.

Too lazy to untie it properly, I tore the paper's knot to shreds and checked its contents.

[My lord, are you well? The days are gradually warming, but it's still cold...]

"Too long."

I boldly skipped the introduction filled with near-manic loyalty.

Moving straight to the main text, I checked why Hades had sent the messenger.

I skimmed through the note's contents absently.

But after reading certain information, my eyes widened, and I jumped to my feet.

[W-what's wrong?]

"She finally took the bait...!"

[Took the bait? What are you talking about?]

"What else? The big fish that needs to be dealt with has finally taken the bait!"

Setting aside Hades' personal sentiments, the note's content was as follows:

A few days ago, following my instructions to check on Kang Jun-hyeok and the Demon King, she went to investigate their whereabouts.

The two had been busy developing regions to promote harmony between humans and demons.

Hades was about to report that there were no issues when suddenly, the Demon King was seriously injured, and Kang Jun-hyeok was kidnapped, prompting her to send an urgent message.

[Could it be someone who hates demons?]

"If that were the case, they wouldn't have bothered with Kang Jun-hyeok and would have focused solely on killing the Demon King!"

[Now that you mention it, that's true.]

"There's only one person obsessed with Kang Jun-hyeok, who failed to conquer any heroine except for one."

[You mean that woman you call the Pink-Haired Slut?]

"Exactly!"

At last, the opportunity to sever my final ill-fated connection had arrived.

Whether I die or the Pink-Haired Slut dies, I'll settle this once and for all.

[So, as always, will you subdue the Pink-Haired Slut and then have your way with her?]

"...Are you insane?"

That sounded like a unicorn headbanging on the ground until it broke off its own horn.

Ch.363 - 348.  Opening - 5
The Holden Kingdom went through much deliberation when selecting which territory to hand over to the Demon King.

The south, which bordered the sea, was a trade center, while the north with its many different races was rejected for fear it might empower the demon race.

The eastern lands were too fertile to give away, so they had initially intended to offer the western desert, which they had essentially abandoned to Ignite's control.

However, under Bern's near-threatening recommendation, they ended up ceding the easternmost territory, which had once been the front line.

Since the soldiers and knights stationed there belonged to the kingdom, they had no choice but to withdraw in large numbers.

Even merchants who had done business with the soldiers left, leaving only ill-tempered adventurers as the remaining humans.

It was a desolate land with only fortresses remaining after all supplies and weapons were withdrawn.

Despite the bleak situation, the Demon King didn't give up and worked to transform the land.

She gathered demons from across the continent and raised magical beasts to eliminate pests as part of the agreement. Sometimes demons who had formed relationships with humans during their seclusion joined together, gradually prospering in accordance with the principle of harmony.

The Demon King thought things were fine despite troublesome adventurers who harassed villagers under secret orders from the kingdom.

She believed that one day, after overcoming hardships, it would become a land second to none.

So the Demon King, who had been busily focused on developing her village day after day, personally set out with Kang Jun-hyeok to eliminate bandits that had appeared near the village.

These newly emerged bandits seemed suspiciously well-trained, suggesting some kind of plot.

However, they were no match for the Demon King and were easily eliminated.

"This is getting tiresome. I wonder how much more interference the kingdom needs before they're satisfied..."

"If that's your complaint, you could just ask Bern. He could pressure the kingdom to stop their nonsense, couldn't he?"

"After receiving such great favors from him, asking for more would put me in a debt I couldn't repay in a lifetime. No matter how annoying the situation, I have to try my best to resolve it on my own."

"That's ridiculous. Isn't it standard practice for a Demon King to be thick-skinned and use others?"

"That's how the previous Demon King operated, and look how they ended up. Besides, you've been talking too much for a pet in heat."

"Ugh!"

The Demon King kicked Jun-hyeok in the shin, forcing him to kneel.

She further ordered him to behave like a proper pet, leaving Jun-hyeok no choice but to make barking sounds.

While it appeared harsh, Jun-hyeok secretly enjoyed crawling on all fours and barking.

The Demon King, knowing he was secretly enjoying it, treated him even more harshly.

Jun-hyeok was unwittingly developing into a masochist.

"Hmm?"

As the Demon King emerged from the cave after the cleanup, sunlight reflecting off something caught her eye.

The light was so bright that she had to raise her hand to block some of it.

Then she saw a woman whose crown area was particularly shiny.

Her scalp was reflecting light—it was Sherin, or as Bern would call her, the Pink-Haired Slut.

"Who are you?"

"Eek!"

"What? Why are you so scared already?"

As soon as Jun-hyeok saw Sherin slowly approaching them, he gasped in horror and hid behind the Demon King.

The Demon King was quite surprised to see Jun-hyeok showing such obvious fear, as he was usually shameless enough to maintain a rebellious attitude even in front of Bern.

"You asked who I am? I have no intention of telling a whore like you, so get lost."

"...Take that back immediately. I am not a whore."

"My, my, what would you call a woman who keeps my man on a leash if not a whore?"

"Your man...?"

The Demon King turned to look at the unsightly man hiding behind her.

Jun-hyeok vigorously shook his head in denial, insisting it wasn't true.

*I know it's not polite to interfere in others' affairs, but...*

The Demon King sighed deeply and began to contemplate.

Originally, she would have stepped aside and let them resolve it themselves.

However, Jun-hyeok's eyes were so desperate that she couldn't just leave it alone.

Finally, the Demon King made up her mind and spoke.

"This guy says he's never had a foul-mouthed woman like you as his partner."

"Our Jun-hyeok is just shy, that's all."

"Shy? That's strange. This guy would be nothing without his shamelessness."

"What do you know about Jun-hyeok? I know him much better than you do, so shut up and get lost!"

The woman's tone and gaze grew increasingly hostile.

Though she appeared to be a young girl with severe crown baldness, there was an alien energy swirling around her.

Recognizing what it was, the Demon King finally took a stance and became wary.

"You're not human, are you?"

"That's right, I was personally chosen by the great god! I'm not someone a lowly creature like you should casually speak to!"

"For a god to choose such an unremarkable woman, they must have poor taste. Perhaps they literally have no eyes?"

"How dare you insult the divine one in my presence... You must be desperate to die!"

"Kill me if you can."

After exchanging provocations, neither the Demon King nor Sherin held back as they clashed simultaneously.

BOOM! BOOM! CRASH!

The fight was so violent it could hardly be considered a fight between women.

While one was the Demon King, the other seemed nothing like a priestess who offered prayers and blessings.

She fought so well that she could have passed for an old woman who had undergone metamorphosis after hundreds of years of training in Shaolin Temple.

Her shiny bald crown only enhanced that impression.

"This is insane...! Why is that crazy woman here?!"

Jun-hyeok hid behind a nearby rock and watched their fight.

The two were evenly matched.

Jun-hyeok couldn't accept the fact that Sherin had become strong enough to fight the Demon King as an equal.

"Ugh!"

"What's wrong? Where did all that energy from earlier go?"

But even that was Jun-hyeok's misconception.

What had seemed like an even match at first was changing as Sherin revealed her true form, and the Demon King began to be pushed back.

Jun-hyeok, who was cheering for the Demon King for the first time in his life, felt despair.

The Demon King, whom he believed would never lose to anyone except Bern, was approaching defeat.

If the Demon King lost, there would be no one to protect him.

Then he would be dragged away by the psychopathic Sherin again and subjected to a terrible life of confinement.

It wouldn't be strange if he turned into an unidentifiable monster like her.

"Aaahhh!!"

Jun-hyeok, who wanted to remain human at the very least, finally fled.

He might have turned the tide if he had helped the Demon King, but he ran away instead.

Jun-hyeok crossed through the dense forest, screaming like a madman.

The sounds of fierce battle from where he had fled had now quieted, and Jun-hyeok instinctively realized the match was over.

Without seeing it, he knew who had won.

So he ran with all his might.

"Wh...ere! Jun-hyeok...! Where? Are? You? Go...ing?"

"Aaahhh! Shit! Shit!"

With a severely distorted face, flesh that looked like it had been exposed to radiation, and excretory organs spewing black liquid—Sherin, transformed into something close to a monster, couldn't even speak human language properly.

That terror was directly transmitted to Jun-hyeok, causing him to scream and curse.

No matter how hard he ran, he couldn't escape.

This woman would find him and chase him down like a ghost no matter where he was in the world.

Jun-hyeok trembled, wondering if he had been reincarnated into a cosmic horror novel rather than a fantasy.

Finally exhausted, Jun-hyeok tripped over a tree root.

Meanwhile, Sherin, who had returned to human form, approached him with a gentle smile.

"D-don't come near me!"

"What's wrong, Jun-hyeok? It's me! Your beloved Sherin!"

"Stop lying! You monster!"

"Oh, are you upset because of that form earlier? Don't worry! Once you accept the power of the great one, you'll be able to see my true form as beautiful!"

"No! I want to remain human!"

"That's not possible. The divine one said that for us to live happily ever after, we both need to receive the power."

Even if it meant crawling away trembling, Jun-hyeok tried to escape from Sherin.

But Sherin's hand was approaching faster.

Just as her cold hand was about to touch Jun-hyeok's body—

"Huh...?"

SLASH!

A sharp sword energy cut through the wind, severing Sherin's wrist.

"Phew...! Finally found you."

A new voice intervened between the obsessive woman and the man trying to escape.

A man walked purposefully through the cut trees.

From his tone, it was clear the man was extremely irritated, and seeing him, Sherin's face crumpled.

"Bern...!"

"Ugh! What a mess you two are."

"So you've come to interfere with me again!"

Sherin was greatly angered by Bern's appearance.

However, Bern didn't respond to her words and kept muttering and showing his irritation.

This attitude provoked even more anger from Sherin.

"I-I'm saved!"

Meanwhile, Jun-hyeok, who normally didn't care for Bern, was happier than ever to see him.

He thought that even if the Demon King couldn't, Bern would be able to stop Sherin.

"Shut up! You bastard!"

Bern, who hadn't responded to Sherin's words, exploded with curses at Jun-hyeok's words.

Why should he be cursed when he was the victim?

Feeling wronged, Jun-hyeok couldn't contain his anger and shouted back.

"What the hell! What did I do wrong?!"

"What did you do wrong?"

Bern approached Jun-hyeok in an instant.

He vented his frustration by stomping on Jun-hyeok.

"Because you got dragged away by that baldy, everything was ruined! My world was destroyed before the outer god could even descend!"

"Ow! W-wait, what are you talking about?"

"Aha! You wouldn't understand, would you? Then let me explain it in a way you can understand!"

After showing his anger, Bern suddenly changed his expression and smiled brightly.

Realizing he was genuinely angry, Jun-hyeok became more afraid of Bern than Sherin.

"To save you from baldy, I had to use Professor Veronica's one-time time reversal! Do you understand?"

"Ah!"

He was from a timeline where Jun-hyeok had been kidnapped and modified by Sherin.
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After receiving Hades' report, I immediately departed for the eastern region.

I had cast Kang Jun-hyeok as bait to catch the Pink-Haired Slut, and finally got a bite.

To avoid wasting time, I used every means at my disposal to reach the eastern border.

*What a wasted trip...*

Compared to when the bite came, I had raised my fishing rod too late.

It took a full day from the time the kidnapping occurred until Hades' report reached me.

With the power of the outer god, the Pink-Haired Slut could have kidnapped hundreds of Kang Jun-hyeoks in a day.

In reality, there was only one Kang Jun-hyeok, so the kidnapping was easily accomplished, and the Demon King had been turned into a cold corpse.

I had lost both the bait and the hook while trying to catch a big fish.

I had to admit my mistake of being too careless with the Demon King and Kang Jun-hyeok.

*I should never have let my guard down until the very end.*

It was the bitter taste of my first complete defeat, but there was no time for disappointment.

The other operations to finish off the outer god were progressing smoothly, and I needed to focus all my efforts on ensuring Professor Veronica's research could be completed.

Though I regretted letting the Pink-Haired Slut escape, I firmly believed I could defeat her if she appeared again.

Even if she turned Kang Jun-hyeok into a being similar to herself.

*My thinking was too shallow.*

Just three days until the outer god's descent.

Sure enough, the Pink-Haired Slut and Kang Jun-hyeok appeared to confront us.

They were certainly stronger than any enemies we had faced before, but not invincible opponents.

However, the biggest problem wasn't their power.

*Who could have imagined such a variable?*

The most impressive story told by Ortiga, the world's administrator, was about the "Singularity."

A special being with the power to overturn predetermined fate, and only one should exist in this world.

I, who had possessed Bern, was that Singularity, and Kang Jun-hyeok, who had been the Singularity in "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator," ceased being one when another soul entered him.

As a result, this world flowed in a completely different direction from the novel I knew, and Bern's bad ending disappeared.

There should have been a happy ending after defeating the outer god, but that dream was shattered.

*Who would have thought Kang Jun-hyeok, turned into a monster by the outer god's power, would become another Singularity?*

He was originally destined to be possessed by a character from another novel.

He only experienced a change in fate by becoming Kang Jun-hyeok because of me.

From the beginning, he wasn't a Singularity.

But when the outer god completely changed Kang Jun-hyeok's identity, he was reborn as a clear Singularity.

This created the worst condition of having two Singularities, and the world, sensing the crisis, began its path to destruction.

*If someone were to ask what true apocalypse is, I could now answer with confidence.*

The earth split, buildings collapsed, meteors fell from a blood-red sky, and finally, the sea swallowed the land.

Was the sea safe then? Not at all.

All underwater volcanoes erupted, making even the ocean uninhabitable.

No matter how strong living beings were, they couldn't stop the endless natural disasters.

The world couldn't tolerate the fact that two Singularities—myself and Kang Jun-hyeok—coexisted, and ultimately it perished.

That's how my life was destined to end in tragedy.

*If it weren't for Professor Veronica's research...*

At the end of the apocalypse, her time reversal research was dramatically completed.

Professor Veronica had remained steadfastly alone, continuing her research even after all other researchers had left.

Thanks to her efforts, one person could travel to the past and survive.

I had resolved not to resent her even if she used the time reversal magic herself.

However, Professor Veronica handed over the usage rights to me, saying that thanks to me, she had been able to complete her long-cherished research.

"That's why I have memories of the future."

[It's perplexing, but if you say so, it must be true.]

"I swear there's not a single lie in what I've told you."

[But if there's one question, it's that the contractor has never met this Professor Veronica. In fact, there was no such person at the Academy.]

"The reason is simple. The world changed to prevent me from repeating time travel. I've come to a world where Professor Veronica never conducted her research from the beginning."

In other words, there would be no second chance.

This was the last opportunity, and the rule seemed to be that the same mistakes would never be tolerated.

"After this major failure, I've realized something clearly."

[What is it?]

"I'm not perfect."

Not just in terms of power, but also in planning, there were flaws.

Yet I let my guard down at the most crucial moment, and that complacency was truly fatal.

"So I'm going to set stricter standards for myself."

[That's a good mindset.]

"If you see me slacking off even a little, scold me to bring me back to my senses."

[Ah, I'd be more than happy to do that.]

I renewed my determination to learn from failure and never let my guard down again.

I lifted my head, removing my hand from my chest, which I had been clutching so tightly it hurt.

The catastrophe was so painful that a bitter taste still lingered in my mouth.

To avoid experiencing that again, I had to move forward.

[So what do you plan to do now?]

"Cut to the chase and go crack that Pink-Haired Slut's head first."

My purpose remained unchanged, then and now.

***

Bern, who had returned to the not-so-distant past with Professor Veronica's help.

In this iteration, he arrived at his destination before Hades' report came in and hid himself in the forest.

There was also the option of hovering around Kang Jun-hyeok to protect him.

But that would have greatly reduced the chance of Sherin appearing, so Bern deliberately distanced himself to a place where his presence couldn't be sensed.

While waiting in the forest for a long time, the ground shook from the clash between the Demon King and Sherin. Bern ran at full speed the moment he felt the vibration.

As a result, he was able to protect Kang Jun-hyeok from Sherin just in time.

"To be honest, I considered killing you right here too."

"Eek!"

"But that would only make the Demon King pitiful, who risked death to protect you. So I'll specially spare you."

"Th-thank you! Thank you so much!"

"If you're grateful, go back the way you came and take care of the Demon King, you little punk!"

Bern kicked Kang Jun-hyeok's backside, forcing him to get up.

Then he gestured for him to go check on the Demon King.

Even with Sherin still present, Kang Jun-hyeok left for where the Demon King had fallen without looking back.

He believed that Bern would stop the insufferable stalker.

"Do you think you can escape from me?"

Tentacles extended toward Kang Jun-hyeok.

But before they could reach him, they were cut off by Bern's sword ki.

"Of course he can escape! I'm standing right in your way."

"Bern...! Bern...! Bern...! Berrn...!"

"Stop calling my name, your mouth smells like manure."

"Kyaaaak!"

Sherin transformed part of her body into a monstrous life form and pounced on Bern.

She intended to engage in a brawl by directly colliding with him as she had with the Demon King, but Bern showed no intention of playing along with her plan.

Bern spun around in place and delivered a powerful kick to Sherin's abdomen as she charged.

With the clear sound of bones breaking, Sherin flew far away and crashed into a thick tree trunk.

However, having transcended human limitations, she used the tree as a propellant and flew toward Bern.

"Is charging headlong the only thing you've learned?"

"Shut up!"

Bern held his sword while completely relaxing the strength in his arm.

Even as she charged with all her tentacles pointed straight at him, his posture remained unchanged.

On the surface, he appeared unwilling to respond, but Bern either nimbly avoided the tentacles or countered them.

Additionally, he controlled the mana in the surrounding area to slow the movement of the tentacles.

"Die! Die! Just die already!"

"You're trying hard. But that won't narrow the gap between us."

"Shut that mouth!"

Provoked by Bern, Sherin began swinging her tentacles indiscriminately.

Trees that came into contact with the tentacles were instantly shattered and fell.

These were by no means weak attacks, yet Bern either cut through the approaching tentacles or deflected them.

"I, who received power from the great one, cannot eliminate a damn bastard like you? This is absurd!"

"What's absurd? When you're relying solely on power, defeat is inevitable, ma'am."

"I'll kill you kill you kill you kill you kill you kill you!"

"I just called you 'ma'am' casually, but did that touch a nerve? Are you going through menopause? The way you get angry for no reason really makes you look like a middle-aged woman in menopause."

The movements of her murderous tentacles grew more fierce and fast, but they still couldn't reach Bern.

Meanwhile, his provocations grew even more intense, until finally Sherin transformed into a monster with no trace of humanity left.

"I'll... kill... you!"

"Yes, now we're getting to the good part."

Bern, who had only used his sword to deflect attacks until now.

Watching Sherin return to her true form, he smiled with satisfaction, saying she was now the right size.

The dismantling show of their long, wearisome feud was about to begin.
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After experiencing failure, I vowed to seize any opportunity that came my way.

It meant that when the chance to strike down an enemy appeared, I would swing my sword without hesitation.

The reason I focused on evasion while running my mouth was simple.

The Pink-Haired Slut disguised in her former appearance would only suffer superficial wounds no matter how many times I cut her.

To inflict real damage, I needed to make her reveal her true form.

*That's why I provoked her lightly.*

[Yet you resorted to cheap taunts, unlike your usual self. That wench got riled up by it.]

*She sacrificed intelligence to gain power that could overwhelm a Demon King. I figured she'd fall for provocations from a snot-nosed brat.*

[Even if I craved power, I wouldn't want to become that hideous.]

*I agree.*

I grabbed a tentacle rushing toward my right eye and tore it off.

I stomped on tentacles trying to burst through the ground with my magic-infused shoes, preventing them from emerging.

My response to the tentacles was perfect, but there was still a troublesome ability to deal with.

"Rethkobshekadothuum...!"

An utterance that barely resembled human speech.

The Pink-Haired Slut, once a devout priest, had gained alien abilities after worshipping an outer god.

Instead of bright, gentle holy power, her abilities were based on dark, grotesque otherworldly forces.

The power was slightly different from Leviathan's void. Using it, she could summon eldritch beings from beyond our world.

[Something is coming...!]

"I know."

Suddenly, black liquid poured down from the clear sky.

The mysterious fluid splattered on the ground and spread widely in all directions.

After a moment, as if possessing consciousness, the scattered liquid began to coalesce.

The gathered fluid restructured its properties, solidifying to form a physical body.

The emerging outline was too bizarre to describe in words.

A monstrosity with a snake's body covered in eyeballs instead of scales, and a mouth full of teeth where a head should be.

It was somewhat disappointing that I couldn't observe its complete form.

[Hmm? Contractor, why are you closing your eyes?]

"I can't face it otherwise."

This eldritch being induced fear just by being looked at.

It wasn't simply that the creature was hideous or frightening.

It instinctively instilled terror in anyone who made eye contact with it.

Fear resistance or strong mental fortitude made no difference.

Fear induction was the creature's innate ability.

Always active, with no limitations.

The creature induced fear as naturally as humans breathe.

"To avoid feeling fear, I have no choice but to block my vision."

Vision is merely a means to appreciate the sensual events prepared by my wives anyway.

Even with my eyes closed, the mana permeating nature revealed the surroundings to me.

"Kill... him!"

When the Pink-Haired Slut gave her command, the creature leaned its body backward.

Not a preparatory motion for charging, but a movement to regurgitate something.

As it thrust its head forward, I ducked and ran clockwise.

I couldn't tell what it had spewed, but the tree behind me turned to ash.

*If the tree had melted, I could at least guess it was acidic.*

I lamented how little information we had about otherworldly beings.

Perhaps that's why I felt even more regretful about not being able to use time reversal after the outer god's descent.

"Where do you think you're going?"

I saw the Pink-Haired Slut's intention to leave the creature to deal with me while she went after Kang Jun-hyeok.

The moment she turned her back on me, I exploded with mana for high-speed movement and slammed the back of her head.

The momentum drove her face along the ground for a hundred meters.

Since she was still maintaining her disguise while suppressing her anger, her true body probably wasn't even scratched.

But there was extra satisfaction in seeing her damaged in her Pink-Haired Slut form rather than as a monster.

I grabbed what remained of her hair, trying to see her distorted face, when I sensed the eldritch being behind me preparing to spew its otherworldly poison.

"Oh my, how dangerous...!"

I jumped into the air, using the Pink-Haired Slut as a springboard.

At the same time, the creature indiscriminately sprayed its poison.

While I couldn't confirm her damaged face, I witnessed an even more rare spectacle.

The otherworldly poison drenched the back and head of the Pink-Haired Slut, who was still embedded in the ground.

What little remained of her hair and roots withered like plants before disappearing completely.

"Puhah!"

I burst out laughing at her smooth, slug-like baldness.

It was an uncommon situation created by chance, not intention.

"Ahahaha! S-sorry! It wasn't deliberate. Kekup!"

The Pink-Haired Slut had her intentions thwarted and her pride shattered.

In this situation, she had only one course of action.

"You fucking bastard...! I won't forgive you! I'll definitely kill youuuu!"

Driven mad with rage, she finally went berserk.

Explosions erupted everywhere, destroying the forest.

Trees around the area shattered while grass and flowers withered.

Though the situation had worsened, seeing the Pink-Haired Slut thrashing about was satisfying.

"By now, Kang Jun-hyeok should be quite far away, right?"

[Probably so.]

"Good, that's all I needed."

Kang Jun-hyeok had left to rescue the Demon King long ago, and the Pink-Haired Slut was obsessed with killing me.

The risk of having two Singularities was gone.

My lips twitched with the realization that the time had come to end our long-standing grudge.

I don't have tremors, but my hands shook from sheer joy.

While I was overwhelmed with elation, the eldritch being approached from behind and coiled around me, binding my body.

Seizing the opportunity, the Pink-Haired Slut wrapped tentacles around her arms to form blades and lunged at me.

"How amusing. A woman who's never properly held a sword thinks she can use one?"

Prahf's rune flashed.

The blood in my veins turned into thorns that pierced through my skin and extended outward in all directions.

Then demonic energy covered the blood thorns, creating countless blades.

The Pink-Haired Slut, who had rushed in for the kill, managed to pull back and escape harm, but the creature binding me wasn't so fortunate.

The force constricting me loosened as the creature, riddled with holes, collapsed pathetically.

Since I used blood magic with my own blood as the medium, I wasn't unscathed either.

However, thanks to troll regeneration, my wounds closed without leaving a single scar.

"This is how you use a sword."

Opening my eyes without hesitation, I swung my arm wide, releasing sword ki.

The Pink-Haired Slut hastily wove her tentacles into a shield to block it.

But she couldn't completely deflect it, so she twisted her waist to let the sword ki flow past her.

"Rethkobshekadothuum!"

While blocking the sword ki, she completed her prayer to summon another otherworldly being.

But this time, I had no intention of watching idly.

KWANG-!

I raised my leg high and stomped the ground forcefully.

The black liquid pouring from the sky splashed back up into the air.

Then I combined nature's mana with my own to cast a powerful dragon language spell.

Skipping the magic circle, I released a fire dragon's breath into the air.

In heat that even Ignite couldn't withstand, the black liquid evaporated before it could take form.

"What on earth are youuu...!"

"You wanted to ask what I am? I have no intention of telling you."

THUD-!

I leaped to the Pink-Haired Slut in one bound and drove my fist into her core.

With a dull explosive sound, she flew away, but barely survived by grabbing a tree with her tentacles.

I guarantee she would regret choosing to resist rather than letting herself be thrown.

"Oh? Resisting?"

I leaped again. This time, reaching above her, I swung down my scabbard.

With her crown caved in by the scabbard, the Pink-Haired Slut rolled on the ground.

Finally realizing things had gone wrong, she used her tentacles to pound the ground, creating a passage.

It was an emergency escape route to the outer realm.

"You think you can escape now?"

"Kyaaaah!"

CRACK-!

I stomped on the tentacle creating the connection passage, crushing it completely.

The tentacle, twisted 720 degrees, was not just tied up but torn off entirely.

"I've been waiting for this day to come."

Without stopping, I stabbed my sword into her vital points, immobilizing her completely.

"Kieeeeek! Kugigik...!"

"Does it hurt? But you know what? There was someone who had to endure pain far more terrible than what you're experiencing now!"

I stabbed a replicated Prahf into the Pink-Haired Slut's body once more.

She screamed so loudly it was deafening and thrashed violently.

I thought seeing her in pain would be refreshing, but it wasn't entirely so.

The tragedy of a man who was used and betrayed by the woman he loved his entire life, never receiving even a single moment of love in return.

Remembering that made my blood boil.

"Die...!"

"Curses, hatred, resentment, whatever. You can do anything to me, I don't care. But you shouldn't have done that to Bern! After all he did for you...!"

With the Pink-Haired Slut pinned disgracefully to the ground and writhing in pain, I thrust my hand into her body without hesitation.

"Ugekk!"

I rummaged through her innards, searching for her heart.

In the process, my fingertips touched something that felt disgusting just to touch.

Not sure if it was her heart but judging it to be a vital organ, I pulled it out without hesitation.

Surprisingly, what I extracted wasn't her heart but her head.

Her head had been functioning as an organ for her biological processes.

"This is revolting. I can't comprehend this body structure at all."

Being a creation of an outer god, it was incomprehensibly bizarre.

But it didn't matter. Whether heart or head, it was still a vital part.

"Mmm...? Bern?"

"Hm?"

"Huh? Where am I? And I... Kyaak! Why is my body like this?!"

Moist eyes that didn't seem to belong to a hideous monster.

The Pink-Haired Slut opened her eyes, looked around, and suddenly panicked.

As if she had no idea what had happened until now.

"What is this? Why has my body become like this?"

"......"

"Say something!"

Seeing only her head remaining of her body, the Pink-Haired Slut fell into a panic.

And now she was demanding an explanation from me, which made me smirk involuntarily.

"I'm not falling for it, you bitch."

"What?"

I prepared a transfer spell, pouring in massive amounts of mana.

The coordinates were set for a public toilet in the slums of the Capital.

I planned to place her head in a toilet bowl full of filth and waste.

"It should be the most fitting place for you."

The magic circle seemed to emit a pungent, foul odor.

"Why, why are you doing this? What did I do wrong!"

"You're asking what you did wrong? Fine, I'll specially implant the memories of a certain man into your head, so think about it carefully in the cesspool. If you truly repent, perhaps the god you betrayed will save you."

"W-wait...!"

SWOOSH-!

The Pink-Haired Slut disappeared from before me before she could finish speaking.

From now on, Sherin would face suffering worse than death.

[Are you satisfied now?]

"Not at all."

I thought I'd feel good after getting revenge, but it was more hollow than expected.

Perhaps I had wanted Bern to kill the Pink-Haired Slut himself.

But knowing the original Bern would never do such a thing left me feeling unsatisfied.

"I think the best revenge I can take on the Pink-Haired Slut might be to live happily."

"Is that so."

"It seems I'll have to wait for the future to feel proper satisfaction."

"There's no need to wait for the future."

"Huh?"

Without my noticing, Prahf had left the scabbard and polymorphed into human form.

She gave me a meaningful smile, then approached a nearby tree.

Placing her hand on the trunk while arching her back, Prahf swayed her tempting buttocks.

"Why not savor that happiness with this body right now? It would be fun to flaunt our love to that wench while we're at it."

"...You really are the best."

Prahf was a demonic sword skilled at stimulating holy swords.

Ch.366 - 351.  Opening - 8
"How are you feeling?"

"Don't worry too much. I'm much better now."

At the temporary infirmary set up in the Demon World Forest.

I came to visit after hearing that the Demon King, who had collapsed with severe injuries, had regained consciousness.

Unlike when she first lay in the sickbed, I could see that her wounds had healed considerably and she had regained her strength.

"I heard you dealt with that monster. How did you do it?"

"After neutralizing her, I threw her into a public toilet."

"I'm concerned she might come out again..."

"You don't need to worry about that. I handled it properly so she'll never appear before us again."

I not only put her deep inside but also used Dragon Language magic so no one could recognize her.

The Pink-Haired Slut, with only her head remaining, would rot in that toilet until the end of her life.

Though more likely, she'd die from fecal poisoning before that.

In any case, I could proudly say she had met the worst possible end.

"If you say so, then I suppose it's fine."

The Demon King nodded in acceptance.

It seemed that never seeing her again was enough.

"Now that I've answered your question, let me ask one of my own."

"Go ahead."

"Why did you risk your life to protect Kang Jun-hyeok? He's not even a demon but a human, and moreover, he tried to rape you. Surely you haven't... developed feelings for him?"

The Demon King's eyebrows gradually lowered, creating a sharp gaze.

She glared at me with a look full of displeasure.

Acknowledging that my question was inappropriate, I immediately bowed my head in apology.

Asking if she liked someone who tried to rape her was truly insensitive.

"I absolutely did not protect him because he's pretty."

"Then why?"

"Regardless of how it came about, he's my first slave. Even though he's human, he's my subject, so I must protect him."

"I've never seen a ruler risk their life for a single subject before."

"I know I'm unusual. But if a king with fighting power runs away and abandons their weak subjects, who would follow me in the distant future?"

"If you died, all the achievements you've built up could have crumbled."

"It doesn't matter. Even if I'm called a foolish ruler, I don't want to be a cowardly one."

The Demon King wasn't cut out to be a monarch, but she was the kind of leader the people would love.

If she were the original Demon King from the novel, choosing to protect the weak wouldn't have been a problem, but that's not the case now.

The Demon King who nearly lost her life fighting the Pink-Haired Slut empowered by a foreign god.

Perhaps she was using this incident as an excuse to hand over the throne to a stronger demon.

"...You said you didn't want to be a cowardly Demon King, right?"

"Yes, it probably sounded like a lie to your ears."

"No, I didn't mean I don't believe you."

"Then?"

"I was thinking, wouldn't it be better if you could be both brave and invincible?"

"Unfortunately, I've lost about 60 percent of my original power. The invincible ruler you mentioned? It wouldn't have been difficult for me in my prime. But now..."

"I'll help you get it back."

"Huh...?"

The Demon King's eyes widened at my offer to restore her power.

Afterward, she stroked her chin, appearing deep in thought.

A human offering to restore the power of the Demon King, humanity's enemy—even I would be suspicious.

How could I make her believe me?

As I twisted my lips, unable to think of anything but sophistry, the Demon King spoke first.

"What's the condition?"

"Condition?"

"I mean, what do you want in return for restoring my power? If you're offering to help without compensation, let's pretend I never heard this conversation."

It meant she wouldn't accept my help unless I wanted something in return.

Since I had offered to help with the expectation of compensation from the beginning, I naturally had to nod.

"Actually, I need to fight a foreign god that will appear in ten days. I'd like you to fight alongside me with your restored power."

"A battle with a foreign god... That doesn't seem like a fair trade?"

"If we win, I'll pressure King Holden to expand the Demon World Forest."

"No, when I said it's not a fair trade, I meant that you'd be at a disadvantage by restoring my power."

"Not really. If we lose to the foreign god, not only me but you too might suffer a fate worse than death. Considering the danger pay, I'm not at a loss."

I spoke somewhat threateningly to convey the seriousness of the situation.

However, the Demon King smiled meaningfully in response.

"Have you already forgotten? Defeating the foreign god who spread perverse desires throughout this world has been my long-cherished wish. In other words, I would have intervened in that battle even if you hadn't asked. So there's almost no benefit for you in this deal."

"Hmm, what if you fight completely under my direction...?"

"That's something I could agree to with a simple request."

"This is difficult... Besides fighting together, I don't have anything else to ask of you."

If I had to name something, it would be asking her to spare my home in a future war with the kingdom.

But even this request wasn't very meaningful.

Even if the Demon King regained her original power, if she fought me now, it would be an even match or she might be slightly weaker.

If she unnecessarily provoked me, who had no intention of participating, she would be the one to lose.

I was confident the Demon King wouldn't bother me without a separate request.

"Then how about power? You seem like you'd handle it well if given the chance."

"I don't need it. I'm only taking the lead and commanding now because this is my fight. Originally, I hate managing others."

"Wealth?"

"I've accumulated enough for three generations to live without working. In fact, it wouldn't be an exaggeration to say that these days I'm deliberately spending money to circulate it in society."

"...If you need neither power nor wealth, then I have only one thing I can offer."

An artifact? Or power?

But unless it's a legendary artifact that can reverse time or resurrect the dead, I don't need it.

In the latter case, it would be ridiculous for me to receive power when I've offered to restore the Demon King's power.

Everything I could think of was rejected, so I was curious about what reward the Demon King would offer.

"I'd like you to close your eyes for a moment."

"What is it?"

"Just do as I say!"

"Geez..."

I couldn't understand why she wanted me to close my eyes for something supposedly so impressive.

I wondered if she was going to show me a glow-in-the-dark dragon when she told me to open my eyes again.

*But I'd have to admit that would be cool.*

I was smirking at my own thoughts when suddenly, the Demon King's hands wrapped around my right hand and moved it somewhere.

"Keep your eyes closed and stay still."

"Alright."

"Just focus on the sensation at your fingertips."

As soon as I heard those words, something popped into my mind.

The common light novel trope: "If you help me, I'll let you touch my breasts."

In this scenario, there was no other reward.

*I guess I'll have to be satisfied with that.*

There were two reasons for my disappointment.

First, the Demon King's body was less mature due to her incomplete resurrection.

The original Demon King from the novel was a mature beauty that would make anyone say, "Oh my god, she's gorgeous."

But having emerged into the world too early, she appeared quite youthful in many aspects.

Some might prefer the current Demon King, but I preferred the fully resurrected Demon King's chest.

Second, I had gained much more experience with women.

Of course, I still enjoyed kneading breasts.

However, I no longer got excited just from touching breasts; I was essentially indifferent.

It was like the slime toys that children from my world often played with.

I would continue kneading simply because the texture felt good.

So the idea that touching the Demon King's breasts would be a reward...

"Huh?"

The sensation of a viscous liquid touching my fingers.

My fingertips felt a crevice.

Detecting something strange, my mind instantly went blank.

Meanwhile, the Demon King's coquettish voice echoed.

"Ahh...! I can't guarantee it's worth it as compensation, but you can do whatever you want with me."

"Uh... really?"

"This is the only reward I can give you. B-but! I've never been with a man before, so I can guarantee its rarity! So, p-please be gentle♡"

This was an offer I couldn't refuse.

***

"...So that was definitely a green light, right?"

Kang Jun-hyeok, who had moved the injured Demon King to the infirmary.

Having free time due to his master's absence, Jun-hyeok had been indulging in a fantasy every day.

The Demon King who risked her life to protect him from Sherin.

After that incident, Jun-hyeok began to distort and reinterpret the Demon King's indifferent behavior toward him.

*Haha! She was pretending to be indifferent, but she was actually interested in me?*

Jun-hyeok swept back his forehead and laughed heartily.

Setting aside his personality, he was handsome, so his smiling face was quite attractive.

Gaining confidence from looking in the mirror, Jun-hyeok immediately went to the Demon King's private room and picked the flowers she had cherished to make a bouquet.

*Since these are the flowers the Demon King loves, she'll be very happy if I give them as a get-well gift, right? She already likes me deep down, and if I give her flowers too, she'll definitely fall for me!*

Believing this, Jun-hyeok made his way to the infirmary where the Demon King was recuperating.

Just as he was about to open the door with a dignified stride, he realized there was already a visitor.

"Ack!"

After listening for a moment, he discovered that the Demon King was with Bern Coolam, whom Jun-hyeok disliked.

Expecting their conversation to take a long time, he decided to come back later.

As Jun-hyeok was about to turn away, he sensed a strange atmosphere.

A man and woman alone in a small, enclosed space.

They seemed to be having a business-like conversation, but he didn't think it would continue that way indefinitely.

*...Surely not?*

Jun-hyeok carefully turned the doorknob to create a small gap.

Then he peered through the crack to look inside.

"Fuck..."

Unfortunately, Jun-hyeok's uneasy premonition was correct.

A man and woman embracing each other, enthusiastically making love.

Finally, the bouquet in Jun-hyeok's hand fell coldly to the floor.

Jun-hyeok, who had once been happy about taking Sherin from Bern, had now lost both Hades and the Demon King to Bern.
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"So specifically, how do you plan to restore my original power?"

"I wonder if the magic supply device is gone."

The magic supply device was an artifact used for the revival of the Demon King.

As the name suggests, its function was to supply magic energy to its target.

However, I didn't think it would have remained intact after taking Breeze's breath attack.

"How do you know about the magic supply device?"

"Hades tipped me off."

"Come to think of it, one of your subordinates was a former executive of the Demon King's army."

In reality, I had learned about it through the setting guide of the original novel, but I just glossed over that fact.

The secret that this was a world inside a novel wasn't something I should reveal.

"Even if the magic supply device were intact, it wouldn't matter. The amount of magic energy it can provide at once is limited, so I wouldn't be able to recover my power within two weeks."

"Can't we just increase the input limit?"

"If you want to see my body explode and turn into minced meat, sure, go ahead."

"So the magic supply device won't work."

The magic supply device was an artifact that only showed results after investing time.

At the current moment, with the war against the foreign gods right around the corner, it wouldn't be very effective.

Moreover, it had now become unrecognizable scrap metal, so the idea of modifying it wasn't even an option.

"...What about making a contract with an Archdevil? I know quite a few demons, so let's have them help you recover your lost power!"

"Deals with demons always come with a price. From your reaction, it seems you've made deals with Archdevils before. Would you mind telling me what price you paid?"

"Let's see, the first was baldness at the crown..."

"Rejected. I'd rather live and die without my power."

A curse even the Demon King would avoid.

Well, she had mentioned not wanting to be recorded as a cowardly ruler, showing she cared about her legacy.

If she were to be known to future generations as a balding monarch, she wouldn't be able to rest peacefully even in the afterlife.

If it were me, I would have jumped out of my grave, erased all records, and destroyed the entire demon realm.

"Aren't there any other methods?"

"Hmm...!"

I recalled everything I had seen in the novel and its setting guide.

What would be the best way to increase a demon's power?

The quickest way for demons to become stronger was to commit terrible massacres, converting various negative emotions into magic energy for consumption.

However, now that humans and demons had barely reached an agreement to coexist, doing such a thing would immediately lead to war.

Besides, I wasn't twisted enough to commit massacres without remorse.

Having at least some humanity, I was more inclined to prevent massacres than to perpetrate them.

"Let's go to the Dungeon of Gluttony first."

"I thought you said you wouldn't make deals with demons?"

"I'm not going there to make a deal. I'm going to gather information."

Albatross was humanity's greatest intelligence organization, but since there were no demons among its members, information about magic energy or demons was limited.

However, demons and the demon race were quite similar, and an Archdevil might have a solution to the Demon King's problem.

Moreover, since they had been watching me from afar, they might have already prepared information after understanding my situation.

"Is it reliable?"

"At least that demon doesn't try to deceive me specifically."

"Won't they demand something in exchange for information?"

"That's fine. I'm already paying a price in a sense."

"How?"

"It's like that."

My life story had become entertaining amusement for the demons in the Dungeon of Gluttony.

In real-time, I was providing them with entertainment.

While it might not be enough to grant a wish, I think it's sufficient to request information.

"Speak of the devil, here it comes right on time."

"A fly?"

Buzz-!

A bright red fly entered through the slightly open window.

It was a messenger from Baal Zebub, known as the Lord of the Flies.

"It's a messenger sent by the demon of gluttony I just mentioned."

"This tiny fly is a messenger?"

It was natural to be skeptical, as the fly was too small to carry a note like a bird would.

However, Baal Zebub's messengers conveyed messages in a rather unique way.

The fly landed on the desk.

After rubbing its front legs together for a moment, it suddenly burst.

An amount of blood that seemed impossible to have been contained in a single fly splattered across the desk.

"So such messengers exist in this world."

"I was quite shocked the first time I saw it too."

When I knew nothing, I was surprised and somewhat disgusted by the sight of the messenger fly bursting to death in front of me.

But the splattered fly blood wasn't meant to provoke.

The blood was arranged at regular intervals, forming letters.

It was like a blood letter, though without paper, using the fly's blood instead.

"According to Baal Zebub, we should go to the Twisted Forest, which is located to the southeast of the kingdom."

"It seems you asked the demon of gluttony for information even before making a proposal to me. What would you have done if I had rejected your offer?"

"No. I never mentioned you or our recent agreement to Baal Zebub."

"What? You're lying, right? How could they know about our situation without being told anything?"

"That one is a rather special demon."

The worst kind of demon, capable of spying on anyone from anywhere with clairvoyance and eavesdropping through flies.

However, since it praised me and provided extremely useful information like this, it was awkward to impose restrictions.

After the battle with the foreign gods ended and peace returned, I would have to advise it to use its clairvoyance moderately.

"It seems none of your acquaintances are normal."

"What can I do? Those are the only kinds of people who gather around me."

[It's probably because the contractor's tastes are suspiciously bizarre to begin with.]

Ding-!

I flicked the sword handle with my finger, telling it to be quiet.

Then I heard Prah's groan in my head.

This sword always adds unnecessary comments.

"Anyway, it says we should go to the Twisted Forest. What do you want to do?"

"We should go. If there's a possibility of recovering my power there."

"Good, then let's leave without delay."

"Wait, we'll depart after cleaning up the fly's blood..."

"Ah, just leave that be."

After I finished reading the message and looked away, the blood began to move on its own.

The fly's blood, scattered everywhere, gradually gathered together and transformed back into the shape of the fly I had seen earlier.

Surprisingly, the messenger fly hadn't died; it had temporarily burst its body to convey the message through its blood.

*Even if the revival process is bizarre, it's good that the contents of the message won't leak to others.*

The messenger fly's capabilities didn't end there.

After completing its regeneration, it circled around me and slowly moved forward.

Realizing that this behavior had a specific meaning, I casually asked:

"Are you saying you'll guide us to the Twisted Forest and we should follow you?"

In response, the messenger fly flew up and down, indicating affirmation.

Truly an exceptionally capable messenger.

"If only its appearance wasn't that of a fly, I would have kept one long ago..."

"Keeung...!"

As I was clicking my tongue in regret, Chaos poked its head out from the shadows.

It started making sounds as if protesting that it was much better than the fly.

Chaos began performing all sorts of tricks, like using its rear end to stamp letters or putting on shadow shows.

It was giving its all in self-promotion, almost like a butt show.

"Yes, yes. With Chaos by my side, I don't need any other messenger."

"King!"

I picked up Chaos, who was trying so hard to gain recognition.

Dangling from my hands, Chaos gave the fly a triumphant smile.

It was a look that seemed to say, *How about that, dung fly! I win!*

Even though this fly wasn't even my messenger.

"Geez."

"Pfft!"

As I sighed and shook my head helplessly, I suddenly heard the Demon King behind me laugh.

It was the first time I had seen her laugh genuinely.

"You really do have many unusual individuals around you."

"Is that a compliment or an insult?"

"It's a compliment. I'm even a bit envious."

The Demon King wiped the tears from the corners of her eyes and stood beside me.

Then, as if urging me to hurry, she grabbed my arm and pulled.

"I'm looking forward to traveling with you. It doesn't seem like there will be a dull moment."

"There might be many difficult situations too."

"That's what adventure is all about, isn't it?"

"...You're right."

Adventure.

I'm not sure if it's appropriate to think this way with the final battle approaching, but I'll consider this my last adventure and enjoy it to the fullest.
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I followed the path of the flies sent by Baal Zebub to the entrance of the forest.

When the Demon Queen and I checked the state of the forest, we stood with our mouths agape, unable to say a word.

"Are we sure we're in the right place?"

"I don't know. But since the flies guided us here before leaving, I guess this must be it. Considering how it looks..."

When I first heard the name "Twisted Forest," I had imagined a forest with a frightening atmosphere.

A dark forest where dying ancient trees created an eerie ambiance.

I thought it would be a place where various magical beasts lived, where lakes were made of poison, and all sorts of grudges lurked.

But the reality of the Twisted Forest was different.

The scene before my eyes could be defined in a single word.

Twisted.

It was truly twistedness incarnate.

*There was a reason this wasn't described in the novel...*

At the entrance of the forest, trees were merely intertwined with each other.

Though they were entangled somewhat sensually, it wasn't particularly problematic.

However, the Demon Queen and I had eyesight good enough to see partially into the depths of the forest.

The deeper into the Twisted Forest, the greater the level of twistedness.

Trees with trunks reminiscent of large breasts and buttocks.

Trees with branches shaped like male genitalia.

And young trees surrounded by trees with phallic branches.

Beyond the trees, there were lakes with the viscosity of lotion and rocks carved like axe marks.

The twisted scenery was overwhelmingly shocking in many ways.

It was a forest I was reluctant to approach, but to achieve the Demon Queen's goal, we had no choice but to step in.

"Be careful, the pollen emitted by the forest isn't ordinary either. Each one contains special components."

"What kind of components?"

"They stimulate nerves, raise body temperature, make breathing ragged, and stimulate the lower body..."

"In other words, they're aphrodisiacs."

"...That's right."

Not only the appearance but even the pollen was extraordinary.

It meant that if you touched a beautiful flower while walking through the forest, you would immediately become aroused.

Perhaps that's why various wild animals throughout the forest were making seductive moans.

Whatever else might happen, the animals living in this forest would likely never face extinction.

"Sometimes there are beasts that look like humans mixed in."

"Huh? Are they actually humans...?"

"When they're thrusting away until they lose their minds to lust, they're beasts. They're even mating with non-humans."

A human male who developed sexual desire for wild beasts due to the extreme aphrodisiac effects.

I was shocked to see him rolling around with a tiger.

The Demon Queen and I were fortunate to have resistance to aphrodisiacs; otherwise, we might have ended up in a similar state.

"Waoong!"

"Chaos, that won't work on me. Put it back where you found it."

"Keewoong...!"

Chaos returned with the most colorful flower in its mouth.

It seemed to have been impressed by the sight of humans and beasts making love and brought it as a gift.

I understood Chaos's intentions, but I neither had the courage nor was I ready for such things.

"Anyway, I find it hard to believe that there's a means to regain power in this deranged forest..."

"We'll find out when we go deeper into the forest. Above all, that area is beyond even our vision."

"That place certainly seems the most suspicious."

Even as we slowly entered the forest, our vision didn't expand further but was blocked midway.

It was as if something important was hidden in the deepest part.

Since there was nothing particularly unusual in the outer and middle areas, we had to proceed to the inner part.

In the process, we couldn't avoid witnessing numerous animals mating.

Still, it was somewhat bearable if I viewed it as a museum or documentary about the wonders of nature.

*The only problem is that some impure wonders, like that human and tiger from earlier, are mixed in.*

[By that logic, wouldn't the contractor also be an impure wonder?]

*It's unfair to use facts like that.*

It was an irrefutable truth.

Still, as someone who maintains a distinction between public and private matters, I don't engage in indiscriminate creation of life.

[But don't you indiscriminately draw and swing your Holy Sword?]

I cast a blocking spell on Prah.

As they say, facts get banned.

"I can sense a mystical power from inside. There's definitely something beyond this."

"Sounds like it might be what we're looking for."

"Yes, but we can't go there right now because of this barrier."

"Why not? We can just break through the barrier."

"We shouldn't carelessly break the barrier; we don't know what might happen inside. After analyzing the spell formula, I found that it will automatically dissolve with time, so let's wait a bit."

"When will it dissolve?"

"It should naturally dissolve when the sun sets."

The Demon Queen had a mindset quite different from mine.

I'm the type who would unhesitatingly break a barrier with a Dispel spell if it blocked my way.

In contrast, the Demon Queen was the type to interpret and analyze barriers to find solutions.

Neither approach can be called definitively correct, but the one who interprets and analyzes tends to absorb more knowledge and grow stronger.

Considering the time the Demon Queen had lived, I could see where her strength was founded.

Unlike me, who gained power through various connections, hers was power obtained through consistent effort and time.

"Why are you staring at me like that? Is there something on my face?"

"It's nothing."

Bern was similar in this regard.

Despite having talent close to that of an ordinary person, he became strong through bone-crushing effort.

However, Bern's efforts were overshadowed by the protagonist's talent.

I didn't want to follow the same path, so I used shortcuts to become stronger, but lately I've been thinking:

Shouldn't I have made separate efforts beyond just shortcuts?

It's not that I didn't make any effort at all.

I fought desperately to survive in a dirty world, gritting my teeth and achieving results.

But still, I couldn't shake the feeling that it wasn't enough.

Especially after returning from the past, I felt this even more strongly.

*Living comfortably is really hard.*

[Your flaw is that you have too many miscellaneous thoughts. Sometimes you should empty your mind and rest.]

*...I should do that.*

Our progress was blocked by the barrier.

Taking this opportunity, I lay down on the grass.

I felt uneasy thinking that animals might have been mating where I was lying, but that too was probably one of the miscellaneous thoughts Prah had pointed out.

"You said the barrier would dissolve by evening, right?"

"If you don't trust me, we could break the barrier right now..."

"No, I trust you. So I'll rest until evening. I haven't slept properly for two days."

"...Alright. I'll keep watch, so rest well."

"Woof!"

Chaos naturally came to my side.

It nudged my hands, which were clasped over my head, then rolled under to lie beneath my head.

Seeing Chaos volunteering to be my pillow, all sorts of thoughts came to mind, but I cleared those away too.

I lifted Chaos from under my head and hugged it tightly.

Chaos's soft body was perfect as a hugging pillow.

And with my mind now empty, I made a somewhat unreasonable request to the Demon Queen.

"To think you'd ask me to do such a thing. But since you came all this way to help me, I suppose it's fine."

The Demon Queen approached me, knelt down demurely, and gently cradled my head, placing it on her lap.

"You're probably the first person to ask a Demon Queen for a lap pillow."

"That's an honor then."

"Of course you should consider it an honor. Anyway, stop thinking unnecessary thoughts and get some good sleep."

"Alright."

With the certainty that this dream would be as sweet as honey, I quietly closed my eyes.

***

"Oh ho, is that so?"

In a grassy thicket slightly separated from Bern's group.

There was a man whose right eye was swollen like a night owl.

He was Kang Jun-hyeok, who had been hit as punishment for plucking a flower that the Demon Queen cherished.

Though he had earned her dislike because of that incident, he didn't care at all.

"So the power the Demon Queen wants is inside that barrier?"

Kang Jun-hyeok's resolve wasn't shaken even after witnessing Bern and the Demon Queen's intimate act.

Instead, it fueled his determination.

He believed he was different from those NTR protagonists who helplessly sat down and rubbed their lower bodies.

He had the mentality that if something was taken from him, he would simply take it back.

Such was Kang Jun-hyeok who had secretly followed Bern and the Demon Queen, and discovered their objective.

"If I enter the barrier first, steal that power, and then give it to the Demon Queen?"

Bern had slept with the Demon Queen in exchange for helping her regain her power.

But what if he, not Bern, provided that power?

*Even if I can't win her heart, I'd at least have a justification to embrace the Demon Queen, right? And her fondness for that guy would decrease too!*

He took her first experience claiming he would help, but in the end, someone else restored the Demon Queen's power.

She would naturally be disappointed.

With this belief, Kang Jun-hyeok wore a wicked smile.

*When her fondness for Bern decreases, I'll satisfy the Demon Queen with my brilliant technique and definitely steal her away! Even if I can't make her fall for me immediately, just being able to do it with the Demon Queen would be the best situation!*

Slurp.

Kang Jun-hyeok licked his lips.

Leaving the two resting in front of the barrier, he circled around and approached the barrier.

As the saying goes, "Even a rotten croaker is still a croaker," despite his unpleasant nature, Kang Jun-hyeok's body had resistance to aphrodisiacs.

He also possessed enough mana to break through the barrier, so he unhesitatingly demolished part of it.

*Good, I need to grab it quickly! If it's an incredibly good power, I'll use it to swallow the world!*

Kang Jun-hyeok entered the space beyond the barrier, laughing wickedly.

A space as dark as a forest at night.

Indeed, the sky beyond the boundary was filled with stars.

However, Kang Jun-hyeok didn't care about such details and proceeded forward.

Eventually, he came upon a beautiful lake reflecting the night sky, but he remained focused solely on power.

"Where is what the Demon Queen wants? Is it perhaps in the lake?"

If so, entering the water was inevitable.

Sighing, Kang Jun-hyeok cautiously approached the lake.

He wanted to check if the lake might be poisonous.

Just as he leaned his head toward the lake:

"Huk!"

Something with red glowing eyes stared at Kang Jun-hyeok from beneath the surface, startling him into pulling his head back.

"W-what was that just now?"

Realizing there was something unknown beneath the lake, Kang Jun-hyeok retreated cautiously.

As he backed away while keeping his eyes on the lake, his heel caught on something.

Urgently turning around, Kang Jun-hyeok's eyes widened.

"Crazy...!"

What Kang Jun-hyeok saw was a scantily clad beauty with a sensual figure trying to embrace him.

His nostrils flared as he gaped at the sight.

It was impossible to resist when such a fatally charming beauty was seducing him, enough to melt his brain.

Kang Jun-hyeok quickly threw off his clothes and rushed toward the beauty.

Meanwhile, as Kang Jun-hyeok was completely captivated by the beauty, the creature with red glowing eyes peeked its head out of the lake.

After confirming Kang Jun-hyeok's state, it seemed reassured and dove back into the lake.

Like other animals, Kang Jun-hyeok was now thrusting his hips against a tree with breasts and buttocks.
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A beautiful night adorned with stars fell over the forest filled with twisted lust.

Though it wasn't a refreshing morning, Bern, having set aside his fatigue, was able to regain his consciousness more clearly than ever before.

"It's already night..."

Despite opening his eyes, his surroundings were dark.

Moreover, the Milky Way he was gazing at was a sight that could never be seen unless the sun had set.

Bern recalled his purpose for coming to the forest and recognized that it was an appropriate time to begin his activities.

However, he couldn't move his body freely.

Suu, suu.

The Demon King, who had willingly offered her lap as a pillow for Bern, was now using his arm as a pillow and breathing quietly.

Similarly, a cute Pomeranian was sleeping contentedly in Bern's arms.

It would be inconsiderate to disturb the sleep of those who had helped him rest comfortably.

*I'll have to stay still for a while.*

[Truly a living shackle, I see.]

*Let's consider it an invitation to admire more of nature's wondrous beauty.*

With scenery he rarely had access to, Bern's heart overflowed with leisure.

Though he knew intellectually that such leisure was a luxury with the decisive battle approaching, Bern didn't move.

It was because his desire to enjoy this moment of elegance was greater.

"Mmm?"

"Oh, are you awake?"

"Haaawn! Yes, I wonder how long it's been since I slept so soundly..."

"Do you want to sleep more?"

"No. If I fall any deeper into sleep, it would be considered laziness rather than rest."

Feeling that the Demon King wasn't much different from himself, Bern nodded.

Even if there was no need to be hasty, it was better to maintain some vigilance.

Bern handed the Demon King a wet towel to wash her face.

The cold sensation moistened her face, awakening her slightly hazy consciousness.

After rubbing her face with the towel, the Demon King became fully alert, completely shaking off her drowsiness.

"What about the Four Perils?"

"Still sleeping. Probably tired from doing various things in the shadows."

Not wanting to wake it unnecessarily, I carefully picked up Chaos's body.

Having lived in dark shadows all the time, even the starlight of the night sky might bother Chaos.

Judging it better to let it sleep soundly, I sent it back into the shadows.

Meanwhile, the Demon King was re-analyzing the barrier she had checked during the day.

"How's the barrier?"

"No problem. We can enter anytime before dawn."

"Good. Let's go then."

The two crossed over the section blocked by the barrier and entered the deepest part of the forest.

Unlike when they first entered the forest, the two were now vigilant of their surroundings, not knowing what might jump out.

The space beyond the barrier wasn't much different from the outer forest.

Plants that aroused twisted lust and panting animals.

Not much different from daytime, nocturnal animals were now making a commotion.

However, Bern and the Demon King, having adapted to the forest, moved forward silently without saying a word.

"Stop right there."

"You don't need to tell me, I already know."

The Demon King's feet stopped precisely in front of a lake.

Had she taken one more step forward, she would have fallen into the lake.

Though the ground was cleverly hidden by grass, both of them, with their keen eyes, noticed it before falling in.

"Is this a natural wonder? Or did someone deliberately create this environment?"

"The one in the lake would know."

"...!"

Though it hadn't revealed itself yet, the Demon King sensed the presence of something in the lake.

Meanwhile, the owner of the lake, realizing its presence had already been detected.

After hesitating briefly, it decided there was no point in hiding and emerged from the water's surface.

Just the head.

"W-who are you? What b-business do you have at my lake?"

A face trembling so much that it caused ripples on the water's surface.

It was a human woman with blue hair and red eyes, mismatched features.

However, she wasn't completely human, as Bern and the Demon King had noticed that her lower body was identical to that of a fish.

"A mermaid?"

"Eek! H-how did you know I'm a mermaid?"

The mermaid was startled by Bern, who had correctly identified her nature despite not showing even her upper body, let alone her lower half.

But Bern continued speaking regardless.

"Why is a mermaid in a lake? Aren't you a species that lives in the sea?"

"Th-that's...!"

"I guess you drifted from the sea to the river, and then to the lake?"

"Wouldn't a normal mermaid try to return to the sea as soon as she entered a river? A mermaid should have that much intelligence."

"That's true. But I have circumstances...!"

"Seems like you're not an ordinary mermaid. Maybe you hit your head."

"Please listen to me!"

The mermaid burst out at Bern and the Demon King, who were just talking between themselves with her in the middle.

At this, the two blinked and turned their heads toward the mermaid.

With the sudden attention, the mermaid shyly submerged her nose and mouth below the water's surface.

"We can't hear you if you do that."

"Ugh...!"

Once again, the mermaid poked her head out slightly.

Her bright red eyes, which had been tearful, looked like they might shed tears of blood instead.

If nothing else, it was easy to see that the mermaid had a timid personality.

"F-first, let me introduce myself. I'm Rune, the owner of this lake and the mermaid who inherited the power of the previous spirit! As you said, I used to live in the sea but was swept away by a storm and ended up in this lake..."

For a mermaid with a timid personality, it wasn't a bad self-introduction.

Though she stammered and trailed off, the fact that she introduced herself first showed she had mustered her courage.

Bern nodded and pointed his finger alternately at himself and the Demon King.

"I'm Bern. And she's the Demon King."

"Wait! I have a proper name, you know?"

"This is enough for now."

"Ngh...!"

Watching the two bicker even during introductions, Rune couldn't find the right timing to interject.

She had given a lengthy explanation about herself, but the two only provided their names and titles.

She wanted to protest that it was unfair, but given her personality, she couldn't.

So she decided to ask something else.

"W-why did you two come to the lake?"

"Ah! We came to this forest with a purpose."

"Specifically what...?"

"I want to help the Demon King regain her power."

"Ah... That's why my ability didn't work on you."

"Ability? What ability?"

Rune confessed that she had already used some ability on them.

She realized too late that she had made a slip of the tongue, but it was already too late.

Seeing the slightly displeased reactions of the two, she had no choice but to be honest.

"P-please don't threaten me! My ability is like a ritual to repel those who approach the lake with impure intentions!"

"What does that mean?"

"As I said earlier, those who approach the lake with evil intentions fall under hypnosis when they make eye contact with me...! L-like that!"

"Huh...? What's that guy doing over there?"

The two turned their heads in unison toward where Rune was pointing.

There was Kang Jun-hyeok, repeatedly thrusting his lower body against a tree while shouting, "I'll definitely impregnate you!" and "Receive the protagonist's seed!"

Seeing his behavior, Bern and the Demon King were left speechless.

"That's how I amplify the target's desires and make them see the fantasies they want. I-I absolutely didn't use this ability to harm you two!"

"I understand. Since we've proven we're not impure, can we ask you various questions?"

"Y-yes...!"

"First, I think I heard you mention the power of the previous spirit earlier. What's that?"

"It refers to the spirit who lived in this lake before. The benevolent one who saved me when I was swept away by the storm!"

"Where is the spirit now?"

"Saying they wanted to rest, they gave me all their power and passed away. So I'm serving as the lake's owner as the spirit's successor..."

"I'm sorry."

"It's okay."

Recalling the memory of her benefactor who saved her from near death, and who passed away after transferring all their power, her expression couldn't help but darken.

Bern quickly acknowledged his mistake, criticizing himself for asking so bluntly.

Thanks to this, the atmosphere didn't become too depressed.

"So you're the spirit of this lake?"

"I-I'm not grand enough to be called a spirit! Even though I inherited the power, I'm still inexperienced and can only exert about half of the previous spirit's power."

"So that's why the barrier was only activated during the day."

"Yes, I've already shown you an embarrassing side of me..."

"Among the powers you have as a spirit, do you have the ability to grant our wishes?"

"O-of course! Though I'm inexperienced, I am a spirit. Oh! For reference, grand wishes like destroying the world are impossible! And when making a request to a spirit, you must answer honestly and with a clear conscience."

As soon as he heard Rune's story, a folktale came to Bern's mind.

The Golden Axe and the Silver Axe.

A story about a mountain spirit appearing to retrieve an axe that a woodcutter had dropped into a lake.

It was a famous tale where the honest woodcutter was given both the golden axe and the silver axe, while the woodcutter who lied was punished.

*I never expected to see a setting based on a folktale in a novel's world.*

Bern couldn't help but smile at the folktale setting that only he knew about.

He hadn't expected such a pure aspect to exist in the world of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

"Then, is it possible to grant the wish of restoring the Demon King's power?"

"D-do you mean making her return to her prime?"

"Yes."

"That should be possible!"

"Huh? What are you—?!"

Grabbing the Demon King's arm, Rune pulled her into the lake.

Seeing this, Bern didn't make any attempt to stop it.

After all, to get the golden axe and the silver axe, one must first drop the iron axe into the water.

A moment later, Rune emerged from the water with the Demon King.

"I-is this the Demon King you were looking for?"

"..."

A hunched old woman with black hair turned white and a face full of wrinkles.

The horns and wings symbolizing the demon race were also shabby, looking like they might crumble at any moment.

"She's too overripe..."

"N-not this one? Then next...!"

Rune took the elderly demon woman back into the water.

And when she resurfaced again, a 5-year-old child was holding her hand.

"Then is this young child the Demon King you're looking for?"

"Child protection law, damn it."

"Eh? I-I don't quite understand what you're saying, but I'm sorry!"

Rune hurriedly took the little girl back into the water.

And when she emerged again, she brought out the Demon King that Bern knew.

Only, unlike her previous gentle demeanor, she now had a very displeased expression.

"T-then is this person...!"

"Forget it."

"Hieeeek!"

The mermaid living in the lake was an extreme spirit.
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"I want my prime, so why are you bringing out an old child and a young kid!"

"T-that's because I'm still inexperienced and can't properly control my power! And considering lifespan, the current Demon King is already in her prime anyway..."

"That's not wrong. Considering my race's average lifespan, I am indeed in my prime right now."

Though she looked like a middle or high school student, she was actually in her twenties or thirties.

It was entirely believable when I recalled the appearance of the Demon King after she regained her power.

"Is there any way to adjust the power itself, not just the age?"

"Unfortunately, that's impossible even with a spirit's abilities. What I can change is limited to lifespan, composition, and characteristics. I can't create, destroy, or resurrect..."

Of course, if everything were possible, that would already transcend the realm of gods.

Such beings would be playing not in lakes like this but in the sky... no, in dimensions beyond that.

Since there are no omnipotent beings in this world, forcing her wouldn't get us what we wanted.

"How disappointing. This means our trip was basically for nothing."

"I-I'm so sorry!"

"It's okay, no need to apologize. From the beginning, we were making unreasonable demands."

I waved my hand dismissively, indicating she could return to the lake, but Rune remained in place.

She seemed to still feel regretful about not being able to help us.

I couldn't understand why she wanted to help us when we hadn't done anything for her.

Did she have some sort of mission to help anyone in need?

"Um... is there perhaps any other wish I could grant you?"

"Besides regaining the Demon King's power, I don't want anything else."

Asking her to defeat the foreign god would be impossible, and wishing for a peaceful life was also beyond reach.

Only goals that couldn't be achieved with a spirit's power remained.

Therefore, there was nothing to gain from this lake.

"Why don't you think about it a little more...? Perhaps you'd like to improve the sword you're carrying?"

"No, that's not necessary. It already has excellent performance and can even communicate, so changing it would actually be troublesome."

"Then perhaps the armor you're wearing!"

"This armor is like a long-time comrade, so it's fine. Demon King, what about you?"

"I don't want anything else either."

"How can this be...!"

Rune let out a sigh, distressed by her inability to help us.

"I've been wondering, why are you so desperate to help us as if you're in a panic?"

"Well... when the previous spirit passed their power to me, they gave me some advice. To maintain my abilities for a long time, I need to help good people."

"'Good'?"

The Demon King and I questioned Rune's words and looked at each other simultaneously.

Both of us had done things far from virtuous.

I had killed people for revenge, and the Demon King had waged war for her cause.

No matter how you looked at it, we were far from the word "good."

"I think you're misunderstanding something—we're not such good people."

"That's right. If anything, we've committed more evil acts than good ones. I haven't really done many good deeds in my life."

"B-but both of you are fine even after looking into my eyes!"

"Maybe because our goal of wanting to regain power isn't impure in itself."

"Or perhaps your ability simply doesn't work on us."

We possessed the power to resist various status effects.

I didn't know how powerful Rune's demon eye was, but it likely wouldn't work on us.

"So you don't need to force yourself to grant our wish."

"Even if you help us, you probably won't get anything in return."

"..."

It felt somewhat absurd to be declaring ourselves villains.

People commonly claim to be virtuous in courtrooms.

The opposite was rare, yet the Demon King and I were enthusiastically arguing that we were both bad.

Though it was to reject the spirit's goodwill, it left me feeling strangely uncomfortable.

"I understand. You two are far from the kind of people the previous spirit mentioned."

"So we can leave now?"

"Um, well...! I'm not sure if I should say this, but I still want to help you both."

"Why? You just said you understood we aren't good people."

"Yes, but I've also realized you're not people who only commit evil deeds. If you were truly evil, you wouldn't have considered my feelings or would have continued making unreasonable demands."

"Haa...!"

She was so stubborn it made me want to slap my forehead.

I was considering just throwing her some random object and asking her to change it.

Just then, Prah suddenly began rattling inside the scabbard.

As if she had something to say about the current situation, she emerged from the scabbard.

After coming out, she polymorphed and lightly stepped onto the ground.

"I've been listening quietly, but it seems we're just wasting time without a proper solution, so I've stepped forward."

"Do you have a good plan?"

"Indeed, I've thought of a method no one else could possibly conceive. Of course, there are some things I need to confirm first."

Prah, who had appeared with great confidence, approached Rune.

Uncomfortable with Prah's uninhibited approach despite being strangers, Rune shrank back, looking ready to flee into the lake.

"Don't be afraid. I mean you no harm—I just have something to ask you."

"I-if that's the case..."

Prah grabbed Rune's tensed shoulders and bent down to speak quietly so we couldn't hear.

What could they be discussing so secretively behind our backs?

Though I was curious about Prah's intentions and solution, there was no way to know for now, so I had to wait.

"What are you going to do about Kang Jun-hyeok?"

"I'm not sure."

While waiting, I decided to chat with the equally excluded Demon King.

Conveniently, Kang Jun-hyeok, who was passionately engaged with a tree in the distance, provided a topic of conversation.

However, judging by the Demon King's furrowed brow as she watched Jun-hyeok, we probably couldn't talk for long.

"Since he plucked my precious flower, it might not be bad to leave him be so he can learn the importance of nature."

"I don't think he's going to learn about the importance of nature from doing that..."

"Looking at his behavior, he'll probably impregnate the tree soon. More trees means protecting the environment, which is appreciating nature."

"Human sperm can't impregnate trees."

"What do you mean they can't? Don't humans and dryads produce wood-people offspring?"

"Uh..."

I had forgotten that this was a fantasy world where any bizarre sexual desire could be realized.

Moreover, I hadn't even considered that the tree Kang Jun-hyeok was currently penetrating might be a dryad.

I was terrified by the realization that there were still aspects of this otherworld I didn't want to know about.

"I thought you were a versatile person without flaws, but it seems you still have deficiencies, especially in common knowledge."

The Demon King smirked, raising just one corner of her mouth.

Her expression seemed oddly mocking, which irritated me.

But since my common knowledge was indeed lacking, I couldn't get angry.

"Verification complete! The method I came up with is possible!"

"Y-yes, it's an idea no one else could have thought of, and..."

Rune kept glancing at me nervously.

Whatever they had discussed, her face turned as red as a radish the moment our eyes met.

I felt strangely uneasy.

"Therefore, contractor, take off your pants and get into the lake!"

"What?"

"You need to submerge just your lower body, without underwear."

"Wait, why exactly?"

"Because we're going to modify your holy sword!"

My head started spinning when I heard those words.

What kind of thunderbolt statement was this?

Even though it was called a holy sword, it was my one and only treasure.

I couldn't allow Prah's mischief of trying to modify my family heirloom meant for continuing the bloodline.

Moreover, I was curious where the idea of solving our problem by modifying my holy sword came from.

"Calm down and listen to me for a moment."

"What is it?"

"Through your contract with Asmodeus and Satan, you obtained a holy sword that ordinary people cannot possess. However, even though it's a mystical holy sword, its main purpose is reproduction! I'm going to add more functionality to it."

"Add functionality? What exactly are you planning to use it for?"

"Specifically, I'm going to modify the fluid your holy sword can ejaculate to include mana and demonic energy."

In other words, Prah was planning to add the magical energy supply commonly used in adult games to my holy sword.

But since she was trying to make it capable of supplying demonic energy, which is the main energy source for demons, I finally understood her purpose.

"You're trying to replenish the Demon King's demonic energy through my holy sword?"

"Exactly!"

It was truly an idea no one in their right mind would think of.

"Let's do it right now!"

I boldly threw off my pants and plunged into the lake.

Meanwhile, the Demon King, still unable to grasp the situation, was blinking in confusion.

Before long, as if realizing what was about to happen to her, her face began to turn bright red.

Yes, the Demon King was about to be stabbed by the modified holy sword and receive an injection of demonic energy until her belly swelled.
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Hot steam rose in the room.

In the stuffy space with nowhere for the air to escape, a woman's moans flowed continuously.

"Hnngh! No more... I can't...!"

She was trembling, without a single thread of clothing on her body.

Black straight hair, impressive horns, two chain-like tails, and massive demonic wings.

She was unmistakably a demon—none other than the Demon King herself.

However, she looked quite different from how she had appeared before. Now, she had fully developed in height as well as in the areas important for motherhood, like her chest and hips.

"Phew...! It seems I've mostly regained my power."

"Ahh!"

"Though you still can't seem to control the lingering pleasure in your body."

The Demon King who had resurrected incompletely and lost most of her power.

Thanks to the demonic energy I injected into her, she was becoming closer to the Demon King from the original work.

*It's quite surprising to see her gradually changing like this...*

With the help of the divine spirit, my Holy Sword gained a new function: the ability to inject demonic energy.

The sword's new power served as a means to restore the Demon King's strength, and its effectiveness was evident on the bed.

The method was uncomplicated—simply infusing my bodily fluids with demonic energy and injecting it into her body.

Nevertheless, the effect was remarkable. With each injection of fluid, her body underwent changes.

First, her slender body began to fill out, developing into quite an alluring figure.

Second, she grew taller, her hair grew longer and began to flow gracefully.

Third, her chest and hips developed firm, rounded contours, and her skin became softer.

After that, I was too engrossed in enjoying her diversely changing body to observe properly.

I was simply lost in the electrifying pleasure of biting and sucking.

One thing I can say for certain is that it was incredibly intense—enough that I could pour out so much fluid that the Demon King's abdomen expanded.

"Ahem! I'm going to get some fresh air for a bit, so take a rest."

"Hueee...♡"

The Demon King lay face down on the bed, her body still twitching.

The white waterfall flowing between her two firm, melon-like mounds showed no signs of stopping anytime soon.

If I stayed here any longer, my Holy Sword would likely regain its radiance again, so I quickly went outside.

"Breathing in this cool air really does clear my head."

[After rolling around in bed with the Demon King for 8 hours, I'm not surprised.]

"Huh? We did it for 8 hours?"

[Yes, we called out to you in the middle, but you didn't even respond.]

"Ah! Sorry about that..."

[Well, it's a common occurrence so I won't hold it against you, but it was quite torturous for those of us watching.]

[Your movements were more dynamic and powerful than usual. I was thinking I'd like you to handle us that way too sometime.]

"Ha...haha! I'll try my best."

That must mean the night with the Demon King was quite pleasurable.

Indeed, there was such variety that it felt like being with multiple women despite embracing just one.

No wonder I couldn't help but keep moving my hips without getting bored.

Moreover, for some reason, the Holy Sword's endurance seemed to have strengthened as well.

It seems the rune had added additional functions beyond injecting demonic energy.

[By the way, how far along is the Demon King's progress?]

"Not far from the absolute monarch I know. Probably just one or two more injections and she'll be completely back."

[So it's our turn in about 2 more rounds?]

"Your turn will come after we defeat the Outer God. Though I thoroughly enjoyed myself, the purpose was to make the Demon King a counterforce against the Outer God. Since we've invested so much time in this, we should start making other preparations."

This was leisure time that became available after Professor Veronica's time research disappeared from the schedule.

In the previous timeline, I wouldn't have had time to spare for the Demon King, let alone other preparations.

In that sense, I felt fortunate, but also somewhat bitter.

There would be no second chance this time.

"Oh right, there's something I've been wanting to ask you."

[What is it?]

"About the demonic energy I injected into the Demon King—if it's enough to summon the Demon King at her prime, isn't that an enormous amount? How did I have that much demonic energy in my body?"

[Is that all you were curious about?]

[You carry two Demonic Swords and you're worried about lacking demonic energy?]

"That's the demonic energy you two possess. It's not mine, is it?"

Prah, the masterpiece created by the first Demon King and the dwarves, and Solis, born from the essence of generations of magicians.

I know how excellent the performance and power of these two Demonic Swords are.

The explosive power when wielding both simultaneously is incomparable to any other weapon in the world.

However, it wasn't that I was exceptional—it was the superior demonic energy possessed by the two swords.

Therefore, it seemed more natural that the swords should cling to the Demon King to inject demonic energy, rather than me doing it.

[The amount of demonic energy you possess is not insignificant.]

"But I'm human, not a demon? Humans can't naturally possess that much demonic energy."

[Yes, that's not wrong. Normally, a human body would die if exposed to large amounts of demonic energy.]

[But contractor, you are different from ordinary humans. Your body is imbued with divine power.]

[The mana in your body and your heart are those of a dragon.]

[Moreover, your dantian, which could be called the source of life and power, is connected to your Holy Sword.]

"Could you explain that more simply?"

[In short, your body has an astonishing capacity to accept demonic energy.]

[Your body, heart, and dantian—any one of these being exceptional would allow you to contain demonic energy, but all three are perfect, so you could possess the same amount of demonic energy as the Demon King without any problems.]

I knew I had transcended the category of humans, but it was news to me that I could safely possess the same level of demonic energy as the Demon King.

In other words, if I had the inclination, it wouldn't have been strange for me to claim the title of Demon King.

I now understood why Prah, Hades, and Chaos had suggested I become the Demon King.

The amount of demonic energy I possessed was on par with that of a Demon King, so it made sense.

"So you're saying that by using you two all this time, a large amount of demonic energy has accumulated inside me?"

[That's not wrong, but...]

[More precisely, it accumulated because you had direct sex with us.]

"Kuhup!"

I knew Solis had a straightforward personality, but her direct mention of that word made me choke.

To think that I, like the Demon King, had been receiving demonic energy injections from other beings.

It was something I had never considered, so I was quite surprised.

"Are you sure there are no side effects?"

[You don't need to worry about that.]

[Yes, if there had been any problems with your body, we would have informed you and exercised restraint.]

I was increasingly feeling like I didn't know what my body was becoming.

Infinite mana and demonic energy, and recently I even had the illusion of feeling divine power.

I was concerned I might turn into some incomprehensible monster with all these powers mixed together.

[You don't need to worry so much.]

[Yes, it's too late to turn back now anyway.]

"That's... comforting..."

No matter how much I worry about my identity, the past cannot be changed.

It means I should just look forward and achieve the goals I want to accomplish.

Besides, because I've become like this, I can live longer and happier with the people I love.

Changing my perspective that way, it didn't seem so bad.

So I must decisively defeat the Outer God.

"Not much time left."

About ten days from now. But those ten days will pass in the blink of an eye.

It's right around the corner now.

[Are you worried about the final battle with the Outer God?]

"It would be a lie to say I'm not. If I had faced it before going back in time, I would have made additional preparations."

[Are you afraid?]

"Not really. I've prepared diligently to fight the Outer God and spared no effort in shedding blood and sweat. Even if I'm defeated, I might feel satisfied."

[Then why are you worried?]

"Because the responsibility I bear isn't mine alone."

Many people are working hard for me to fight the Outer God, and they will fight by my side on that day.

If the problem only affected me, I wouldn't be this concerned.

My heart ached at the thought that my people might suffer irreversible injuries.

When I first possessed this body, I thought I would live firmly on my own, but now I was surrounded by precious relationships I didn't want to lose.

[You truly are a foolish contractor.]

[Yes, you're an idiot.]

"Suddenly?"

[As much as you cherish this body, this body also cherishes you. Probably the others feel the same way.]

[That's right, don't try to shoulder all the responsibility alone.]

"I see..."

[We are swords that cut down your enemies. If we break, it's because we were weak.]

[So the contractor just needs to focus on defeating the enemy in front of him! Forget about other distracting thoughts!]

I received some harsh words from the Demonic Swords.

Of course, I wouldn't simply ignore it if they were damaged, but it's true that my mind felt much lighter.

"I understand."

With a bitter smile, I looked up at the window.

After spending the night with the Demon King in bed, the sun was already high in the sky.

I still had many tasks to solve, so it was time to move again.

"Well then, let's go at it with full energy today!"

[Yes! That's the spirit!]

[Mm-hmm.]

After regaining my resolve, time passed in an instant.

And finally, the time for the decisive battle arrived.
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The weather on the long-awaited day of the final battle was gloomy.

Clouds covered the sun, making it dark despite being morning.

Yet sweat poured down my forehead like rainwater, as it was incredibly hot.

This desert land was once ruled by a dragon with red scales.

At its edge stretched a range of dark red volcanic mountains.

Each of these volcanoes was active, in a state where eruption wouldn't be surprising at any moment.

"My lord, you've arrived?"

"You've worked hard, Hades."

"Haha! I'll accept your praise after everything is over."

"That's right. We haven't even begun yet."

The number of undead gathered here was approximately 20,000, with 4,000 Orichalcum Ants.

Considering the dragons and angels that Lucifer would bring, the total was estimated at around 30,000.

Though small compared to the number of living beings on this planet, I wasn't worried.

Not a single weak person would be among those gathering at this volcano.

I quietly raised my head to look at the sky.

Hot winds rose upward on thermal currents.

A small vortex formed above the volcano, being sucked into the sky.

The sight made my heart pound, and I finally realized that the moment of the final battle had arrived.

"How's the construction going?"

"We've expanded it far beyond the size I reported earlier. There's enough space left even if we put the legendary giant monster, Behemoth, in there!"

"And the ritual magic preparations?"

"Yes, all the offerings you mentioned have been placed on the magic circle. We can summon it anytime once the ritual incantation is recited."

"Good. Then let's begin the summoning ritual immediately."

The descent of the outer god Kshathra was scheduled for today.

Even without starting the ritual, he would arrive on this land.

If we can't avoid the opponent, we might as well draw him into our chosen battlefield.

That's why we stole the ritual magic circle from Leviathan and planned to trap the outer god in the volcano from the start.

Melting in lava would be the best scenario.

However, since I couldn't believe an outer god would die from lava alone, I'd be satisfied with inflicting meaningful damage.

If we couldn't even cause a light burn, then we'd have no choice but to fight with the resolve to die.

"Yes! I'll recheck the troop deployment, and if there are no issues, I'll give the order to begin immediately."

"Good."

"Is it finally starting?"

"Yes."

As Hades left to enter the final stage, Rin came looking for me.

She who usually moved around in light clothing was now burdened with various equipment.

Prepared for a fight to the death, Rin exuded an overall heavy atmosphere.

"Will you be alright? Standing at the front?"

"My answer remains the same until death. It troubles me when you ask the same question."

"Sorry..."

"What would I do in the middle or rear lines when all I know is how to handle a sword? Moreover, it would be painful to just watch while my Gracious Teacher fights on the front lines."

There are almost no beings who could defeat Rin in close combat, having reached the Grand Sword Master level.

For this reason, she was assigned as my closest aide and would fight alongside me.

While I found her value reassuring, a part of me was anxious.

She was both a comrade I could trust with my back and someone I loved.

"...You don't need to worry. I know what you're concerned about, so I won't do anything reckless like sacrificing myself."

"Huh?"

"Assuming you don't put yourself in danger, I plan to prioritize my safety and fight without letting my guard down. So please don't push yourself too hard so that I don't have to be prepared to die."

"Ah, I understand."

"That's the answer I wanted to hear. Then I'll go to my position."

For a brief moment, I glimpsed in Rin the image of a wife worried about her husband.

A person of such strong character that there was no room to penetrate her heart.

She who always acted firmly except in matters concerning her only blood relative, showed a moment of weakness.

Because she wanted me to be safe.

"...This will be a difficult battle."

Realizing this fact, my face grew hot.

A cool breeze that didn't match the location was blowing, making it impossible to attribute it to the volcano's heat.

Turning my head toward the direction of the wind, I saw a white-haired mother and daughter with identical horns approaching, bringing a cool breeze with them.

"Bern! We're here!"

"Looks like we're not late, fortunately."

"Welcome."

Rene and Breeze, the dragon mother and daughter with whom I had the deepest connection.

Though our family tree was complicated, they were once my wife and daughter.

However, from my current perspective, both were equal lovers.

The situation is complex, but since I met Rene before going to the past and we came to like each other, it seems we won't establish a father-daughter relationship.

The past me and the current me were different people down to our genes, so it should be fine.

"It looks quite serious, even from the sky?"

"We can't prepare half-heartedly for an opponent like this."

"Do we really have to fight such an enemy?"

"I'd like to avoid fighting if possible. But this opponent's thoughts are unknown, and they've used someone I despise to trouble me and threaten those around me. It's beyond the level where I can simply ignore it."

Kshathra said he wanted something from me, and that it involved the process of conceiving new life.

Interpreted literally, it means he wants to have my child, but the opponent is an outer god.

Given that bombshell statement, it wouldn't be strange if there were hidden meanings we couldn't understand.

The outer gods I know are beings beyond the comprehension of earthly existence.

"That's a shame. If I had some skill in fighting, I could have helped even a little..."

"I heard you took the lead in persuading the dragons of Dranis? That alone was more than enough help."

"That's right! This mother will fight in place of her daughter! Our daughter can just wish us luck from afar!"

Breeze hugged Rene and rubbed her cheek on top of her head.

Though full of maternal love, Rene didn't seem to like it and escaped from Breeze's embrace to nestle into mine.

After glaring at Breeze once with narrowed eyes, Rene sighed deeply and brought her face close to mine.

Her lips touched mine, and a warm feeling welled up.

"I'll be wishing you luck."

"Thanks."

After a brief kiss, Rene spread her wings and withdrew from the front line.

As I watched Rene's retreating figure with a bitter feeling, Breeze approached me and rested her head on my shoulder.

"Our daughter has grown up beautifully, hasn't she?"

"Yes, I only regret not being able to be by her side as she grew."

"Hehe! After denying it so much, are you now acknowledging that you're her father?"

"The current me can never be Rene's father, no matter how much I try to convince myself. That would only be cruel to Rene. Therefore, for Rene's sake, I'll continue living as Bern, not Yun Geon-woo. However..."

"However?"

"Right now, facing this final battle, I intend to protect my daughter's future as Rene's father."

"...That's right. Parents should protect their daughter's future. Then I must also follow my husband and do my best!"

Before I knew it, Breeze's arm was entwined with mine, and we were holding hands.

Though the scene before us was a volcano, somehow it felt like we were looking at a beautiful prairie that we would admire while traveling.

The past is just the past, but it doesn't disappear.

I've resolved to live as Bern, but occasionally becoming Yun Geon-woo, who laughed while living with Breeze, wouldn't be so bad.

"Well, I should go prepare now."

"Alright."

"...Honey, let's both survive and return so Rene won't be sad."

Breeze left with those lingering words.

Such statements tend to lead directly to death flags, but I couldn't refuse given the atmosphere.

Rather, from my perspective, it became a motivation to survive, strengthening my resolve.

"Master."

"Is it Liri this time..."

"Pardon?"

"Ah, it's nothing. What is it?"

"I came to deliver the lich's message that all preparations are complete."

"I see. Go back and tell them to begin."

"Understood."

Unlike the others, Liri returned to the shadows without any words of encouragement.

Her nonchalant behavior strangely put my mind at ease.

It was as if she considered it no big deal, believing I could handle the outer god well.

It might be over-interpretation, but that's what I wanted to believe.

"Ah."

Barely a minute had passed since the order to begin was given when a teal beam of light shot up from inside the crater.

The magic circle for the descent ritual had begun to operate.

The black clouds covering the sky were pierced through by the beam of light, creating a hole.

Soon, a massive magic circle was being drawn above the clouds.

The outer god would soon appear at the center of that enormous magic circle.

The moment Kshathra descends to this land, the battle will begin.

"...It's coming."

Beyond the magic circle, I felt a strong presence that made my whole body tremble.

The arrival of a being beyond the comprehension of living creatures.

Its aura alone was declaring to everyone present:

I am the end of this world, the finisher of destruction with no equal.

"All troops! Stay alert!"

I could already feel it.

Kshathra is not a being that can be dealt with using lava.

Even before revealing itself, it was a formidable enemy spreading fear and madness that gradually eroded the mind.

My heart began to beat wildly, and my breath became constricted.

Am I truly alive? Or am I dead?

"It's coming...!"

Finally, a crack appeared at the center of the giant magic circle.

A crack so massive it seemed as if the world itself was breaking.

I swallowed hard as I watched something begin to emerge through that gap.

A creature resembling a toothless death worm was poking its head out and slowly emerging.

Part of the outer god, flapping its maw and spewing out an unidentifiable liquid.

Not knowing what it intended to do, I stared intently, focusing all my attention on it.

After a moment, the part of the outer god suddenly spewed out a large amount of liquid.

"It might be acidic! Everyone with shields, protect your heads!"

Everyone uniformly protected their heads from the liquid.

In my case, being immune to any poison or acid, I caught the liquid with my hand without protection.

I needed to confirm what harm it might cause to others.

"What is this...?"

As the liquid from the outer god touched my hand, I examined it carefully.

A viscous, sticky liquid. It stretched between my fingers and dripped to the ground.

It didn't seem to have any acidic or poisonous properties.

Rather, it seemed like a liquid I had frequently seen somewhere before.

"Where have I seen this...?"

Thinking carefully, going back through recent memories, there was one that came to mind.

The day I overlapped bodies to restore the Demon King's power.

It was identical to the liquid I saw when I used my fingers to please her, making it easier for her to accept the demonic energy.

"Wait! Then could this be...?!"

The death worm-like part of the unknown outer god.

When I first saw it, no specific body part came to mind, but in my memory, I had seen something similar before.

In a thin book with a red label.

"Are you kidding me!"

While I was deducing, the continuously flowing liquid finally hardened the volcano's magma.

The identity of the death worm-like thing, according to my conjecture, was the entrance that houses a child.
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I was left speechless at the identity I could never have imagined.

Beyond that, my brain was overwhelmed by a shock that threatened to drive me mad.

My pupils trembled as I watched the outer god performing acts beyond common sense with complete nonchalance.

If there was any consolation, it was that those who didn't understand its true nature were simply standing there bewildered, waiting for my instructions.

Seeing them like that, guilt washed over me.

*I'm sorry, your commander is a rotten bastard...!*

An unexpected situation had erupted, but as the commander, I needed to keep my wits about me now more than ever.

Whatever the true nature of this body part might be, the fact remained that it was an enemy that needed to be eliminated.

Moreover, the outer god was already suppressing the volcano's lava with its bodily fluids, which meant the battle had already begun.

"Flying units, prepare for takeoff! Magic units, ready yourselves to bombard that monstrous entity with composite magic!"

Following my orders, the magicians led by Hades began drawing massive magic circles in unison.

Meanwhile, I mounted Breeze's back and took to the skies alongside Death Knights riding wyverns and ants spreading their wings.

We needed to inflict as much damage as possible before the outer god fully crossed over.

Trivial thoughts like 'the part we're attacking is rather awkward' were completely irrelevant.

If we didn't attack now, it would lead to uncontrollable damage later.

"Begin bombardment!"

With Hades' shout from the ground, large energy spheres were released from the magic circles.

The bombardment started before the flying units reached their target position to avoid getting caught in the magic.

Though it seemed a bit premature, I could tell that each sphere had enough power to destroy an entire mountain.

"Will it be effective?"

The result, observed with equal parts hope and concern:

The energy spheres disappeared just before making contact, and as I feared, nothing happened.

Sensing a transparent barrier surrounding it, I drew my sword.

If there was a barrier, the only option was to break through it physically.

"Charge!"

At my command, the flying units rushed forward all at once.

Our target was the barrier that nullified magic.

I gave orders to destroy the barrier before the second bombardment.

The Death Knights surrounded their swords with demonic energy, while the ants clenched their fists covered in orichalcum exoskeletons.

Then they simultaneously struck the barrier with swords and fists.

KWANG-!

The impact created shockwaves.

But instinctively feeling it wasn't enough, I grasped my Dragon Heart and commanded nature's mana.

Meanwhile, Prah darkened his runes, surrounding himself with demonic energy twice that of a Death Knight.

Mana, demonic energy, and sword ki.

I combined them all to create fangs that would pierce and tear through the barrier.

"Looks like I'll have to break it myself."

The barrier had easily deflected both knights' swords and apex predators' fists.

Burning with competitive spirit, I wondered just how much it could withstand as I swung my sword.

KWADDEUDDEUK-!

My sword ki met the barrier's surface, creating a tremendous noise and vibration.

In that moment, demonic energy carved a path inward, and mana exploded to create acceleration.

The bones and muscles in my arm screamed in protest, but I gritted my teeth and endured.

"Stop resisting and just break already!"

That's when it happened. Several lines appeared on the transparent barrier.

Certain these were signs of rupture, I put even more strength into my arm.

The thin lines instantly widened, and fragments of the barrier began to scatter in the air.

"KRAAAA!"

With a throat-tearing roar, I extended my arm.

My blade, which had penetrated the small crack, shattered the barrier with a large gap.

But as a consequence, my right arm was so damaged that bones were protruding through the skin.

"Are you okay?"

"I'm fine. Just need to put the bones back in... ugh! And wait a bit for it to heal on its own."

As long as the bones weren't twisted and misaligned, there was no problem.

The troll's regenerative ability would take care of the wound.

What mattered now was that the outer god's barrier had been broken.

Given how much trouble it gave us, it would take quite some time to regenerate the barrier.

"Hades!"

"I was already preparing! Get away from there, my lord!"

"Good, everyone retreat!"

I gave the order to withdraw to the undead and ants in flight, and we quickly moved away from that position.

As we descended straight toward the ground, a much larger fireball than the previous energy spheres passed by us.

Not long after, a huge explosion sounded from behind, illuminating everything around us.

"Could you stop here?"

"Got it."

Breeze, who had been flapping her wings in the air, covered her back with a mana barrier to protect us from the explosion's aftermath.

Thanks to her consideration, I could safely look back.

The fireball had directly hit part of the outer god's body, and black smoke was rising from it.

I was certain this was an effective hit, as I could see blackened, burnt skin through the smoke.

*And all the bodily fluids that were being sprayed over the lava have evaporated too.*

Of course, I didn't think this was the end.

What we had burned was merely a part of the outer god, just the tip of the iceberg.

Still, we had taken an excellent first step, so it seemed reasonable to have hope.

"Now, what's your next move?"

My damaged right arm had mostly recovered and was moving naturally again.

The magic unit was focusing on recovering their depleted mana using potions.

We prepared ourselves to attack at any moment while waiting for the outer god's next move.

"...It's not moving at all."

"Yeah, it's unsettlingly still."

Standing in a quiet battlefield was always the most nerve-wracking.

Like in movies, you never know when something might happen.

That's why we needed to approach the current situation with even greater tension.

"The target is moving again!"

"I knew it."

There was no way the outer god would die from just one successful attack.

What just happened was merely the opening skirmish, so I looked up at the sky to monitor the situation.

A trembling mass of flesh.

As it was gradually turning to ash and dispersing, something was expelled from the gaping hole.

From a distance, it appeared to be just a tiny black dot, but my eyes could clearly see what it was.

A human wrapped in black slime.

It could be the outer god transformed into human form, or it might be an ordinary human containing the outer god's consciousness.

Either way, it was an enemy that had to be defeated.

"Flying units stand by, ground mobile units head to the estimated landing point, bombardment units prepare to intercept in case of emergency."

"Yes!"

Jumping off Breeze's back, I mounted Chaos who was waiting on standby.

Even outside the shadow world, Chaos possessed mobility surpassing that of a unicorn.

His instantaneous acceleration was at a level that even I found difficult to track—truly a reliable companion.

"Rin and I will take the lead, so follow us well!"

Rin was mounted on Qiongqi, another of the Four Perils like Chaos.

Being one of the Four Perils, Qiongqi could match Chaos's speed without falling behind.

"Let's go!"

"Yes!"

Chaos and Qiongqi cut through the wind as they charged forward.

Befitting the strongest magical beasts raised by the First Demon King, they moved at a speed that made my cheeks flutter in the wind.

If I wasn't holding on tight, I might have been blown away.

Though excessively fast, thanks to their speed, the distance to the falling black dot was quickly closed.

"This is the spot."

Chaos and Qiongqi, who had been running with all their might, gradually slowed down and stopped at the same point.

Both had predicted the expected landing point by tracking the black dot's trajectory while running.

I vigorously patted Chaos's head and instructed him to return to the shadows.

"Are you ready?"

"Ready anytime."

Having arrived first at the expected landing point, Rin and I drew our swords and took our stances.

We intended to cut down the human expelled by the outer god with all our might before it even touched the ground.

A slash created by two swordsmen who had awakened to truth and reached a high realm.

Even a god couldn't ignore it.

"Sseup...!"

"Huu...!"

Sharing even our breathing, we emanated sharp sword ki.

Our target was the black meteor that would soon reach this land.

Even if it was a meteor, we gripped our swords with the determination to slice it to pieces.

Finally, as the sound from above grew closer, we swung our swords toward the falling black slime in perfect unison.

"Ah...!"

We swung our swords at the speed of light, intending to cross our sharp slashes.

But there was no sensation of cutting anything in our hands. Both swords remained suspended in the air.

In the blink of an eye, the black slime we had tried to cut was gone.

Instead, a gray-haired woman was naturally holding both my and Rin's swords with one hand.

"Aha!"

Suddenly, the woman smiled brightly and raised her arm high, opening the hand that had been holding the swords.

As the captured swords were released, there was an opening, but we couldn't even think of exploiting it.

My instincts told me not to.

I turned my wrist to face the back of my blade forward and crouched as low as possible.

Then a shockwave unlike anything I'd ever experienced before hit us.

"Kugh!"

Despite blocking with my sword, my body was pushed far back, and I eventually couldn't withstand it and fell.

If I hadn't taken a defensive stance earlier, it wouldn't have been strange if my body had exploded from the pressure.

Having preserved my life by the narrowest margin, I naturally looked behind me.

The troops that had been following us were completely annihilated by the shockwave, not even leaving a trace.

Fortunately, Rin had also responded like me and survived, but she seemed too burdened to act immediately.

"Haa...! Haa...!"

Gasping for breath, I turned my head forward again.

"Kyaha! Ahahaha!"

In this paralyzing situation, the unidentified woman was just laughing out loud.

Despite her vivacious laughter, her smile conveyed neither emotion nor meaning.

Feeling an incomprehensible realm, a difference in caliber, and an unknown fear, my lips trembled.

If there was one thing that hadn't changed...

*Fuck! I'm scared to death, and of all things, she's naked...!*

As I watched the naked woman spreading her arms and legs without the slightest hint of embarrassment, my holy sword was reacting.
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The foreign deity who descended to earth stimulated my survival instinct.

At first, I thought I was excited from seeing a woman's naked body, but I quickly corrected that thought.

It must be the will to pass on my genes to future generations that had taken root in the holy sword when faced with mortal danger.

"Haah...! Shit."

I was so embarrassed I could barely lift my head.

I had tucked my tail between my legs like a dog before the fight had even properly begun.

What a disgraceful display.

I grabbed my sword and stood up on trembling legs, taking a deep breath.

Calmly soothing the holy sword, I glared at Kshathra, who was still smiling.

I couldn't be certain yet if this woman was truly Kshathra.

But since she had made me taste humiliation, I ought to return the favor in kind.

"Alright, let's do this."

I took out a dagger from my pocket, stabbed it into my thigh, and pulled it out.

I was layering pain over the fear deeply rooted in my legs to extract it.

As the wound slowly healed, the trembling in my legs subsided.

Returning to the state I was in before taking that shockwave that had annihilated the surrounding area, I put away Prah and drew Solis instead.

"Feel free to use as much mana as needed. I'll leave support to you."

[Got it.]

Gathering magical energy takes some time.

Magic is relatively faster, but recalling and formulating the necessary spells during combat is a challenging task in many ways.

I delegated that task to Solis, who contained the essence of both a demonic sword and a magic tower.

So I could fight relying solely on my instincts and experience, without thinking.

Emptying my mind and heart, I charged forward, blindly focused only on killing my opponent.

"Hup!"

I approached Kshathra at the shortest distance and swung my sword.

She calmly tried to catch the blade again, but Solis triggered an explosion on its own.

The explosion prevented Kshathra's hand from touching the blade, leaving her waist exposed.

To seize this fleeting opportunity, I swung my arm with all my might, gripping the sword so tightly my hand nearly tore.

"Hmm?"

"Where do you think you're escaping to!"

Seeing signs that she was about to spring away, I drove deeper toward Kshathra.

But Kshathra wasn't trying to retreat backward.

With insane jumping power, she stepped on Solis and leaped even higher.

She performed an acrobatic flip in midair and landed gracefully.

She had used my sword, faster than the wind, as a stepping stone to display her flexible movements.

I was dumbfounded watching Kshathra demonstrate the extreme of unpredictable actions.

"Hehe!"

"Well, aren't you something. Next you'll be putting a sword inside your reproductive organs?"

"Oh ho!"

Kshathra pursed her lips and snapped her fingers as if she'd just had an epiphany.

Everything about her was designed to infuriate people.

*But I learned valuable information from our brief exchange just now.*

One of Kshathra's arms was tattered from the explosion.

It was regenerating slowly, but at a rate significantly slower than mine.

Moreover, the fact that her arm was damaged by the explosion meant her durability was extremely weak.

Any attack could be fatal to Kshathra—I just needed to land one.

*That's the most difficult part, though...*

But I wasn't particularly worried.

Because I had someone by my side who could work with me to create an opening.

"I sincerely apologize for my unseemly display earlier."

"It's alright. I was trembling with fear too."

"I'll do my best to create an opening if possible."

"I'm counting on you."

Rin and I stood side by side, facing Kshathra.

Kshathra, who had completed her regeneration, examined her arm and smiled with satisfaction.

"Round 2, begin."

Without needing to speak, Rin and I scattered to the left and right.

Attacking simultaneously would be pointless as the sword wouldn't reach.

We needed to attack with offset timing and focus on technique rather than overwhelming force to overcome Kshathra.

"Haah!"

"Kyahahat!"

Kshathra showed no fear of Rin's lightning-fast sword strikes and instead charged forward.

She suddenly dropped to her knees and slid across the ground to avoid the sword strike.

She then dodged the following strikes by flexibly flipping backward.

Kshathra evaded all of Rin's swordsmanship with her uniquely bizarre movements.

Meanwhile, Rin maintained steady breathing and continued swinging her sword without giving up.

"Both of them are amazing."

Watching the scene that resembled an acrobatic performance, I waited for the opening Rin would create.

Despite using magic intermittently without interfering with Rin, I couldn't restrain Kshathra's erratic movements.

Gravity, freezing, explosions, lightning strikes—nothing worked no matter what I tried.

Kshathra quickly analyzed both Rin's sword and my magic, demonstrating countermeasures for each.

All while maintaining a relaxed smile.

"Argh! This is infuriating!"

I knew that as a foreign deity, she had the capability to avoid all attacks.

But what really provoked my anger was that while skillfully dodging, she didn't launch a single counterattack.

Except for the shockwave she released when descending to earth, she hadn't exerted any physical force.

It was irritating how she seemed to treat the current situation as some kind of game.

"Rin, I'm joining in!"

"Ah, understood!"

I felt sorry for Rin, but it seemed difficult for her to create an opening alone.

The evasive skills of this foreign deity who could toy with even a Grand Sword Master.

This was no time to hold back.

"Let's use the terrain too."

"Yes!"

Though it was a volcanic area without a single green tree, there were plenty of boulders larger than bears scattered around.

With me joining the sword dance, Rin gained some leeway and lifted a boulder to throw it.

She threw it to block Kshathra's predicted escape route.

Blocking one escape route wouldn't reduce Kshathra's mobility.

However, there was value in forcing the opponent's actions.

"...!"

After her retreat was blocked by the boulder, Kshathra dodged to the opposite side when she saw me diving in from the left.

Anticipating this, Rin had already been running toward the escape route and stuck close to Kshathra.

It was a blind spot we had barely managed to create by using both our bodies and minds.

*Solis!*

[Yes, leave it to me.]

To secure the opportunity more certainly, I erected ice walls in all spaces except the directions Rin and I were charging from.

Just when I was certain we had caught her, something unexpected happened.

"Kuh!"

Kshathra, cornered, abandoned evasion and charged at Rin, ramming her with her shoulder.

As Rin's body was pushed back, my sword failed to reach Kshathra and cut through an ice pillar instead.

She had counterattacked after judging there was no way to evade anymore.

"Rin!"

"...I'm fine."

Though pushed far back by the impact, fortunately she seemed unharmed.

"And this time, I cut her for certain."

"Huh?"

Upon hearing Rin's report, I immediately turned to look at Kshathra.

Multiple gashes had opened from her abdomen to her chest, and blood was flowing out.

Rin had counterattacked in that brief moment of collision with Kshathra's body.

"..."

Looking down at her wounds, Kshathra was no longer smiling.

She was staring at her injuries with an expressionless face.

After remaining still for a while, Kshathra's eyebrows suddenly twitched.

"Rin, dodge!"

"Ah..."

Kshathra's knee was darting toward Rin's face with lightning speed.

Having moved first due to an uneasy premonition, I barely managed to block it, but my arm couldn't withstand the impact.

Blood vessels bulged colorfully before bursting and spraying blood.

And that was just from blocking a single strike.

What if it had hit Rin's face? I didn't want to imagine.

"Ugh, Master...!"

"Worry about me later and prepare for the next attack!"

"Ungh! Understood."

As soon as I blocked the knee kick, Kshathra's extended foot was aiming for Rin's temple.

Rin blocked it admirably this time, but the situation had suddenly become tense.

The dynamics changed as Kshathra, who had refrained from counterattacking until now, went on the offensive.

Unlike before when we focused solely on attacking, we now had to pay attention to defense as well.

"Master."

"Yes, it seems reinforcements have arrived just in time."

Swish!

A spear made of light was flying straight toward Kshathra from the sky.

She casually caught the spear and crushed it.

"Unknown evil that has come to this land! You have committed an unforgivable sin."

Brilliant rays of light pierced through the cloudy sky, illuminating us.

An angel with eight layers of wings appeared above, followed by countless other angels descending.

The arrival of thousands of angels.

The archangel who led the vanguard pointed a sword made of light at Kshathra and shouted.

"Leave this place immediately and return to your land! If not, the judgment of light shall be upon you!"

The archangel's threat resonated through the radiance.

A feeling of relief blossomed in our hearts, who were no match for her.

But that relief was temporary.

After all, compared to the terror Kshathra had shown, the reassurance provided by the archangel was absurdly weak.

"Master, it seems we will end in victory."

"...No, not yet."

"Pardon?"

The angels led down by Lucifer were truly holy and brave.

The sight of sacred white wings filling the sky could only be described as magnificent.

Yet somehow, I couldn't imagine Kshathra succumbing to the judgment of light.

All I could picture was the angels being ravaged and plummeting to the ground.

"Sadly, they cannot defeat the foreign deity."

"Why not?"

"You'll see."

"I simply cannot believe it..."

It seemed beyond Rin's comprehension.

Understandably so, as all the angels appearing exuded an aura close to that of warriors of reversal.

With over a thousand warriors appearing, it was natural to think they couldn't lose.

But I knew better.

Even when strong individuals gather in groups, they can be rendered powerless before one overwhelming person.

"Ahahat!"

Could she read my thoughts?

Kshathra, who had been expressionless, glanced at me and smiled with delight.

Meanwhile, she was pointing her finger at something different from where her gaze was directed.

Kshathra was pointing at the archangel.

The archangel frowned and became greatly angered.

"How dare you belittle the judgment of light...!"

Bang!

Before he could finish speaking, the archangel's head exploded.

The body with eight layers of wings that remained looked pitiful without its head.

The angels murmured and panicked as their vanguard died so easily.

But they too were following the same fate as the archangel, one by one.

"This... this can't be!"

Rin wore an expression of shock as she realized how the situation was unfolding.

Yes, all this time, Kshathra hadn't been fighting with us but playing.

When she received a shallow wound, she might have gotten slightly upset and tried to kill Rin.

This foreign deity could have killed us very easily if she had wanted to.

"Kyahahahat!"

As heads exploded one after another, angel blood poured down like rain.

In the midst of the bloodbath, Kshathra was laughing with madness, clearly enjoying herself.

Soon after, with her body stained red, she gazed at me ecstatically—she was fear incarnate.
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I had made various preparations to deal with the outer god.

I had planned to throw her into lava, and even tried using Lucifer to lure angels, among other things.

I had meticulously prepared everything, sparing no effort in carrying out difficult tasks.

But all my preparations had come to nothing.

Though there were still dragons for support and troops waiting in the rear, I couldn't count on them.

*With angels dying so pathetically, calling in other forces would just lead to pointless deaths...*

The undead would be reduced to dust, and the Orichalcum ants might turn back into ore and return to the earth.

I wanted to send Rin away too, but it was clear she would stay until the end by her own will.

Anyway, with all my carefully prepared plans thoroughly collapsed, I had few options left.

"Since things have come to this, I might as well try everything I can until the very end."

I used magic to convey my intentions to Hades.

What I asked of her was just one thing: to bombard this area with indiscriminate magical artillery.

I immediately received a lengthy, concerned reply from Hades, but I ignored it and made my decision.

[Just do it without arguing.]

Magic circles began forming one by one, far from our position.

Fortunately, Kshathra was fully occupied with bursting angels' heads and tearing their wings for fun.

I'm sorry for the angels, but I planned to use them as sacrifices for the bombardment.

"Rin."

"Yes, sir?"

"Don't leave my side until I say it's okay."

"Ah! Y-yes...!"

I grabbed Rin's waist and pulled her close.

Rin would try to survive by cutting down incoming spells.

But there could be no gaps in the face of indiscriminate bombardment.

I poured countless mana flowing from my heart into a high-level magic that distorted the space around me.

The magic flying toward us would be distorted and all redirected toward Kshathra.

"Hmm!"

Kshathra, who had just killed even the fleeing angels without missing any.

Now that all her playthings that had briefly entertained her were broken, her attention turned back to me.

As a farewell gesture, I waved my hand at her.

Seeing my action, she tilted her head curiously but waved back in the same way.

"Die."

BOOM-! KWANG-! CRUNCH-!

Right after, countless spells fell from the sky like shooting stars.

The ground shattered, lava splashed in all directions, and the surrounding area turned into a wasteland.

Kshathra had long disappeared from sight, and her place was filled with debris and dust created by the bombardment.

I could only hope that this attack would finally be fatal to Kshathra.

*Magic bombardment is certainly superior to swords when it comes to destructive power.*

After about 10 minutes of magical barrage that scorched the entire area, the firepower gradually weakened and finally subsided.

While waiting for the dust to settle to see the results, an inexplicable sense of unease crept over me.

"I don't feel even the slightest presence."

If she had taken a direct hit from the bombardment and died instantly, it would be natural not to feel her presence.

However, I had expected her to be injured or pushed to the brink of death by the bombardment.

Since I didn't believe she was the type to die so easily, the disappearance of her presence was suspicious.

Above all, the current situation felt oddly familiar to me, which added to my suspicion.

"This is just like...!"

Just as something occurred to me about the source of my unease, a pair of cold, smooth arms wrapped around my shoulders from behind.

A rift had formed in the space right behind me, and arms reached through from the other side.

The sight immediately reminded me of the Hounds of Tindalos.

Like those hounds, she had freely traversed dimensions, completely ignoring the magical bombardment.

"Master, duck!"

Following Rin's command, I leaned forward, bending my upper body.

A flash-like slash passed over me, intended to cut down the outer god who had suddenly appeared.

CRUNCH-!

However, the outer god, whose face had popped out from the other dimension, effortlessly bit down on Rin's sword, stopping it.

"Oh no!"

While still biting the sword, Kshathra sharply turned her head.

Her bite force was so tremendous that Rin, who had been holding the sword, was dragged along and thrown sideways.

Midway, Kshathra released the sword she had been biting, and Rin was flung outside the distorted space.

Thanks to her successful landing technique, rolling smoothly on the ground, Rin didn't suffer major damage, but she couldn't properly regain her balance afterward.

She must be flustered, not having expected her sword to be blocked by teeth.

"Get a grip! I'm going to dispel the magic now—ack!"

"Heehee!"

Just as I was about to dispel the space distortion magic, Kshathra, who had been clinging to my back, suddenly tightened her grip around my neck.

I shook my body violently to try to shake her off, but she showed no sign of letting go.

Solis urgently used magic, but even while clinging to me, Kshathra showed off her maddening evasion skills.

Using area-of-effect magic would end this, but I would get caught in it too.

*When have I ever cared about that!*

With oxygen to my brain being cut off, proper thinking became impossible.

I released all the mana stored in my Dragon Heart into the air and cooled it.

The surrounding atmosphere froze, and sharp ice blades filled the space.

The blades spread widely, extending their reach to include both me and Kshathra.

The blades that penetrated our skin continued to the other side, constricting us both in a vine-like formation.

*Let's see who dies first—you from excessive bleeding or me from oxygen deprivation...!*

As I smiled at this life-or-death gamble, Kshathra, who had been blank-faced, smiled brightly.

Just as I was about to draw out more mana, taking her smile as acceptance of my challenge.

Kshathra's arms, which had been choking me, fell away.

"Kack! Kack! W-what?"

Despite my determination to die together, Kshathra unexpectedly gave up.

I truly couldn't understand what she was thinking, nor could I comprehend it.

Kshathra, who had come down from behind me, lightly waved her arm.

At that, the ice blades that had been slowly expanding their territory were all destroyed at once.

Even the ice that had been digging into our flesh.

"What are you trying to do?"

"Hoo hoo hoo!"

Kshathra glanced sideways at Rin, who was outside the distorted space.

Though not certain, she seemed to not want Rin to intervene.

Meanwhile, Rin was politely requesting that I dispel the magic so she could help.

Whose wishes should I follow?

Normally, it would be natural to grant Rin's request, given our deep connection, but this time the circumstances were different.

Since confronting Kshathra, I had tried to finish her off in various ways while fighting her, but had repeatedly failed.

Her way of thinking, behavior, common sense, and values were all beyond human comprehension.

Though it's a harsh thing to say to Rin, I couldn't envision a scenario where we could defeat Kshathra even with her help.

I calmly called out to the otherworldly being hiding in the shadows.

"Liri."

"Yes, Master."

"What methods are there to finish off an outer god?"

"...I'm sorry, but I don't know either. I don't even know if such methods exist."

"Then why haven't you told me this fact until now?"

"Master, victory doesn't always require killing your opponent. And you know that better than anyone, don't you?"

"..."

"I saw a different kind of potential in you and had expectations. And living up to those expectations, you've subdued opponents in ways I've never seen before, creating the best outcomes."

"..."

"That's why I believed that you, Master, could subjugate even an outer god in your own way. I sincerely apologize for not telling you in advance."

"...I see."

After hearing Liri's words, my mind finally cleared.

Despite being told there was no way to kill Kshathra, I felt relieved instead.

Why?

I'm not sure myself. But there was something I needed to acknowledge and move past.

*That's right, I'm not the protagonist.*

I don't have the glamour of defeating evil with a brilliant holy sword and bringing peace to the world.

I don't have the kindness to always reach out to those in trouble and bring peace to everyone.

I don't need to uphold my sense of justice by overcoming hardships and adversities, cutting through flesh and bone.

"A sub-male lead... no, I'm not even that. I'm just a foreigner enjoying this other world, having abandoned even that role."

I was someone who had thrown away even the position of sub-male lead and left the Academy to live as I pleased.

The image of burning with a sense of justice and carrying a greater cause like a protagonist didn't suit me.

Protagonist, sub-male lead—let me break free from such constraints and follow my heart.

That was my goal, which I had forgotten at some point.

"Prah, Solis. Transfer all your power to me."

[...You truly are an unreasonable contractor.]

[Yes, if that's your wish, you can take as much as you want.]

A vast amount of magical energy flowed into me from the two demonic swords.

In response, the Dragon Heart drew out even more mana.

Pouring all the magical energy and mana into physical enhancement, I felt a surge of power unlike any before.

"Ha, hahaha!"

"No more tricks. From now on, the fight will take a different form."

One step.

I reached Kshathra after stomping the ground so hard it left a depression.

Thrusting my forearm against Kshathra's neck, I ran forward and slammed her body into a massive boulder.

"Ahah! Ahahaha!"

"Don't laugh."

"Hyaang?!"

Despite being slammed into the rock with enough acceleration to make flesh tremble, Kshathra remained uninjured and was smiling brightly.

She seemed pleased that I was finally taking her seriously.

However, she didn't seem to understand her position properly.

So I firmly grabbed and kneaded the flesh attached to her chest.

"What's about to unfold is the process of 'me,' a mere human, teaching 'you,' an absolute being called an outer god, what it means to be female through firsthand experience."

"Ahng...!"

As I looked down at Kshathra with my head held stiffly upright, she began to tremble.

The original novel whose ending made me curse in frustration.

I came to ruin the world of that novel, so I'll take this opportunity to make it adults-only.

"Outer god, let me show you what it means to be 'superhuman.'"
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I was pushing myself quite hard.

Since the appearance of the foreign god, I had used magical energy, sword ki, and mana numerous times.

Even though the Dragon Heart could produce infinite mana, there was still a limit to fatigue.

With magical energy too, there was a defined limit to how much a human body could accommodate.

Sword ki was energy that imbued the sword with imagery from the heart.

After manifesting sword ki more than a dozen times, both my body and mind were in tatters.

*But that's exactly why I can't stop now.*

I continued channeling mana, accepting the magical energy from both demonic swords, and emitting sword ki while treating my body as a sword.

In other words, I was willfully using power that was gradually wearing down my body.

"Urgh!"

"What's wrong? You're fighting much better than before!"

Boom-!

Now able to match Kshathra's once-overwhelming speed, I kicked her right shoulder.

Kshathra blocked the kick by raising both arms, but this left her lower body exposed.

The moment my foot touched the ground, I lowered my body and rushed at her.

I slipped my arms between her thighs and crotch, grabbed her legs, and threw her down.

"Hyaang!"

In the process, my thick forearm brushed against her crotch, but I paid it no mind.

Having successfully knocked her down, I secured a position on her abdomen, transitioning to a mount.

The orthodox move would be to clench my fist and strike her face, but I had no such intention.

Instead, I opened my palm and struck not her face, but Kshathra's chest.

"Ungh! Kyahung!"

Slap-! Slap-!

I repeatedly slapped the two maternal mountains that shook without rest.

Red handprints appeared on her snow-white skin, but I showed no mercy.

More forcefully, more rhythmically, I swung my palm, teaching Kshathra the hierarchy between us.

"These handprints are my brand. A brand showing you can never surpass me."

I was gradually getting a feel for it.

Controlling my strength considering Kshathra's durability was challenging in many ways.

Finding the middle ground between pain and pleasure was tricky, but now I knew for certain.

With each strike, the moans mixed in Kshathra's groans were subtly different, and I had found the exact force that made her cry out in the most coquettish voice.

"You've enjoyed doing whatever you wanted until now, right? This time, enjoy being on the receiving end."

"Ungh! Ugh! Uuugh!"

Kshathra, unable to think straight and just taking my blows.

While wandering in the whirlpool of pain and pleasure that had become one, she barely managed to push my body away.

In the moment I was pushed back, Kshathra tried to crawl away from that spot, her body trembling.

However, she hadn't put enough strength into her hands, so she couldn't push me very far.

"Where are you going in such a hurry?"

"Haa...! Haa...!"

Kshathra was crawling forward, breathing heavily.

Is this the crawling Chaos I've only heard about?

But imagining a puppy-like Chaos crawling around made Kshathra look vulgar and ridiculous.

I grabbed Kshathra's ankle as she tried to escape.

As I pulled, her chest scraped against the ground as she was dragged back.

It must hurt, but what does it matter?

She rejected the pain coexisting with pleasure and tried to escape, so this was sufficient discipline.

"What's the point of running away!"

"Hgieek!"

I stepped on Kshathra's waist to immobilize her so she couldn't resist.

Then I either tapped her plump buttocks with my foot or pressed them down with my shoe sole.

If the previous mount taught her the hierarchy, this time I intended to make her understand humiliation and punishment.

"Hikeuk!"

Removing my leg from her waist, I placed the front of my shoe between Kshathra's thighs.

Sensing danger, she quickly shook her head, but I responded with a mocking smile.

Then I started rubbing her crotch by moving my foot left and right.

"Hgyaak!"

Kshathra jerked her head and upper body up as if electrocuted.

Since her legs were fixed by me, her waist arched like a bow.

Looking at that sight with satisfaction, I didn't stop my foot.

"I told you. I'll make you realize what it means to be female."

Even while being punished, Kshathra resisted, and each time, I increased the intensity.

With my body enhanced by magical energy and mana, there was no chance of her overpowering me.

However, the feeling that my body was breaking down was becoming increasingly clear.

*Not much longer... I just need to hold out a bit more.*

If I stop now, this world might fall to Kshathra.

I have no mission to save all of humanity.

I just want my precious people to enjoy peace safely.

That's why I had to subdue Kshathra here, even if my body breaks down.

"I heard you're an immortal who can't die, so this is the only way for me!"

"Kuhiit!"

A continuous cycle of pleasure and pain.

Kshathra, unable to escape from that cycle, writhed while making vulgar sounds.

Sometimes her struggles were so violent that stone fragments cut across my forehead.

But enduring that level of pain, I continued Kshathra's discipline.

"Kuk...!"

[Contractor!]

Due to excessive use and absorption of magical energy, one of my arms was turning black.

At the same time, I winced as excruciating pain like muscles tearing apart arose.

Nevertheless, I bit my lower lip hard and endured the pain.

Though I heard concerned voices from Prah and Solis, I demanded to continue.

There was still a way to go.

"Ugh...!"

A gap in the training occurred due to the sudden intense pain.

Kshathra, who kicked away my leg, quickly moved away and leaned against a large rock.

Rough breathing.

Having escaped from pleasure and pain, she seemed to have decided to retreat for now, curling her fingers and tearing at space.

It was undoubtedly the technique she had used for indiscriminate bombardment.

"You don't think I'll just let you escape, do you?"

"Ugh!"

Kshathra was grasping space, trying to tear it open as quickly as possible to escape through it.

Determined not to let that happen, I spread my blackened hand and formed a knife hand.

*My hand is a sword.*

I infused my imagery into my arm and surrounded it with sword ki.

Unlike a solid sword, when I surrounded my fragile flesh with sword ki, blood vessels burst and blood trickled down.

But I released magical energy while wrapping even the blood around my arm.

Meanwhile, the space Kshathra was tearing had now widened enough for one person to enter.

"Uooooh!"

Before Kshathra could throw herself beyond the second dimension, I swung down my arm wrapped in magical energy and sword ki with all my might.

A decisive slash that could cut even space was created from my hand.

For an instant, time stopped, and as I perceived the sight of space distorting, time began to flow again.

It seems that at the very end, I became able to cut not only space but time as well.

"Unbelievable."

The strike that cut through space-time sliced in half the space Kshathra was trying to escape through, and even halved the volcano.

There was a price to pay.

Due to using power beyond my capacity, my arm was completely shattered beyond recognition.

Seeing no signs of regeneration, it seems it had reached a level that even a troll's regenerative abilities couldn't heal.

Still, I smiled at the result of keeping Kshathra trapped and approached her.

"Did you think you could escape? Really, you're making this exhausting."

"Augh!"

"Are you ready?"

I pushed Kshathra against the wall to prevent her from escaping further and pressed my body against hers.

The distance was close enough for our breaths to touch.

Kshathra's pupils were spinning, unable to find their bearings.

Regardless, I brought my intact left hand to her lower abdomen.

"Unghugh!"

Kshathra's body trembled, ready to accept the punishment.

As evidence, my hand was moistened.

Her body was unexpectedly honest, which made me smirk involuntarily.

When my gaze returned to Kshathra, her eyes were now directed elsewhere.

The Holy Sword, which was gathering strength to deliver the final blow to true evil.

Kshathra was showing interest in the ultimate weapon that was about to defeat her.

"You've instinctively realized it. Yes, this is the weapon that will put an end to this entire war."

"Haak...! Haak...!"

Kshathra began to get excited, her cheeks turning red.

Since she was completely naked, only leather and cloth scraps stood between her and the Holy Sword.

If I disarm now, she will definitely be pierced by the Holy Sword and taste defeat.

"It's been a long journey."

I slowly reflected on memories of the past.

Because of Kshathra's interest, I was dragged into this other world.

In this world from the novel I so disliked, I experienced numerous incidents.

There were many joyful moments, but also many sad ones.

It was especially painful when Kshathra interfered with the world and tormented me and those around me.

"It's vexing, but I don't even have the strength left to judge and punish you for your responsibility. So..."

I unfastened my waist belt and quietly delivered the final sentence.

"Let's end this."

The curtain had finally reached its conclusion.

Ch.377 - 362. Resolution - 2
As I was about to draw my Holy Sword to put an end to this long battle, something strange happened to Kshathra, who had been panicking.

Suddenly, the light in her eyes vanished, and her body went limp. She looked like a puppet whose strings had been cut.

But only for a moment. Kshathra's body twitched, and then she raised her head again.

"...Looks like the real Kshathra has made her appearance."

"You knew all along?"

"There were too many suspicious things about the one I was fighting to truly be Kshathra."

I had been suspicious from the start about her inability to speak human language.

That day when Kshathra revealed herself at the Academy, she left me a message. It was insane nonsense about coming to conceive new life when I became king, but she had clearly communicated in human language.

It was strange that she hadn't spoken at all this time and had just kept laughing.

"I considered the possibility that Kshathra's consciousness might exist separately, like now."

"I commend you. Your hypothesis was correct."

"Then what is this woman? Did you kidnap some random human woman like the Pink-Haired Slut—I mean, Sherin—and then purge her personality before sending her?"

"If I had, she wouldn't have been able to overwhelm you. There exists no vessel here that could fully contain my energy."

"So she's someone who lived in another dimension?"

Kshathra shook her head, suggesting my guess was wrong.

Her eyes, cold and dark like endless void, stared directly at me as she revealed the truth.

"This body is a part of me, comparable to what humans call an ovum."

"An... ovum?!"

So all this time, Lin and I had been struggling against an outer god's egg cell, and the angels had been massacred by an egg?

It was a shocking revelation, but there was plenty of evidence to support it.

The fact that the outer god's body part that appeared in the consciousness magic circle was responsible for female reproduction essentially proved it.

Moreover, if she was an ovum, it explained all her bizarre behaviors that defied common sense.

She had arrived on this land immediately after being born, without any knowledge instilled in her. She had acted purely on instinct, which is why I couldn't understand her no matter how hard I tried.

*There's no reason for an outer god to lie to me either...*

Kshathra, a pan-universal being and multi-dimensional ruler. As Liri had told me, she was an immortal being with no known way to kill her. She had nothing to gain by lying.

*Come to think of it, my past self had declared he would kill such an outer god...*

Suddenly remembering that past declaration made me feel embarrassed.

Even if every version of me across all dimensions attacked Kshathra, we could never defeat her.

"You didn't know she was an ovum?"

"How could I possibly think an outer god's ovum would take the form of a human woman?"

"The form evolved based on human aesthetic sensibilities."

"To think that a single cell not only lives and breathes but has enough power to destroy the world... Even the gods of this planet couldn't create such a miracle."

"Your comparison is flawed."

"Yeah, I misspoke."

It was blasphemous, but the gods of this world were merely caretakers managing our planet.

In contrast, outer gods ruled universes containing countless planets.

The scale was incomparable, so from Kshathra's perspective, my comment must have sounded offensive.

"But I can't understand why someone as great as you, beyond my imagination, would be interested in an insignificant creature living on a single planet."

"In the entire universe, you are the only being capable of fertilizing my, Kshathra's, ovum."

"I'm the only one? If it's because of the condition that I had to subdue the ovum, that's even harder to believe."

Referencing other novels, there are characters with powers far greater than mine.

Creation abilities, annihilation, replication, absorption, prophecy, and so on. There are countless protagonists with overpowered abilities.

Compared to them, wouldn't I be considered ordinary?

"The condition you speak of is meaningless. Originally, subduing the ovum is impossible for any being except outer gods like myself."

"What are you saying? I barely managed to subdue her, even at the risk of my life!"

"Subduing and entertainment are different words with different meanings."

"..."

This meant that Kshathra's ovum hadn't been using her full power at all.

The subjugation and punishment she received from me was just play, and the pain and pleasure were a kind of amusement.

If she had wanted to, she could have killed me before I even realized it.

She even had the power to easily annihilate those far stronger than me.

My spine turned cold and began to sweat as I realized that Kshathra's ovum was on the same level as an outer god.

"What's your basis for saying I'm the only one who can fertilize your ovum?"

"First, you are a Singularity. Second, you possess infinite potential. Third, I sensed destiny in you at the end of my ovulation period, which comes only once every tens of billions of years."

"R-really?"

I gave up trying to comprehend such mind-boggling timescales.

Basically, I had been selected to be the father of an outer god's child out of the entire universe.

If I tried to calculate those odds, my brain might explode.

"Then what was your purpose in guiding me to possess Bern's body?"

"The vessel containing your soul was fragile. You needed a vessel that wouldn't break from minor impacts."

"And why did you keep interfering and tormenting me at every turn, including the Pink-Haired Slut?"

"It was only to fill the small gaps remaining between your soul and the vessel. There was no other intention."

"In other words, you planned all that to raise my capabilities to the level you wanted?"

Kshathra didn't speak but nodded her head.

I was so dumbfounded that even my anger dried up.

There would be no point in expressing my feelings to a being with such incomprehensible values.

What a truly cruel story.

"What will you do if I refuse?"

"I will destroy all dimensions under my control and repeat the cycle of recreation until my next fertile period. However, if a new species is born, I cannot interfere with any dimension."

"That sounds like a threat."

"I merely discussed possibilities. I am not forcing you in any way."

Not saving a friend, a lover, a family, a village, a country, or humanity—but saving all dimensions and universes.

This situation had skipped several levels, and it was driving me insane.

If I don't accept my fate, all worlds will perish.

Not just the world of Adokchoe, but also the world where my original self lived, and worlds I don't even know about.

And the way to prevent this catastrophe is to mate with the woman in front of me.

"This is absolutely ridiculous!"

I burst out laughing at the insanity of this situation actually existing.

But deep down, I was accepting the current situation.

The boundary between reality and unreality had collapsed within me.

From the moment I possessed a character in a novel, my daily life had felt unreal.

That feeling hasn't changed, so I suppose it's not strange at all if I become a pan-universal hero by creating a child with an outer god.

"Fine, I'll accept my fate and cooperate in making a child."

"A wise decision."

"But I have one condition."

"...State your condition."

"It's going to be your and my child, right? And I hate responsibility without pleasure. So I'll mix bodies with you right here and impregnate you. I'll put my Holy Sword inside you, so maintain your current consciousness."

"I don't understand. What meaning does that act have?"

Kshathra tilted her head and questioned me.

It was amusing. Just as I couldn't understand her, she couldn't understand me.

So I decided to reveal my true intentions without hiding anything.

After all, Kshathra wouldn't understand even if I explained.

"If reproduction is necessary, wouldn't it be more thrilling to fuck you, the main body, rather than just an ovum that's only a part of you?"

"...I understand even less now. But just as you made a big decision, I will accept your proposal."

"Don't blame me if you regret it later."

"The emotion of regret does not exist for me. Do as you—ooh!"

With her permission granted, I didn't hesitate to pounce on Kshathra.

Today, I was about to achieve something no one had ever accomplished before...

Fucking an outer god.

Ch.378 - Side Story: Human Depravity
What's the most important part of sex?

Some say technique, others say endurance, and some even say pure love.

None of these answers are wrong. If any of these three elements is missing, something will feel lacking.

But I would argue they're incorrect about what's most important.

This is the insight I gained from mixing bodies with women of various races.

Subjectively speaking, I believe that foreplay is the most crucial part, just as they say that a good beginning is half the battle.

When lovers embrace, sharing body heat and stimulating each other's erogenous zones.

Ears, lips, tongue, neck, armpits, chest, nipples, navel, genitals, and so on.

Humans have diverse erogenous zones, and with each stimulation, the body gradually becomes more sensitive.

The longer the foreplay, the more a woman's womb descends and releases fluids.

It's the same for men—when caressed by a woman, the penis becomes harder and sensations become more vivid.

When sex begins with both parties fully aroused from sufficient foreplay, they can experience ultimate pleasure—that's why I considered foreplay so important.

Because I had conducted such intense foreplay, Kshathra's entire body must have become so sensitive that her whole body could be considered an erogenous zone.

In that state, I backed her against the stone wall and firmly gripped both her arms with my functioning left hand.

Lifting her hands high, I exposed her breasts and vagina completely before penetrating.

I easily entered her already wet vagina and pushed all the way to her cervix.

"Nngh!"

"How is it? The feeling of a human's organ penetrating you?"

"It was... an unexpected attack. But this much is nothing."

Even while her body trembled as if electrocuted, Kshathra maintained a calm expression.

This was the reaction I had expected.

If a transcendent being like an outer god were to moan like a female animal from just one instance of pleasure, that would actually kill the excitement.

My main goal for this encounter was to inject pleasure to the limit and observe a different reaction from the outer god.

"Then I can handle this body however I want, right?"

"That's correct. As long as you don't kill me and inject sperm, any act is—ohh!"

At her permission to do anything, I thrust my hips, pounding against Kshathra's cervix.

Though its identity was an outer god's ovum, it had the perfect structure of a human female body.

The vaginal walls were soft and smooth, with a tight grip that felt incredibly good to thrust into.

Meanwhile, her breasts bounced rhythmically with my hip movements, looking so delicious that I was overcome with the urge to bite them.

I usually exercise restraint out of consideration for my partner, but knowing I didn't need to this time, I eagerly bit Kshathra's nipple.

She threw her head back and was about to let out a vulgar sound.

But midway, she clamped her mouth shut, swallowing her moan.

*This is excellent. Let's see how long you can hold out!*

I stimulated her nipple by rolling it between my teeth.

At the same time, I sucked on her nipple once before lifting my head.

In our position, Kshathra's breasts were already pointing upward.

With my mouth pulling them even higher, her breasts were being forcibly stretched.

When I released my lips, they bounced back to their original elastic state.

"I noticed it when we were fighting, but you truly have a body like something out of a dream."

"Human aesthetic values... hnngh! I don't understand. This ovum reflects your preferences exactly... ugh!"

"Yes, it seems that way."

Kshathra's face resembled a female character from a game I enjoyed in high school.

Her body type was similar to Breeze Sephiron's, whom I considered the best since coming to this world, but with different skin elasticity and texture.

She probably made these distinctions to avoid the familiarity that would come with complete similarity.

She had made excellent adjustments, but there was something she hadn't accounted for.

"Nngh!"

"Your erogenous zones are the same as Breeze's?"

It seemed she hadn't specifically manipulated the locations of erogenous zones.

The dragon's G-spot, the reverse scale, near the cervix.

While Kshathra's body didn't have a reverse scale, she shared the same erogenous zones.

I pulled my hips back, withdrawing the penis that had been probing her vagina.

My penis, soaked with Kshathra's fluids, looked stickily wet as if hatched from an alien egg.

Excited by its bizarre appearance, I slammed my hips forward with all my might, like pounding rice.

"Kyuung!"

Kshathra let out a sound like a wild animal and began squirting urine and female ejaculate.

Even so, while her eyes were slightly unfocused, her expression didn't show the pleasure that would make her drool or stretch her mouth.

"Are you okay?"

"I'm... fine. Still... haap!"

Despite my decisive strike at her erogenous zone, Kshathra was still holding on.

While I admired her endurance worthy of an outer god, she seemed to feel a sense of crisis and unexpectedly blurted out:

"Haah...! Haah...! I'll temporarily block all bodily sensations."

"Wait! That's not fair!"

"I request a reason for your objection. For human intercourse, I believe feeling just the male body is sufficient for conception."

"That's true, but this body is your only ovum, so we need to be careful not to damage it, right?"

"That's correct."

"So what if I handle it carelessly and damage it? You need sensations to judge if your body is okay!"

It might be sophistry.

An outer god probably has ways to know the body's condition without relying on sensations.

But Kshathra didn't argue back and instead considered for a moment.

"Very well. I'll set a threshold that maximally reflects your opinion."

"A threshold?"

"A kind of mechanism where sensory blocking is released when the body reaches its limit of pain or pleasure."

"Oh, ohhh!"

Even while thrusting my hips, I had been disappointed by her lack of reaction as she calmly thought and spoke.

But Kshathra's proposed condition reinvigorated my determination.

She had essentially trapped herself in a sensory blocking predicament.

It meant that eventually, when she reached her limit, all the sensations she hadn't felt would return at once.

While there was the drawback of seeing only bland reactions for a while, I looked forward to the explosive reaction when pleasure finally hit.

"I like those terms!"

"If you're satisfied, that's fine."

As soon as our mutual agreement was complete, I released Kshathra's arms.

Then I flipped her body over, positioning her in a doggy style that fully exposed her vagina and anus.

Indeed, even from behind, a beautiful woman remains beautiful.

Her white skin with its long, flowing lines, her slender waist and sturdy hips exuded elegance.

Her plump, firm buttocks and full breasts that defied gravity were exquisite.

"Even with the threshold, is your permission for me to do as I please still valid?"

"Do as you wish."

"Okay."

I rubbed my finger against her anus, which hadn't been visible from the front.

Being a newly born ovum, it was very clean, and the hole was tightly closed.

It looked like a pale pink lotus flower, incredibly tempting.

I collected some fluid from her vagina, which was waiting for my next visit, onto my finger.

Then I spread the fluid widely over her anus, moistening it thoroughly.

The pale pink gradually became more vivid, stimulating my desire.

Eventually, my glans headed for Kshathra's tight anus, and taking advantage of her current inability to feel sensations, I thrust in at once.

"Kuk! So tight...!"

Crack-!

As Kshathra's back hole was forcibly widened, blood flowed out with the sound of breaking.

The hole was filled completely with my penis, and the flesh walls wrapped around it tightly.

The grip was tighter than her vagina, and with each movement, I felt like it was massaging from the glans to the base.

It felt like being sucked in a vacuum with a tongue swirling around skillfully.

The sensation was so electrifying that endorphins were released, instinctively making me continue to move my hips without stopping.

Slap-! Slap-!

As I inserted my penis to the base, my abdomen rubbed against her buttocks.

The floor was soaked with Kshathra's bodily fluids, and the liquid flowing down from my and her thighs showed no signs of drying.

While I had been enjoying just her anus, I suddenly noticed her vagina gaping, hungry for my penis.

Though she had blocked her sensations and her mind hadn't surrendered, her body had succumbed to pleasure.

I pulled my penis out of her anus and immediately thrust it into her vagina just below.

The vaginal opening, which had been squirting fluid in joy at the entry of the long-awaited penis, gripped no less tightly than her anus.

It sucked all the way to the cervix as if refusing to let go, making it seem like her womb might come out if I pulled out forcefully.

"A vagina jealous of the anus... How lewd this body is!"

Squelch squelch squelch!!

I pulled my hips back slightly, making sure the cervix wouldn't come out, then thrust down hard again.

I did it so forcefully that it seemed like my penis might protrude through her abdomen.

Finding that arousing, I bent forward and gripped Kshathra's stomach tightly.

The pressure from my grip extended to my penis inside her hole, further intensifying the pleasure.

I had thought it would be difficult to reach ejaculation without her panting reactions, but her body was so lewd that I didn't need to worry about that.

"Wuh?!"

"Hmm?"

It was while I was handling Kshathra's body like a prized toy.

Suddenly, a moan escaped from her lips, and then...

"Unghooook! Huooot! F-feeling...! Hiik! Haaaang!!"

Kshathra began to tremble so violently it was like an earthquake and started wailing madly.

"Ogok! Oot! Th-this is human...! Kuhaaang! Haguk! Kiheuuut!"

"Wow..."

Kshathra was stretching her philtrum and clutching her hair.

Blood was flowing from her nose.

After thoroughly playing with her body, she had finally reached her threshold.

"S-stop...! Hugit! My mind is...! Kuhieuung! Ohohoook!"

"How does it feel? Having your brain kneaded while being raped by a human who's nothing more than a lowly creature?"

"G-goohaaang♡ Hugit! This sensation! Kyahuaang! I'm c-cumming...♡"

Eventually, Kshathra even abandoned her monotonous way of speaking and reached an endless climax.

Her legs, which had been standing stiffly, spread like crab legs and shook so violently they left afterimages.

She looked so precarious, as if she might collapse at any moment, that I had no choice but to pull out my penis and rub it with my hand.

Kshathra finally collapsed face-down on the ground, squirting vaginal fluids.

I ejaculated over her, spraying white fluid all over.

"Since you're an ovum anyway, fertilization should happen even if I cum outside, right?"

"Haeu...! Huguk! Haaaang...!"

Kshathra couldn't even answer properly and continued to climax.

Having seen the sight of the conquered outer god I had so desired, I smiled with satisfaction.

Then I knelt down and grabbed Kshathra's waist.

I lifted just her buttocks and placed my glans against her flooding vagina.

"Hagut! Y-you can't mean? Haeuuk! You're going to... do more?"

"Of course! We have to keep going until you conceive a child, don't we?"

When humans do it with animals, it's called bestiality; with insects, it's called insect intercourse.

However, there was no special term for when outer gods do it with humans.

That's because humans were the ones who created such terms.

Nevertheless, considering Kshathra's position as an outer god, I spontaneously created a new term.

Though the actual word was the same.

"How do you like humans?"

"Heuuk♡"

The only response was Kshathra's loosened moan.

Ch.379 - 363. Resolution - 3
A decisive battle with a clear outcome.

Kshathra was lying face down on the ground unconscious, while I was barely maintaining consciousness.

The final confrontation had unfolded differently than I'd initially expected, but the result ended in my victory.

*In the end, I finished things with the Holy Sword this time too.*

I didn't feel particularly empty or anything like that.

My opponent was a supreme being that couldn't be defeated in a direct confrontation.

When even a mere egg cell had the power to destroy planets, fighting the main body was unimaginable.

If just a part of its body made everyone feel terror, seeing the main body would probably break one's mind.

Just looking at it would drive you to madness and destroy your sanity.

So the fact that I managed to manifest the outer god's consciousness and then render it unconscious was already a remarkable achievement.

"Still, it doesn't feel like I've really won..."

"You need not lament. Regardless of the process, you achieved the result of defeating me."

"You've regained consciousness already?"

"I am the seventeenth personality. The previous personalities all seem to have lost consciousness, unable to endure the pleasure, so I've emerged."

"Just how many personalities do you have?"

"More than the number of stars in the universe."

Even the number of stars visible from Earth was countless.

Considering there were stars that couldn't be observed from Earth, it meant Kshathra had infinite personalities.

It seemed impossible to completely knock Kshathra unconscious.

"The scale of an outer god is truly extraordinary. You're so amazing that it makes me feel insignificant."

"I disagree. Recognizing that you face a being from a different dimension yet still conceiving the idea to use drugs is not something easily thought of. That makes you the remarkable one."

She was aware that I had used an aphrodisiac during our act.

She seemed to have infinite personalities and shared memories between them.

I had used it out of pure curiosity to see if this world's aphrodisiacs would work on an outer god.

[So you're saying your idea to experiment directly on an outer god's egg cell was insane from the start.]

*Come on! Would an outer god die from an aphrodisiac?*

[When aphrodisiacs are dangerous even for newborns, using it on an egg cell...]

*It's Kshathra's super egg cell, right? If it was going to die from an aphrodisiac, it would have died when I trampled on it.*

There were numerous issues, but the fact that it came from an outer god's body gave legitimacy to my actions.

Of course, if Kshathra's egg had died because of the aphrodisiac, the entire universe would have been destroyed.

But as a man, I couldn't resist taking the risk.

"To willingly undertake such a dangerous and unnecessary adventure—truly astonishing."

"That's a compliment, right?"

"If others had witnessed your atrocity, they would have condemned or executed you. But I, for one, highly value your unconventional thinking."

"I feel like you're subtly mocking me?"

"That's why the new outer god chose you as its destined one. You should be proud."

Kshathra never spoke casually.

Even in lengthy conversations, there was always a subtle disconnect.

I felt foolish for expecting straightforward answers from her.

"Let's end my story here. Can you tell me what happened with the fertilization?"

"A new life is stirring, preparing to enter the world."

"So the fertilization was successful. When will it be born?"

The egg cell had become a fertilized egg, but there was no noticeable change.

More than that, it felt strange to be casually conversing with a fertilized egg.

"The birth of an outer god takes at least hundreds of billions of years. Time to absorb knowledge from all dimensions and universes—even now, this body is learning new knowledge."

"Hundreds of billions of years... So it will be born without even remembering its father's face."

"Your existence and genes are already imprinted within the new life. With the hatching of the new outer god, the being in its memories will also be born."

"That's confusing. So when this child is born, I'll be resurrected too?"

Kshathra crossed her arms in an X and declared:

"The realm of creation. You and the you from hundreds of billions of years later are separate beings, an extension of memory."

"Can't you explain it more simply?"

"A being identical to you with your current memories will be created, yet different."

It was still hard to understand.

From what I could interpret with difficulty, it seemed like a doppelgänger of me would appear hundreds of billions of years later.

In other words, the current me would suddenly be in space, and before me would be a new outer god calling me daddy.

*That's cosmic horror, isn't it?*

Stay strong, other me.

"By the way, you said the body has gone from an egg cell to a fertilized egg, right? What happens if we mate again in this state?"

"...New life would increase."

"That's so like an outer god."

Additional pregnancy of a fertilized egg was common-sensically impossible.

But human common sense didn't apply to a pan-universal being.

"You know, isn't it a bit disappointing that only one new outer god will hatch after an eternity? How about we create a bunch of new outer gods all at once?"

[You, you crazy bastard!]

"...Indeed, you are the man I've had my eye on. You are so excellent that I can only describe you as perfect!"

"So I can do more, right?"

"Of course. For such a reason, you may explore my egg cell... no, my fertilized egg as much as you wish ♡"

I threw off the pants I had just put back on.

This is a gift for the future me who will be born in the universe.

Since I couldn't be with my beloved ones, perhaps sending lots of children would make him a little happier?

Of course, there was a high chance it would backfire with too many children to handle.

But it didn't matter. The person who would have to deal with those children was a separate entity from me.

With the mindset that as long as it wasn't me, I mixed bodies with Kshathra again.

***

"Lord Bern!"

After multiple rounds of our grand deed, Kshathra quietly returned to the universe.

Having finally ended the decisive battle, I returned to where my loved ones were with a refreshed heart.

As soon as I returned, Rene embraced me joyfully, genuinely happy about my safe return.

I learned belatedly that after the indiscriminate bombardment ended, that area had been spatially separated.

Kshathra's egg had shaken off Rin who was with me and isolated the space, creating a separate space just for the two of us.

"So that's what happened."

"More importantly, Lord Bern, your arm...!"

"Ah, this is because I used too much force. Don't worry, it will heal on its own once all the demonic energy is gone."

I patted Rene's head to reassure her as she fretted over my damaged arm.

"But something's been bothering me—why is this place like this? Where did Rin and everyone else go?"

After finishing the battle with the outer god and returning, I found the surroundings in chaos.

The earth was split, seawater had surged inland, and there were traces of lightning strikes everywhere.

Moreover, the army I had led was nowhere to be seen.

"Well, about that..."

Rene hesitated, mumbling reluctantly before eventually spilling everything that had happened.

While I was having a splendid physical exchange with Kshathra...

A sudden calamity had struck this place.

"Suddenly the clouds in the sky parted, and a voice like thunder resonated throughout heaven and earth."

The gods of the celestial realm, enraged by the miserable slaughter of angels.

They transferred the responsibility not to the actual perpetrators but to us who had summoned the outer god, Rene explained while trembling.

"As soon as they declared they would pass judgment on us, believers from all over the world gathered and attacked us."

The gods called their faithful followers to this land through revelations.

Additionally, they threatened them with calamities in the name of divine miracles.

"Unable to stand by, the Demon King led the fallen angels and dragons up to the sky to confront the gods, while those who worshipped the gods were led by Rin and Maryan to a desert far from here."

"So that's why there are only traces of calamity here and no one around."

"Yes..."

Thinking it might adversely affect me, the Demon King, Lucifer, and the dragons departed for the celestial realm to confront the gods.

Meanwhile, Rin and Maryan took responsibility for luring the fanatics on the ground to the desert, where they were currently fighting.

Upon hearing this, I scratched the back of my head.

After resolving the matter with the outer god, another problem had arisen.

*I had a rough idea, but...*

From what Lucifer had told me, I knew that the gods of this world were more cunning and vile than humans.

They looked down on humans, sometimes transformed into magical beasts to violate them, and occasionally sent calamities out of boredom to enjoy watching humans die.

Moreover, they claimed divine power as their exclusive ability and were the main culprits behind the extinction of Meryl's clan, the Kpeterios, who possessed divine power and were the strongest species.

Like the myths in my world, the gods of this world were mostly corrupt beings.

*The slaughter of angels is just a pretext; their true aim is to eliminate the dragons who seek to surpass the gods' authority and me, the Singularity.*

They must have known about the growing influence of the dragons and me.

They wanted us to perish along with the outer god, and even if that didn't happen as planned, they had devised a strategy to wipe us out when we were exhausted.

And judging that now was the opportune time, they initiated their extermination plan.

"Interesting."

"Pardon...?"

"It's nothing. By the way, Rene, could you transform into a dragon and take me to Prihart's temple in the northern snow mountains?"

Despite the chaotic situation, the connection with Prihart was still maintained.

It meant the Ice God had not participated in this divine judgment.

If I earnestly wished to him, he might take me to the world where the gods reside.

"S-surely you don't intend to fight the gods in your condition?"

"No. Having exhausted all my strength fighting the outer god, there's no way I could confront the gods."

"Then why...?"

"I can't explain in detail, but there's a very interesting spectacle there!"

From the gods' perspective, my existence was a thorn in their side.

A human who had absorbed the power of the Great Earth Mother and received Prihart's favor.

Additionally, I was the owner of the primordial Demonic Sword and had even received a body part transplant from Liri, a shoggoth.

While I was developing power that made even gods tense, I had also associated with Lucifer, who was plotting to kill gods.

From their standpoint, I was someone who had to be eliminated.

*So I can understand and forgive their actions.*

However, whether "she" could forgive the fact that they tried to eliminate the future father of numerous outer gods was something I had to see with my own eyes.
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I climbed onto Rene's back after she transformed into a dragon.

The familiar feeling of mounting, I settled comfortably on her back even without a saddle.

"Let's go!"

"Yeah, full speed please."

Back when I first met Rene, I nearly lost my soul when she rapidly gained altitude.

But now I could remain perfectly fine even if she accelerated enough to create a sonic boom.

Part of it was that my body had become sturdy enough to withstand rough flights, but more importantly, Rene was being considerate of me as her passenger.

Our mutual efforts to recognize each other's shortcomings and adapt accordingly were paying off.

"How's the speed now?"

"Just perfect. I think we can head straight to Prihart's temple at this pace."

"Okay!"

The reason I was seeking Prihart's help, despite having the option to ascend to the celestial realm like the Demon King, was simple.

The celestial realm was unknown territory to me.

The Demon King had Lucifer by his side, who knew the celestial realm in detail.

With a guide, I could follow along with peace of mind, but right now Lucifer and our forces were scattered.

Even if it meant taking a longer route, choosing the safer and more certain path was the right decision.

"...Everyone is doing their best in their own positions."

During our flight, the sound of battle cries and countless weapons clashing below naturally drew my attention.

Two forces were clashing on the hot desert under the blazing sun.

On one side was an army of holy knights and priests shouting the name of the deity they worshipped.

On the other side were undead continuously emerging from beneath the sand, along with Orichalcum ants.

The ants were manageable, but the undead were at a severe disadvantage against holy knights.

To prevent the undead front line from being pushed back, an asymmetric force like me would need to join.

However, I didn't ask Rene to stop and continued forward.

Because someone else was already fulfilling my role.

"Argh!"

"What are you doing! Stop that person!"

"The enemy is too fast! Can't even see—gack!"

A swift swordsman cutting through enemy lines, moving across the terrain as if running on flat ground regardless of the environment.

Whenever her jet-black hair fluttered, the necks of nearby soldiers were severed simultaneously.

No one could even perceive her, let alone respond, which had earned her the nickname "Black Reaper."

There were some high-level holy knights among them, but they became corpses before they could even cross swords twice with Rin.

Thus, Rin had become the terror of the holy knights and priests.

As long as she was on the battlefield, I couldn't imagine us losing.

"Ahaha!"

"What is she doing in the middle of enemy territory?"

"Why? It's cute, isn't it?"

"That kind of carelessness is how you get stabbed in the back."

"Really? I don't think there's anyone among them capable of stabbing Rin in the back."

Rene and I laughed and chatted while observing the scene that was only visible from the sky.

[Have a safe trip♡]

Rin, who had been confusing the enemy with her dazzling footwork in the desert.

She had actually noticed our presence and moved so quickly to leave a message in the sand.

A simple expression of her affection.

The enemy forces couldn't possibly imagine she was preparing such a surprise.

Thanks to her, my heart felt lighter as I turned my eyes away from the fierce battle.

Our flight path took us from the humid desert, across grasslands, and straight toward the snowy mountains.

I thought we would reach Prihart's temple smoothly, but reality was cruel.

"Kyaa!"

"It's okay. I'll protect you."

The expression "a bolt from the blue" became reality.

Lightning struck from a cloudless sky, precisely targeting Rene.

I detected the threat and quickly blocked it with a barrier, but the force was so strong that my shoulder was scorched black.

The cells from Liri implanted in my shoulder meant it wasn't a major problem for me, but I couldn't let the lightning's effects reach Rene while she was flying.

"Prah."

[Are you sure you'll be alright with the demonic energy not yet drained?]

"I just need to block it with my good hand."

[Blocking divine lightning with one hand... isn't that arrogant?]

"If I don't block it, I die anyway. Arrogant or not, I need to survive first."

[Sound logic.]

As I drew Prah with my left hand, Solis suddenly writhed inside her scabbard on the opposite side.

[Use me too.]

'Unfortunately, one of my arms is damaged, so it's impossible.'

[I know. That's why we should merge.]

'What? You used to hate merging with Prah.'

[It's an emergency. A temporary merger should be fine.]

[Ha! You've realized you're inferior to me in performance and now you're using cheap tricks!]

[Such a lack of humility. I don't want to become such an ugly sword.]

[What did you say!]

'Both of you can fight later. Whatever Solis's intentions, she's volunteered to merge, and I have no reason to refuse.'

Ting-!

I flicked the bottom of the scabbard with magic, and Solis flew out, spinning in the air.

I raised my hand holding Prah toward Solis.

Though the angle wasn't perfect, the two demonic swords resonated and merged perfectly into one.

[Ugh... smells like a chicken coop.]

[Cut that nonsense! A demonic sword like me couldn't possibly smell like a chicken coop!]

Even merged into a single demonic sword, their personalities remained separate.

It felt strange, but I thought it was better than having Solis and Prah's personalities mixed together.

Shaking off these trivial thoughts, I looked up at the sky.

"Right, there should be obstacles like this."

The demonic sword, combining the essence of demon-kind with a sword made by human technology, approached perfection.

Despite being a fusion of two demonic swords, it felt light and fit perfectly in my hand.

It felt as if the sword and my arm had become one.

[Here it comes!]

Just as I was getting lost in appreciation, I heard the crackling sound of electricity from above and swung my arm.

Following my arm movement, the perfect demonic sword sliced through the lightning bolt falling at the speed of light.

I relied on my instincts to tear apart all the successive lightning bolts as well.

"It's absurd that lightning can be cut."

[It's possible because I am an exceptional demonic sword!]

[Empty boasting. Without merging with me, you would have died from electrocution.]

[What nonsense! Even without you, any contractor using me could have cut lightning! If you don't believe me, let's separate and I'll show you directly, so get out of me!]

[Rejected. Would you let someone precious die from lightning?]

[Eek!]

"Your arguing is ringing in my head! Stop fighting, you idiots!"

While I was using my entire body to deflect or cut through lightning bolts...

I was going through all sorts of hardships, but these swords were bickering over which one was superior.

It was so annoying that I might have to caress this perfect demonic sword later and eat it like a sword bowl.

"Bern! I can start to see it!"

"Good! Start gradually decreasing altitude!"

"Ugh...!"

Following the lightning, a strong gust of wind hit us hard enough to make us stagger.

The wind carried snow from the mountains, obscuring our vision and making it impossible to locate the temple.

"W-what should we do?"

"As a devotee of Prihart, the snow spirits will guide me to the temple. So I'll go alone from here!"

"Alright, be careful! You understand?"

"Yes!"

As I cut through the final lightning bolt, I jumped off Rene's back.

We hadn't fully descended yet so the height was considerable, but the deep snow allowed me to land safely.

"Prihart! Your devotee has returned!"

Shouting loudly in snowy mountains was almost taboo as it could trigger an avalanche.

But now wasn't the time to worry about such trivial matters.

I needed to find the temple, cross over to the celestial realm, and make those who attacked me regret it.

"Ah..."

Numerous shadows approached me through the blizzard.

They were too large and beast-like to be Prihart's spirits.

Among the beasts was even a mammoth that should have been extinct long ago.

They wouldn't be a match for me, but dealing with all of them would take time due to their numbers.

If this dragged on, there was a high possibility that other beasts living nearby would be mobilized to capture me.

"I guess I have no choice but to reveal some of my power and take them all down at once..."

I was concerned about the demonic energy's corruption deepening and harming my body, but I couldn't deal with them one by one.

As I steeled my resolve and glared at the beasts blocking my path...

"Kids, pounce on them like vulgar beasts!"

"Woohoo! Woohoo!"

A spirited voice rang out from somewhere, and yetis jumped down from the mountain to where I was standing.

The yetis grabbed the beasts blocking my path from behind and dragged them down the mountain.

Some seemed to have twisted their waists in that state, but I decided to respect their preferences.

"Good, now only the mammoth remains..."

For the mammoth that the yetis couldn't handle, snow women joined forces to freeze it solid.

The mammoth stood frozen like a statue, unable to move.

Behind it, a familiar snow woman stepped forward.

"Please go ahead."

"Ah..."

"I don't know what circumstances you're in, but you have somewhere urgent to go, right? We'll take care of these obstacles, so please hurry."

"Thank you, Yukiko."

"It's nothing. This is minor compared to the favor you did by helping me with my revenge."

The troublesome problem was instantly solved by the snow women and yetis.

"The next problem is figuring out where Prihart's temple is buried..."

That problem was also quickly resolved.

"Hey, youngster! Over here!"

"Huh?"

"We abandoned our blacksmithing work to come clear snow, and you're just standing there dazed!"

"Umm..."

The dwarves living near the snowy mountains had found Prihart's temple and even prepared the path to enter.

I was grateful, but also found it strange.

"How did you know I was looking for Prihart's temple?"

"The sage living in our village received a message from his friend named Felix and suddenly ordered me to run this errand."

Damn it, Felix, is that you again?

I felt like I should worship him for foreseeing even this future.

Except for his fondness for bestiality, he was truly the greatest sage.

"What are you waiting for? Hurry up!"

"Ah! Yes!"

I gathered my wits and entered Prihart's temple.

With past connections helping me along the way...

I finally felt like I was entering the final battle.
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With the help of the dwarves, the path leading to the temple was wider and more pleasant than before.

However, the interior of the temple remained the same as when I first arrived. It was probably because it was a divine realm that couldn't be altered.

The temple of Prihart—from its pillars to the decorations adorning the interior, everything was made of ice.

The ice spirits living in the temple greeted me joyfully as soon as they saw me.

Though I had been a bastard who mistreated spirits in the past, they seemed to value the bond between followers of the same deity more highly.

"Would you guide me to your king?"

The spirits gladly accepted my request.

The ice spirits, scattering snowflakes, guided me to where the Ice Spirit King Grypeid resided.

It was a dreamlike scene, but I had no leisure to appreciate it.

I overtook the guiding spirits and entered the inner sanctum of the temple where I had never set foot before.

Simultaneously, an extreme cold that ignored my divine protection crept over my skin.

"Though Lord Prihart generously accepted a human as a follower, you dare repay that grace with rudeness...!"

"I need to go to the celestial realm right now. I don't have time to wait for permission or chat idly."

"Do you truly not fear divine judgment?"

"Divine judgment... An even more terrible judgment is about to fall upon the gods in the celestial realm. I'm saying our Lord Prihart is in danger."

"More blasphemy!"

I shook my head as if to say I wasn't lying.

If I explained carefully, Grypeid would understand, but the persuasion process would take too long.

"It may be hard to believe, but everything I'm saying is true. If you still won't believe me, then I have no choice."

I pointed my sword at Grypeid who was trying to stop me.

If necessary, I planned to hold Grypeid's life hostage and demand that Prihart open a gate to the celestial realm.

That would mean I could no longer hope for Prihart's blessing, but it didn't matter.

In this final phase, losing one divine blessing wasn't something to regret.

"...Can you prove it?"

"I can. But I don't have time to prove it."

"So whether to trust you or not is up to me."

"That's right."

It was ridiculous to ask for trust while threatening someone with a sword.

I hadn't uttered a single false word, so I maintained a calm demeanor.

It seemed to have some effect, as Grypeid began to seriously contemplate.

A conflict between the belief that a major deity couldn't be easily harmed and the concern for their deity's safety.

As the Spirit King was whimpering like a puppy, which was pitiful to see, I decided to make the choice easier.

"If you can't decide easily, why not ask Lord Prihart directly? As the Ice Spirit King, you can receive revelations directly from them, right?"

"Hmm...! Though I'm reluctant to contact them for such a matter, there seems to be no other way."

Grypeid closed his eyes tightly in meditation.

He appeared to be praying to receive Prihart's will.

However, as time passed, his expression grew increasingly sour.

"Did you get scolded for asking an unnecessary question?"

"If that were the case, I could at least be at ease, but oddly enough, Lord Prihart gave no response at all."

"They must be very busy."

"No, this is the first time this has happened. Unlike other gods, Prihart is modest enough to establish a temple beneath a remote snowy mountain. Though not interested in increasing followers, they cherish those who follow them. No matter how urgent the matter, they're not one to ignore my earnest voice."

Due to Prihart's usual conduct, Grypeid came to recognize the seriousness of the situation.

I was confident he would no longer doubt my words.

"Follow me."

Grypeid, seemingly having made up his mind, withdrew his threatening cold aura and turned toward the inner temple.

As there was no reason to fight, I sheathed my sword and followed him.

Finally, the innermost part of Prihart's temple was revealed.

True to its reputation for modesty, there was only a small statue modeled after Prihart and a full-length mirror made of ice.

I hadn't expected much, but it seemed too sparse for a space honoring a deity.

"Stand before that mirror. Then you'll be able to go to where Lord Prihart is."

"So the mirror is the gate to the celestial realm."

"It's a one-time portal that Lord Prihart created in case of emergency. They spent 300 years squeezing out their power to make it."

"Is it okay to give something so precious to me?"

"Normally, I wouldn't hand it over even if I melted away. But ultimately, Lord Prihart's safety is the priority, so I have no choice. If any problems arise, I'll take responsibility."

"Whew! That's impressive."

"In return, make a contract with me before you go. Swear that you'll protect the deity who gladly accepted you."

"I told you I don't have time for that."

"Haah...!"

I passed by Grypeid and stood before the mirror.

Light began to pour from the mirror, starting to engulf my body.

Meanwhile, Grypeid let out a sigh full of dissatisfaction at my action of leaving without looking back.

He seemed tired of getting angry.

Before the mirror's light completely enveloped my body, I gave him a sly smile.

"I'll do it even without a contract."

"As if."

With that, my vision turned white as snow.

***

"It's impossible."

On the back of a great dragon, away from the frontline against the gods.

That was the single word uttered by the Witch King who had been formulating a strategy for quite some time.

Looking at the celestial realm map brought by Lucifer, she made a cold assessment of the battle situation and reached a conclusion.

"Though they've lost many angels, their main force, due to foreign gods, we're facing deities armed with troublesome divine powers. Meanwhile, we're a ragtag group who came to resist without any preparation after being ambushed."

"Is there absolutely no chance?"

"Not absolutely none. But we're missing an essential condition for victory."

"What is it? Even if it's a difficult item to obtain, I'll bring it right away."

"Sadly, it's not an item but a person. A commander who can unite us and bring everyone together."

"Ah..."

Upon hearing the Witch King's words, Lucifer let out a deep sigh.

He knew who the Witch King was looking for, what situation that person was in, and what kind of being they were currently facing.

"Should we withdraw?"

"If that would improve the situation, it would be fortunate, but it won't. The enemy has already sharpened their swords properly. Do you think they'll show mercy if we retreat? They were the ones who started this fight in the first place."

"Then what should we do?"

Even now, dozens of dragons were falling with fatal wounds after confronting the gods on the front line.

The dragon known as the Benevolent Mad Dragon was fighting valiantly, but had become a target of the gods and was like a candle in the wind.

"Our only hope is to maintain the front line and wait for his return."

"But even if he comes back, can he turn this war around? He must be exhausted from fighting a formidable opponent..."

"Honestly, even if he were in perfect condition, I don't think he could win against multiple gods. However, there's definitely something we can hope for."

"Is there?"

"He has extraordinary ideas and insane execution. I believe he'll see the current situation and come up with a way to solve it."

"...Indeed, as the only person who made all the great demons kneel, I can't help but have expectations."

Recalling their memories, the Witch King and Lucifer nodded.

It was a sign of their solid trust in him.

"So instead of racking our brains here, let's go to the front line and fight directly."

"Yes, it would be shameful if we were defeated before he returns."

The two joined the front line fully armed.

A battlefield where all kinds of divine powers and dragon language magic were rampant.

With demons and demonic races joining in, the scene became even more chaotic.

Meanwhile, there was a gaze watching this confused battle from a distance.

While looking at the battlefield with interest, he flinched when part of the White Dragon's wing was damaged.

Finally, the man began to cast an amplification spell on his palm, layering the magic tenfold.

As soon as the spell was ready, the man extended his arm toward the chaotic battlefield.

Then he clapped his hands together forcefully.

*CRACK*

A wave that tore through the air carried the sound of the clap to the distant battlefield.

Those fighting with all their might froze at the sound.

They all turned their heads toward the source of the sound, where someone who was neither a god, dragon, nor demon stood proudly.

"Attention everyone! I have something to say to all of you!"

Before even speaking, the man who had captured everyone's attention began to use the amplification spell again to convey his voice to those on the battlefield.

Some dragons were delighted at his appearance, while some gods openly showed their disgust.

From these contrasting reactions, it was easy to tell whose side the man was on, but he was sneering at everyone.

"A tactical nuke is about to drop here, so struggle hard to survive!"

In an era where nuclear weapons hadn't been developed, "tactical nuke" was an unfamiliar term to them.

However, the dragons, the Witch King, and the fallen angel who knew the man well began to flee desperately.

They fled with all their might, showing their backs to the enemies before them.

On the other hand, the gods laughed at the fleeing enemy forces.

They could easily deduce that a tactical nuke was a weapon.

But who were they?

Omnipotent gods wouldn't be harmed by a weapon prepared by a mere human.

Therefore, the gods didn't leave their positions and instead prepared to strike at the fleeing enemies and the man who stood with his head held high.

Unaware that hundreds of thousands of tentacles were descending from the outer heavens, the cosmos.

"I did warn you, didn't I?"

Imagining the future that was about to unfold, the man wore a smile close to a sneer.
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In the heavenly realm, there was no king.

While there were differences in compatibility between gods, there wasn't much difference in power.

Since they all possessed roughly equal strength, dictatorship through force was impossible.

Because of this, the early days after the heavenly realm's creation were chaos itself.

The desire to become the ruler of the heavenly realm created this era of turmoil.

However, since power struggles couldn't determine a victor, the gods focused on other areas.

The gods turned their attention to the countless creatures living beneath the sky.

They began creating followers among the intelligent beings of the earth.

If they couldn't resolve matters through force, they would determine superiority through authority.

The gods worked tirelessly to increase their believers, and soon the scale of followers and religious orders became the determining factor for a god's position.

At some point, power differences emerged between gods as faith amplified their strength.

Of course, since all gods had devoted their efforts, no one monopolized faith.

Nevertheless, twenty gods managed to establish firm foundations and wielded significant influence.

Among them was a god with the largest religious order on the continent—his name was Kaben.

He was the god who governed light and judgment.

"Foolish creature! You should be scurrying around like a rat, yet you dare appear before us!"

"Well, if you were cats that might be concerning, but you're nothing more than fleas—why should I need to hide?"

"How dare a mortal compare us, the almighty, to fleas? You alone will not die peacefully!"

"Sorry, let me correct myself. Not fleas, but dust."

"There shall be judgment of light!"

Kaben created a spear made of holy light and threw it at Bern.

Though it was easily deflected by the demonic sword wrapped in dark energy, the first spear was merely a warm-up.

Afterward, Kaben made flowers bloom that shot high-energy lasers.

He aimed the buds at Bern and fired, but they were blocked by more than ten layers of mana shields.

"You handle him, Adad!"

"Gladly!"

Just when Bern thought he had easily blocked the attack.

A man with electricity coursing through both arms struck down from above Bern.

Thunder echoed across the vast blue sky as lightning rained down all around.

Contrary to the gods' expectation that Bern would be charred to the bone by the countless lightning strikes, Bern had already moved behind Adad.

"So you're the one who shot lightning at Rene?"

A chill ran down Adad's spine at those cold words filled with killing intent.

Sensing the threat, Adad wrapped electricity around his legs and tried to kick Bern.

However, Bern's foot pinned down his shin, forcing him to kneel.

With his legs restrained, Adad bent his waist to counterattack.

"What pathetic struggling."

But before his fist could connect, a sharp blade penetrated his neck and smoothly exited.

The severed head of the god spun in midair before being crushed by pressure converging from above and below.

"Ah, Adad!"

"He's... dead...?"

Bern kicked the headless corpse, sending it falling below the clouds.

His callous murder of a god instilled tension in the gods who had looked down on Bern.

The emergence of a being who could stand against gods was truly unpleasant for them.

"I will not act rashly like Adad. I shall devote all my strength to annihilating this mortal!"

"Uoooh!"

"Death to the mortal who killed a god!"

The difference between insulting gods and the crime of deicide was extreme.

Genuinely enraged, the gods manifested their powers and rushed at Bern.

One arrow split into a thousand, raining down, while behind him a giant rock formation shaped like a hungry ghost opened its mouth.

Bern deflected all the arrows with an ice wall while simultaneously slicing through the rock with a single stroke.

Then he parried the sword of the war god who charged forward after breaking through the ice wall.

"Oh? You even blocked my sword! I never expected someone with a human body to stand against us."

"If you're done talking, get lost. You smell like sweat."

"Hahaha! Unfortunately, I'll have to leave the finishing blow to someone else."

Bern kicked at the war god's abdomen, but he blocked it with his sword, preventing any damage.

Meanwhile, the blacksmith god's hammer and the shadow god's dagger were crossing from both sides of Bern.

"I'll join in!"

"I'll kill you."

Though their strikes precisely targeted openings, nothing touched Bern's skin.

The dagger was blocked by the teeth of a black dog that emerged from the shadows, while the hammer was caught by purple slime.

"What!"

"Tsk!"

"Did you really think I was alone?"

While Chaos and Liri held the gods' weapons, Bern swiftly swung his sword.

Skrk-!

Bern drew a long horizontal slash with his sword at neck level.

The line extended to both sides, reaching the blacksmith god and the shadow god.

Yet while Bern's neck remained perfectly intact, the others' heads rolled off.

"Hmm...! So I must finish this after all. How unfortunate. It brings tears to my eyes."

"You seem to be smiling quite well for someone who's crying."

"That's because I get to tear into the flesh of the strong!"

Clang-!

The war god's and Bern's swords collided, creating a shock that made the air tremble.

Even as their swords remained locked, thin sword energies repeatedly collided, engaging in a battle of wills.

"That's a fine sword."

"It's my precious lover."

"Kekek! I thought your swordsmanship was extraordinary—so you've reached that level too!"

Invisible slashes came and went as an endless sword dance unfolded.

Cutting, blocking, slashing downward, deflecting—between the two men wielding their swords brilliantly, nothing could come between them.

If anything approached carelessly, it would be minced beyond recognition.

Thus, the gods could only stand by and watch the martial display between the war god and the human.

"Where did you prove your affection for your sword? Your mouth? Or perhaps your rear end?"

"...Both wrong. I used the sword's hole."

"Hahaha! So you used the scabbard? But that barely counts since you're not touching the sword directly!"

"Enough, let's stop talking."

Bern closed his mouth and glanced at the war god's right foot.

No matter how hard he tried, with a mortal body he couldn't match a god's stamina.

If this turned into a prolonged battle, Bern would clearly be at a disadvantage.

So Bern froze the war god's foot, looking for an opening.

*The foundation of all swordsmanship lies in footwork.*

A swordsman with restricted movement loses the subtlety in their sword—Bern was targeting this weakness.

Successfully exposing a gap, Bern thrust his sword at that fleeting moment.

However, the war god avoided the crisis by cutting off his own leg.

"Magic manifesting without a magic circle... You really caught me off guard."

"...You're different from the other gods."

"Is that a compliment?"

Bern shrugged as if telling him to decide for himself.

The war god laughed heartily, taking his meaning positively.

"You've achieved more impressive results than that old maid goddess who calls herself magic incarnate."

"Who are you calling an old maid!"

"...What a weirdo."

"Look who's talking."

The war god and Bern.

The two acknowledged each other as worthy opponents and resumed their stances.

Once again, a brilliant sword dance was about to unfold between them.

"Will you be alright with one leg missing?"

"If I couldn't wield a sword with just this level of injury, I'd have to give up both my title as war god and my manhood."

"Fair enough."

"Hahaha! Then let's have another thrilling match!"

The two were about to clash with raised swords.

However, their contest never took place.

"I'm afraid that's as far as you go."

"Gahk!"

"Ugh?!"

A beam of light pierced through both the war god's heart and Bern's.

Bern saw Kaben smiling maliciously over the war god's shoulder.

"Ka...ben...!"

"Oh, brave war god, thanks to you I was able to deal with that abominable human. So don't glare at me like that. Wasn't our goal to eliminate that human?"

"To interfere with a sacred duel...!"

"Don't obscure the essence. This is not a duel but judgment. It's a battle where we must annihilate the enemy by any means necessary."

"Kuk!"

"Don't worry. I'll spread the tale of your bravery far and wide."

The war god sat on the ground, meeting his death.

And Bern, struck by the same beam, had long since collapsed.

"Hahaha! Finally, I've cut off the impure sprout that was such a nuisance! Now this world will flow according to our wishes once more!"

Kaben raised both arms, cheering for victory.

He had executed judgment and claimed victory.

Though there had been quite a few sacrifices among his fellow gods, he was satisfied with the current outcome.

The corners of his mouth, laughing like a madman, showed no signs of dropping.

"All that hearty laughter has made me thirsty. Suan."

"Did you call for me, my lord?"

"I've been missing your breast milk. Would you pour me a glass?"

"Yes, gladly."

Kaben asked for breast milk from his primary wife, the goddess of livestock and dairy.

Immediately after, an empty glass made of light appeared on Kaben's finger.

Glug-!

When he heard the sound of the glass filling and thought it was adequately full, Kaben brought the breast milk to his lips.

"Your milk is always special. The cool yet sweet taste is exquisite... Pfft!"

Kaben suddenly spat out all the breast milk he had been savoring.

The milk had none of the coolness and sweetness he had highly praised, but instead tasted lukewarm and astringent.

"Suan! What is this...! Huh?"

"My lord? Is there a problem?"

"Who, who are you?"

"Who am I? Don't you recognize the face of your only primary wife?"

"You, you're Suan?"

The Suan that Kaben knew was a goddess with elegant and beautiful features.

However, before his eyes stood an old woman covered in wrinkles claiming to be his primary wife.

Unable to believe this, Kaben called the name of another wife.

"Ariel! Remove this old woman from my sight at once!"

"What? What are you saying? How can you call Lady Suan an old woman?"

"This old hag is Suan? Your eyes must be... Eek!"

Ariel, Kaben's second wife and former archangel.

The angel he had taken as his wife for her elegance and holy radiance was now a hunched old woman leaning on a cane.

After seeing both Suan and Ariel transformed this way, Kaben's face turned pale as he recoiled from them.

"Shahel! Radika! Arnephira!"

Eventually, Kaben summoned all his wives.

"Oh my, did you call for us?"

"Ah, Lord Kaben! You were so gallant!"

"Yes, indeed! Please embrace me!"

"Aaaaargh!"

But everyone who appeared was elderly.

Despite being gods and angels blessed with eternal youth, they had all become women who had lost their beautiful appearances.

Unable to accept this reality, Kaben immediately fled the scene to search for other women.

The world was full of women.

Naturally, there were many young women, and surely anyone would accept his proposal.

So Kaben set out to find a new wife.

However, wherever he went, he found only women with many wrinkles and white hair.

"My lord! Where are you rushing off to, leaving us behind!"

"Could it be that you've grown tired of us?"

"That can't be!"

"St-stay away!"

"You'll embrace and love us as you always have, right?"

"We're ready! Come here quickly♡"

The women who followed Kaben grabbed his arms tightly so he couldn't escape.

And then they began to remove their clothes one by one...

"Stay away from me!!"

***

"Stay... away... from... me...!"

Squelch-!

The sound of eerie tentacles moving.

Tentacles from outer space entered Kaben's ear canal and wriggled around inside.

Even gods had brains for thinking and judgment, and the tentacles were massaging his brain.

"What the hell is this guy seeing that's making him scream like that?"

"Even transcendent beings have primal fears. I'm drawing out those fears and showing them to him."

"I still don't understand what you're saying."

"You don't need to know the details. You just need to see the good things and have a happy time."

"Y-yeah. I'm sure you know what you're doing."

Kshathra formed a heart shape with his tentacles to express affection while massaging the god's brain.

Bern lamented his slightly fluttering heart at the outer god's actions and pinched his flesh.

It meant mental contamination was progressing.

Bern stepped back a few paces, leaving the gods' disposal to Kshathra.

"So this is the power of an outer god..."

As he backed away, the surrounding scene became clearly visible.

Kaben and the gods who had participated in trying to annihilate him were having their brains toyed with by the outer god's tentacles.

Watching the scene, Bern's body trembled.

*Am I actually having my brain massaged by Kshathra too?*

It was entirely plausible, but he desperately denied it.

*No, no way. Yes, that's right. After all, she and I even made a child together.*

Even if it were true, Bern absolutely did not want to take the red pill.
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The battle was over.

Kshathra, our target, left Earth without any lingering attachments after achieving his goal.

He was an opponent I could never defeat even if I died and came back to life, so this was the best outcome.

Things didn't go according to our original plan of killing the outer god to sever our ill-fated connection, but the unexpected variables turned out to be beneficial.

After resolving the outer god problem, we were able to smoothly handle the sudden situation that followed.

"I never imagined that gods from the celestial realm would be constantly eyeing me and the people around me..."

"Your influence must have been quite irritating to them, since you, the contractor, have been causing trouble here and there."

"I don't recall ever causing trouble related to religion though."

"Even if you didn't directly provoke them, they might have suffered losses from the ripple effects of incidents you caused."

"Are you saying it's my fault?"

"No, didn't the gods have their own agenda? Having ruled over all living beings from the heavens for so long, they wanted their position to remain unshaken. This one thinks they couldn't tolerate a contractor who escaped their control."

"How petty."

"Those in high positions generally value their authority."

That's not wrong, but by opposing me, they met a miserable end.

Some gods were killed by me, while the survivors became trapped in the terrible dream Kshathra showed them, unable to wake up.

From what Kshathra hinted about the dream's content, the gods who died by my hand might have been the fortunate ones.

I'm satisfied that I was able to save the War God at the last moment—the one deity whose personality I actually liked.

Despite being injured, he never backed down and fought fiercely.

I ultimately won and took his life, but the battle was so exquisite that my hands still tremble thinking about it.

"If only the other gods had been as straightforward as the War God."

"If that were the case, they would have targeted you even more, wanting to fight strong opponents."

"Hmm, that might be true."

I could see a future drifting away from my dream of living quietly with my loved ones in a secluded place.

"Well, regardless of their personalities, they can't touch me anymore, so it ended well."

They needlessly provoked me, someone who never intended to overthrow heaven, and ended up incurring the wrath of the outer god.

As a result, only some gods who didn't participate in the operation, like Prihart and the Great Earth Mother, can live in peace now.

"I suppose a new religious fervor will sweep across the continent soon?"

"The gods who opposed us are all immobilized, and their followers were reportedly defeated in the war, so that's likely."

Rin, who remained on earth and waged war against numerous religious orders, seized the advantage decisively.

She weakened the gods by killing large numbers of believers, who were the source of divine power.

Thanks to that, I was able to stand against the gods without being overwhelmed.

I owe a great debt not only to Rin, but also to Hades and Maryan who commanded the undead and ant armies.

"Should we eliminate all the fleeing remnants?"

"It may be cruel, but it would be better to leave no loose ends. Fortunately, we have someone perfect for cleaning up the stragglers."

"Sestia would certainly eliminate them without leaving a single one. Including their associates."

Knowing her, she would probably try to exterminate three generations of those remnants because of this incident.

I appreciate how much she values me, but I don't want her to be covered in blood.

"I think she'll just ask the remnants if they want to leave their religion, and only purge those who refuse."

"A generous approach. Though some might harbor grudges over the purge and aim for your neck later."

"I don't particularly want to carry out a massacre. And if anyone has complaints, they can come at me anytime. Honestly, I don't think I'd lose even if a family with a grudge persisted for three generations."

By accommodating various powers and transcending the limitations of my species, my lifespan has increased dramatically.

I don't know exactly how much it's increased, but I should be able to spend hundreds of years with Rene and Sestia, who are Dragonians.

I'll probably remain healthy like this for at least 500 years.

Though I still can't quite grasp the fact that I'm no longer human.

"What if they take hostages—not you, the contractor, but people around you?"

"...Then I would erase not just three generations, but any trace that their clan ever existed from history."

It's already deeply unpleasant when someone disturbs me while I'm trying to live peacefully in seclusion, but threatening my precious people?

That would be unforgivable, even if I chewed their bones to dust.

I wouldn't forgive them even if they apologized later and promised compensation.

"...I'm getting emotional about a future that hasn't even happened yet."

"It's alright. This one fully understands the contractor's anger. Anyone would find it difficult to maintain composure when their loved ones are in danger."

"If you understand, why did you ask?"

"Hmm? I wonder why?"

Prah smiled meaningfully and chuckled.

She seemed to be hiding something from me, but I doubted she would tell me even if I asked.

And if I tried to piece things together by asking bit by bit, this cunning demonic sword would probably mix in false information to confuse me further.

I had no choice but to wait until she revealed her thoughts.

"By the way, is it okay for me to be resting like this?"

"Hmm?"

"When incidents occur, the aftermath is usually more troublesome than the process itself, right? I feel a bit uncomfortable doing nothing by myself."

"What strange things you say. Would it make sense to ask someone with a damaged arm to clean up?"

"Even though I was injured the worst, we all suffered together. And the demonic energy in my arm has almost completely drained away."

"But it's still horribly damaged. Rest well now. That way, later... ahem!"

"What is it?"

"Ah, nothing."

Prah cut herself off with a fake cough.

As I suspected, she was hiding something from me.

When I stared at her intently, she deliberately avoided my gaze.

I don't know what she's planning, but I'll probably find out her intentions today.

"Anyway, just lie down without arguing. The reason this one remains here is to make sure the contractor doesn't leave the bedroom."

"Alright, alright. I just need to rest quietly, right?"

I flopped down on the bed and stared at the ceiling.

I had discovered the hidden truth behind my possession and survived the final battle with the enemy who was pulling the strings.

In novel terms, it was equivalent to defeating the Demon King and bringing peace to the world.

I had been running non-stop to achieve all sorts of goals, but now that those goals were gone, I felt nothing but emptiness.

What should I do with my life from now on?

Would my possession suddenly end one day, returning me to my original world?

Would another threat target me?

Countless worries chained together in my mind.

"Haah...!"

"Why are you sighing like that?"

"...What do I do now?"

Like a brain-damaged orangutan, I couldn't think of anything to do.

I had killed the Pink-Haired Slut who was Bern's blemish, and Kang Jun-hyeok had become like an invalid at some point.

The hostile gods had their minds broken by the outer god's tentacles, and Kshathra left in a chaotic pregnant state.

"There's nothing more I can do."

"Nothing more to do? Doesn't the contractor have one thing that must be done?"

"Huh? Was there such a thing?"

"Haah...! You really don't know, do you? I suppose it doesn't matter if I reveal it now."

Prah kept saying things I couldn't understand.

*Clap clap*

As I was wondering about her suddenly clapping twice, the locked bedroom door opened, and numerous people rushed in.

Led by Rene, Rin, and Breeze, many women with whom I had formed connections entered the room.

Seeing them arrive without warning, I blinked in surprise.

"Weren't you all supposed to be cleaning up the aftermath?"

"Hehe...! We finished the cleanup work ages ago."

"After completing our assigned tasks, we gathered outside your bedroom and waited, Gracious Teacher."

Rene and Rin were smiling brightly.

"Don't mind me, just come in comfortably."

"Actually, we've been secretly eavesdropping on my lord's conversation until now! I'm truly sorry!"

"But we had no choice if we wanted to hear my husband's true feelings, you know?"

"The contractor only reveals what's in his heart when he's with this one."

While Hades bowed deeply in apology, Breeze and Prah didn't seem to feel the slightest bit of guilt.

"What? So what you've been hiding all this time was...!"

"Meeeh...! Actually, we asked her to hide the fact that we were listening behind the door."

"Thanks to that, I heard quite a few interesting things. Like how you'd entrust me with eliminating the remnants?"

"My heart was pounding when you said you wouldn't hesitate to do anything for your precious people!"

"That means you heard everything from beginning to end!"

Meryl scratched her cheek while Sestia crossed her arms and laughed loudly.

Meanwhile, Ernia was inserting her tail between her thighs and rubbing it.

No matter how happy she was, I wished she would stop masturbating here.

"I joined them when I came to visit after hearing you were injured."

"Woof!"

Marianne held up a basket full of fruits.

Meanwhile, Chaos jumped out of the fruit basket with flowers in its mouth and wagged its tail.

Seeing this, it seemed these two had genuinely come out of concern for me.

"As Master's maids, we were prepared for any emergency situation."

"Y-yes, that's right!"

Liri remained as shameless as ever, while Lucifer, still uncomfortable in her new maid uniform, fidgeted nervously.

"To put it simply, everyone came because they wanted to see the contractor."

"If that's the case, you're all welcome."

"More importantly, Bern! You just said you had nothing to do, right?"

"Yes, I did."

"As it happens, we have something we'd like to ask of you, Gracious Teacher."

"What is it?"

"Fufu, what else could it be?"

*Rustle*

All the women gathered in the bedroom began to loosen and remove their clothes.

At the same time, their faces turned red, and each of them made lewd expressions.

"""""""""""Please embrace us all♡"""""""""""

"Wow!"

The true final battle was right here.
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"Haah...!"

The hot breath disappeared into the cold wind.

White crystalline flakes falling from the sky with the strong wind began to pile up on my head and shoulders.

My body had grown cold. But since I couldn't feel the chill, my legs continued to stride forward.

Only when my toes touched the door did my mechanically moving legs finally come to a stop.

Warm light was seeping through from beyond the door.

Just looking at it made me feel warmer, and like a moth to flame, I unconsciously reached out my hand.

Creeeeak-!

The door slowly opened with a loud noise from the worn hinges.

At the same time, I heard several small footsteps from beyond the door.

"It's Daddy!"

"Daddy!"

"Daddyyy!"

Along with cheerful voices, adorable children were gathering at the entrance.

I shook my body to brush off all the snow from my head and shoulders as I stepped inside.

I spread my arms wide and lifted up the children who came running toward me.

"Ahaha! Cold!"

"Daddy's body is like ice!"

"And your nose is red like a strawberry!"

The warmth transmitted from the children's soft skin gently melted my body and heart.

The corners of my mouth lifted naturally, and I put strength into both arms to make sure I wouldn't drop a single child.

Meanwhile, from behind the children, their guardian, a woman with an elegant demeanor, walked out and scolded them.

"Tsk! What did I tell you to do first when Daddy comes home?"

"Um... Oh! Welcome home!"

"""""Welcome home!"""""

"Pfft!"

When the eldest daughter got the answer right, the other children chirped the same words like parrots.

Seeing the children's pure and innocent appearance, I couldn't help but laugh out loud.

Cute. No other word came to mind to describe them.

"That's right."

When I hugged the children tightly, they all giggled with joy.

Seeing their smiles made all my fatigue disappear.

"Now, now! Children, Daddy needs to eat, so let's play later."

""""""Okay!""""""

The children in my arms jumped down one by one and returned to the toys they had been playing with.

With all of them gone, my body felt lighter, but I also felt a bit lonely.

Fortunately, my emptiness was filled as Rene approached.

"You worked hard. It's very cold outside, isn't it?"

"It's fine. I can walk around perfectly fine even in snowstorms worse than this."

"Still, please pretend to feel cold sometimes. The children think it's not cold outside when they see you like this."

"Alright, I'll keep that in mind."

"Hehe, then I'll take care of your clothes and luggage, so please go have dinner first. Mother prepared tonight's meal."

"Yes, but before that..."

"Eh?"

I approached Rene and kissed her on the lips.

The homecoming embrace I hadn't been able to do lately because I was busy taking care of and playing with the children.

I substituted it with a kiss, including the portions I had postponed.

However, the effect was tremendous, as Rene's face turned bright red in an instant.

"Mom and Dad are kissing!"

"Kissy!"

"Daddy! Me too! Me too!"

"Uh...! Ch-children? Kisses after Daddy eats!"

"Aww! That's not fair!"

"Yeah! It's unfair to only kiss Mom!"

"Mom who monopolizes Dad, wake up! Give us our fair share of Dad's kisses too!"

"Where did you learn to talk like that?!"

Following my surprise kiss, Rene was flustered by the children's protests.

Usually, she wouldn't lose her composure at the children's whining, but my kiss seemed to have been the finishing blow.

The children, seeing Rene's disheveled appearance, grew even more emboldened.

I had unintentionally helped the children.

However, I pretended not to notice and turned my steps toward the kitchen.

[Aren't you going to help?]

"Sometimes it's fun when the tables are turned."

I could tell from her trembling lips that Rene was secretly very happy.

I didn't want to get between her and the children and spoil the warm atmosphere.

As I entered the kitchen in this cozy atmosphere, there was someone who, like the children, threw herself into my arms.

"Welcome home, honey!"

"Oh, uh, yeah."

Breeze Sephiron, wearing only an apron, rushed toward me.

Even though ten years had passed since I first met her, her appearance hadn't changed at all.

Perhaps that's why I still react when she dresses so provocatively like now.

"Don't you think such attire might be a bit inappropriate with the children around?"

"It's fine. I told them it's an outfit that only adults can see properly, so they all said they want to become adults quickly!"

"Didn't Rene say anything?"

"Of course she scolded me thoroughly. That's why I was dressed properly until you arrived!"

"Please wear clothes properly in spaces outside the bedroom."

"So you're saying I can dress like this in bed?"

"In bed, I'd be more than happy to welcome it."

"Then I have no choice!"

Snap-!

As Breeze snapped her fingers, thin clothes covered her flesh-colored skin.

Only then did I have somewhere appropriate to look, and I could breathe a sigh of relief.

"Anyway, sit down! Today I made an amazing stew with beef brought from the village below!"

"Your cooking skills are improving day by day."

"What's with you? I've cooked occasionally even after giving birth to Rene!"

"Rene said that the food you cooked when she was young was terrible."

"Back then, I had many other things to worry about, so I didn't have time to practice cooking! But now, the mothers are dividing roles, and since many children are eating, I'm putting my heart into taste and nutrition!"

"Yes, that's why I'm complimenting you."

"Really? It sounded like you were bringing up my dark history to mock me."

"That's mostly your imagination."

Breeze was staring at me with half-closed eyes.

When I raised both arms, insisting I had no other intentions, she reluctantly accepted and ladled another scoop of stew into my bowl.

"The portion was already enough..."

"There's a saying: give one more rice cake to the one you dislike."

"Hahaha... Have I become someone you dislike?"

"That's right. I dislike you."

Breeze grabbed my collar while I was eating the stew.

She pulled me close, bringing our faces together.

"I dislike you so much I want to eat you up right here."

With those words, Breeze pressed her lips against mine.

Then she licked my lips once with her tongue before pulling away.

"Mmm! You're right, my cooking skills have improved. I'm amazing!"

"Ha, haha...!"

If my relationship with Rene was like offense and defense, Breeze was the complete opposite.

Even when we met in the past, she was skilled at being aggressive.

I wonder where Rene's gentle personality came from?

It seems she takes after my mother, Rene's grandmother... but the truth was unknown to anyone.

"Sorry for interrupting! I won't bother you anymore, so enjoy your meal."

"It's okay. By the way, I don't see the youngest among the children. Where is the baby?"

"Sound asleep."

"Then Rin must be looking after the baby."

Like Rene, Rin also loved and took care of children who didn't come from her own womb.

Especially since she's the type of mother who prioritizes children's safety, she always protects them by her side.

She must be watching over the sleeping youngest while Rene takes care of the awake children.

"No, Rin went out with Chaos earlier, and I've been taking care of the baby while preparing the meal."

"Huh? That's unusual. Do you know where they went?"

"You know how the empire across the sea recently declared war on the kingdom? She said our region might be in danger too, so she went to cut them all down."

"That's excessive overprotection..."

I understand her intention to prevent harm to the children, but she went too far.

Considering diplomatic issues, she shouldn't have intervened recklessly. I'll have to go see Rin early tomorrow morning.

If it's already too late, I'll have no choice but to conquer the empire and threaten the emperor.

"Awu!"

"It seems our baby has woken up."

From the darkened room, an adorable baby crawled out.

Still sleepy, the baby was blinking its eyes, but as soon as it saw my face, it smiled brightly.

"Dada!"

"Did our baby sleep well?"

"Da! Da!"

The baby crawled fearlessly toward me.

Meanwhile, small cotton balls emerged in a group from the room where the baby had been.

Black sesame rice cake-like puppies surrounded the crawling baby, forming a protective barrier.

They were guarding the baby, worried it might get hurt.

Surrounded by puppies and being licked all over, the baby giggled and rolled on the floor.

Watching this scene, Breeze and I covered our mouths.

*So cute...!*

The collaboration of a newborn baby and puppies—the epitome of cuteness.

It was ecstatic to see in person what I had only seen on video sites before my possession.

However, since the baby wanted daddy's touch, I picked up both the baby and all the puppies at once.

"Aww! Our cute little ones!"

"Kyau!"

"Wawng!"

"Huff huff!"

"Woof! Woof!"

The baby was smiling brightly, and the puppies switched their target to me, starting to lick my face all over.

"Ahh! Daddy is only loving the babies!"

"What?"

"That's unacceptable!"

"Daddy, us too!"

Eventually, even the children playing in the living room joined in and rushed toward me.

The children's affection was so heartwarming.

All the children here were treasures I loved.
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Unfortunately, Breeze's third plan had to be abandoned.

The children strongly insisted on sleeping with me after a long time, so I couldn't refuse. Even Breeze couldn't overcome the children's earnestness and gave up her intentions.

"My little ones, sleep tight and beautifully!"

After reading a storybook to the children all huddled together on one bed, they began to fall into deep sleep. I carefully slipped out of the bed and kissed each of their foreheads.

Leaving behind the children smiling in their sleep, I came out to the living room. Rene was standing at the door holding my coat, as if she had been waiting for me.

"You're going to the battlefield where Rin and Chaos are, right?"

"Yes. They probably won't be in danger, but you never know. No matter how precious all mothers are, children without their birth mother can't help but feel anxious."

"I understand. I'll take care of the children, so please come back quickly."

"I'll finish up and be right back."

I put on the coat Rene handed me and flung open the door. The snowstorm was raging even more fiercely in the night.

Outside, Breeze had released her polymorphic form and was ready for flight.

"You're going to take me there yourself?"

"I need to get out and see the outside world occasionally too. I've been so focused on raising the children that I can count on one hand the times I've gone out."

"That's fine, but there won't be any funny business during the flight."

"Don't worry, have you forgotten that after the flying incident with Maryan, you declared you would never do anything naughty in the sky again?"

The Queen Ant's much-desired flying sex was still a culture I found difficult to accept. To put it simply, it was like trying to have intercourse on a roller coaster going so fast your flesh trembles. It was extremely exciting, but I could definitively say it wasn't sexual excitement.

Anyway, after that incident, I said I would never do it during flight again and began pursuing more conventional activities.

"Then I'll leave it to you."

"Yes! I'll guide you by the shortest route, passenger!"

As soon as I climbed onto her back, Breeze began running forward. Once we were a fair distance from the house, she spread her wings wide and flew up with all her might, breaking through the snowstorm and reaching above the clouds in an instant. She gently banked and turned southward.

The empire that had declared war was located south of the Holden Kingdom. If Rin and Chaos had gone to punish the empire, they were most likely to be in the south.

"The war broke out on the opposite side from our home, so is there really a need to respond so quickly?"

"Lewen lives near the southern region, doesn't he?"

"Ah... that's right."

After finding happiness, Lewen had left for the south. He said he was sick of the north after living there with the original Bern.

Anyway, Lewen, who had become independent early, successfully settled in the south and even married a daughter from a count's family. The empire's declaration of war must have been like a bolt from the blue for Lewen, who was in the middle of his honeymoon period.

*Actually, wasn't Lewen the one with all the luck rather than Bern?*

He couldn't move during childhood due to a mana disease, and his only sister died while he was battling the illness. Then his benefactor and sworn brother had his life ruined because of a woman and ended up being executed.

He seemed like someone with absolutely terrible luck.

*But I guess he's been pretty fortunate in this life.*

By meeting me, Lewen was able to start his activities earlier than scheduled. His sister was alive and well, and I was living happily, allowing Lewen to enjoy his life with peace of mind.

In that process, Lewen had given me a push forward. It was fair to say I was now going to repay that debt.

"I found Rin and Chaos."

"Already?"

"I flew at full power for the first time in a long while."

"If it gets too hard to bear, leave the children with me occasionally and go get some fresh air."

"It's fine. It's much more enjoyable to stay and watch the children's smiles."

"That's good to hear."

I stood up and looked down below.

Signal fires and countless flames rising in the night.

The imperial garrison that had been preparing to attack the kingdom was under attack in the middle of the night.

Ironically, the enemy consisted of just one person and one beast—Rin and Chaos were moving quickly, efficiently dealing with the enemy.

The imperial forces, easily numbering over ten thousand, were struggling desperately.

*Well, I suppose they couldn't easily predict that a Grand Sword Master and one of the Four Perils would suddenly appear and wreak havoc.*

It was comparable to ninjas suddenly appearing and massacring everyone. And now I was planning to join the battle too, so my condolences to them.

"Sigh!"

"If you're worried, should I come with you?"

"It's fine. If you join in too, it'll truly become a bloodbath. I'll be going now."

"Take care!"

I stepped into the empty air and jumped off Breeze's back.

Despite rapidly falling, I didn't slow down and collided directly with the ground, sending nearby imperial soldiers flying.

"It's been a very long time since I've smelled the ocean."

"W-who are you!"

"Someone who's here to cause trouble."

From within the dust cloud created by my landing, I fired flame bullets at the foreheads of soldiers who were pointing spears at me threateningly.

Then, having mastered telekinetic sword techniques, I freely manipulated the swords scattered around to cut down enemies.

I would have preferred to grip a sword with my own hands, but considering the jealousy of my demonic swords, I couldn't do that.

*The problem is that I don't even have those demonic swords with me.*

My waist was completely empty, without even a scabbard.

As it happened, Solis and Prah were currently pregnant and resting at home.

Of course, both had insisted on being carried with me despite their pregnancy, saying they wanted to fulfill their duties as swords.

However, I firmly refused, citing concern for the babies in their wombs.

*It would feel strange to use swords with bulging backs anyway.*

It was shocking in itself that swords, despite polymorphing into human form, could become pregnant with human children.

It seemed too twisted to simply dismiss with "It's a fantasy world!"

In any case, for these reasons, I couldn't wield any weapons, including demonic swords, and had to face the army barehanded.

The one fortunate thing was that the demonic swords allowed me to use telekinetic sword techniques on other weapons.

"Telekinetic techniques consume a lot of energy and leave me tired afterward..."

But thinking about the demonic sword wives who wanted to fight together despite being pregnant, I couldn't easily pick up weapons.

Still, it wasn't a major problem since I had a sturdy body and magic even if I couldn't use swords.

"I have children waiting eagerly for my return, so let's finish this quickly."

Following the telekinetic sword techniques, I also unleashed various magic spells like crazy, sweeping through the surrounding area.

The imperial soldiers tried countermeasures like raising shields or creating magical barriers, but it was meaningless.

There was an overwhelming difference in ability between me, who had no mana limitations, and ordinary magicians.

The barriers couldn't withstand even five seconds before breaking, and countless soldiers died.

"Waoong!"

"You finally came."

"I felt my husband's magical power and came to check, and it really was you."

Rin walked toward me, leading Chaos.

The change in how she addressed me, from "Gracious Teacher" to "husband," was sweet to hear every time.

"I heard you and Chaos rushed out as soon as the empire declared war, so I came."

"You didn't need to come for something like this. We could have handled it ourselves."

"But if either of you got even slightly injured, the children would worry."

While stroking Chaos, who was nuzzling against my face, I continued speaking.

"That's true, but such a thing wouldn't have happened as long as we remained vigilant."

"You never know."

"Die!"

I tilted my head to the side, avoiding a spear coming from behind me.

Then I sent one of the swords I was controlling to impale the attacker through his anus.

Interrupting a conversation was quite rude.

"Anyway, I'll clean up here, so go into the shadows with Chaos."

"No, leave this place to us and go back first. We'll follow shortly!"

"I don't want to drag this out. You know today is Sestia's birthday, right?"

"...I understand. But I don't want to go back into the shadows."

"Huh?"

Rin dismounted from Chaos, approached me, and hugged me tightly from behind.

As I was startled by the sudden skinship, she laughed mischievously.

"I should be safe here with you, right?"

"Well, that's true, but..."

"Wang! Wang! Wang!"

"Kek!"

Chaos also insisted on not going back.

Reducing his nearly eight-foot body to the size of a small Pomeranian, he ran toward me.

He nestled against my abdomen and dangled there.

Looking at my stubborn wives, I sighed.

Since they wouldn't listen no matter how much I pleaded, I proceeded to cast an 8th-tier magic spell.

I created a massive fireball above my head that resembled the sun.

The imperial soldiers opened their eyes wide at the sight of the solar fireball that lit up the night as bright as day.

Soon, cracks began to form in the fireball, and then it exploded with a bang.

The remnants of the exploded fireball spread in all directions, beginning to devour the imperial soldiers.

Neither shields nor barriers could protect them from the fragments of the fireball.

It melted steel in an instant and shattered mana-based barriers on contact.

The moment it touched skin, it burned humans and reduced them to ashes.

"This isn't a scene I can show the children."

"Well, they all take after you, so they might be able to cast magic like this too."

"If they can use magic, I'll teach them how to use it safely first."

"Waoong!"

"Yes, yes. You teach our soft, squishy puppies well."

I smiled while stroking Chaos's head.

Meanwhile, I felt someone tapping on my shoulder and naturally turned around.

At the same time, Rin's face drew closer, and her warm lips met mine.

"Thank you for your help. And I love you, husband!"

Just then, dawn began to break over the horizon, illuminating Rin.

Her bright smile became clearly visible, making my heart race.

Even after ten years, Rin remained as beautiful as ever.
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After destroying the Empire's garrison, rumors spread that the Holden Kingdom was hiding a secret weapon, causing the Empire to withdraw its declaration of war.

The Empire sent a separate secret letter to Charlotte, the first queen of the Holden Kingdom, urging her to accept their peace treaty proposal.

Since the Empire had initiated the conflict, it was reasonable for the Kingdom to gain some benefits. However, if the conditions became exploitative, the Empire would likely consider war again. So I instructed her to secure advantages while maintaining reasonable terms in the peace agreement.

I had no intention of controlling the Kingdom's affairs, but I didn't want to see another war break out. Since Lin, Chaos, and I had brought the war to an early end, I felt entitled to offer some diplomatic advice.

"The sun has completely risen now."

"I'm sorry..."

"No, I should apologize. I didn't mean to blame you. I was just worried that the children might be alarmed to find their father suddenly gone from my room."

"They've all been counting the days until your return. It seems I should be apologizing to the children instead."

"They take after me and tend to sleep late, so they might still be sound asleep."

"I hope so."

The mountain lodge where we often stayed when climbing the northern snow mountains. After finishing all our battles, I had renovated and decorated it, transforming it from a lodge into a home.

It had become a dream home where my wives and children waited for me.

It was a good place to live, with no human traffic yet surprisingly close to other villages. Though it occasionally got cold enough for blizzards to rage, I wasn't worried about the cold since I had bestowed Prihart's blessing on the children.

"Oh! Even when we get home, there won't be time to rest. Today we need to take the children to Yuran."

"That's right, it's Sestia's birthday, isn't it?"

"Yes. I visited her the day before, and she was desperate to see Haroon and the other children."

"I suppose working in Yuran, so far from home, makes it difficult to travel back and forth frequently."

"She could come anytime if she wanted to. She's half-dragon with wings, after all. It's just that as the lord managing Yuran, she doesn't have time to see the children."

The issue could be resolved if she passed the lord position to someone else, but Sestia firmly refused. She said she wanted to show the children the dream city someday, and there might be a child who would want to become lord, so she would continue until then.

Though they spent little time together, she was a mother who loved her children dearly and thought about their future.

"We could just move to Yuran..."

"But she strongly opposed that idea."

To us, our children were adorable offspring, but to others, they were raw gems with exceptional inner potential. If properly polished, they could become figures who would shake an era.

It was inevitable that someone who recognized their potential would target them. Since Yuran was a region where hundreds of thousands of people passed through daily, the children would be highly exposed to others.

Considering this, Sestia strongly preferred raising the children in a quiet place like the northern snow mountains.

"When I see her deliberately shouldering this burden and fulfilling her role—she who would normally go to any length to resolve complaints—I realize how amazing the position of mother truly is."

"If I were Sestia, I would have made the same choice. Any treasure in the world seems trivial compared to children."

"That's what family is about."

"...Yes♡"

As we gazed at the rising sun, Lin gently rested her head on my shoulder.

Though it was still winter, with midsummer far away, my heart felt warmer than ever. Selfishly, I hoped these days would continue forever.

"Sorry to break the mood, but we're about to arrive, so get ready to disembark."

"O-okay."

As Lin and I were creating a cozy picture together, Breeze spoke in a curt voice.

It was understandable that she was upset—her husband was rubbing salt in her wounds with another wife while she was struggling to fly. I resolved to make it up to her later as Lin and I prepared to land.

Being considerate of the children who might still be asleep, Breeze carefully flapped her wings and landed gently on the ground.

As soon as Lin and I jumped down and softly touched the ground, the house door suddenly burst open, and a black-haired child rushed out.

"Mom!"

It was Gren, the eldest son born between Lin and me, and the third among our children.

Despite Rene's warning from behind not to run, Gren dashed across the snowy field without hesitation.

Lin, who had been watching the scene with contentment, carefully placed her hand on the hilt of her sword.

Drawing her sword, she swung it unhesitatingly toward her son who was running toward her.

It was truly a mad act, but Breeze and I just stood watching.

"Yap!"

While running, Gren jumped up and smoothly avoided Lin's sword.

Then, stepping on the blade, he leaped once more and fell snugly into Lin's arms.

This child, barely 7 years old, had dodged a Grand Sword Master's blade and even used it to his advantage.

This was why Sestia worried about the child's potential.

"Such efficient movement. Very well done."

"Hehe!"

Lin, who had already sheathed her sword, was stroking her son's head.

Except for the scene just now, they looked like nothing more than an ordinary mother and son with a good relationship.

Though I couldn't understand this sight, Lin had expressed her wish to raise Gren, her eldest son, to be strong, so I just went along with it.

"Ah! Dad's here too!"

"Oops!"

Gren, who had been in Lin's arms, lightly stepped on her shoulder and leaped. After spinning twice in the air, he landed in my arms.

Was our eldest son a super baby from another dimension?

He was demonstrating movements that seemed impossible for an ordinary 7-year-old as if they were perfectly natural.

"Gren, no matter how excited you are, you shouldn't worry Mama Rene."

"Hehe, sorry!"

Despite my scolding, Gren continued to laugh mischievously.

Living up to his reputation as the ultimate troublemaker, I playfully punched him on the head. Yet he was still laughing, showing his exceptional durability and pain resistance.

"Our little troublemaker is incorrigible."

I walked toward the house with Gren on my shoulders.

Lin, who was smiling coldly, would probably discipline him much better than I could.

As we entered the house, I saw a face I hadn't seen in quite a while.

"Marianne?"

"Ah! It's been a while!"

"It has. Weren't you busy with Elf country affairs?"

Once, the elves' territory consisted of just one forest, but not anymore.

After the elves' all-out attack brought down the Magic Tower, they took over all the land that had been under the tower's control. Additionally, they absorbed some of the western lands that the kingdom had given up managing, allowing the elves to grow into a fully independent nation.

Eventually, they established their country named Alfheim, and now they wielded influence as an ally of the Holden Kingdom.

Following the oracle of the Great Earth Mother, Marianne ruled the country as a saintess alongside Rosemary.

"Oh, Bern! Today is the day the Great Earth Mother wanted to bestow her blessing on Floren, remember?"

"Ah, I forgot!"

As the daughter of Marianne and me, who possessed the power of the Great Earth Mother, Floren had been watched by the deity since birth.

She was scheduled to receive the Great Earth Mother's blessing at age 5 as the next elf saintess, but it had been postponed for various reasons.

Finally, the exasperated Great Earth Mother had demanded that she come to receive the blessing today, and I had completely forgotten about it.

"What should we do? Today we're scheduled to attend Sestia's birthday party..."

"The Great Earth Mother anticipated this and instructed through her oracle to invite Yuran's leader to the forest as well."

"A-and the result?"

"She said she would come to the elf forest as soon as she finished her work. And..."

"And?"

"She asked me to tell Bern to prepare himself for not informing her about such an important matter."

"Looks like I'm in for a beating."

I could already imagine Sestia exploding with anger.

As I was imagining this, a fist lightly hit my head.

It was Gren's fist.

"Hehe!"

He seemed to be trying to punish me like I had done to him earlier, knowing I was in the wrong.

This time I was indeed at fault, so I had no grounds for objection.

"Anyway, I'll take Floren to the forest first to prepare for the blessing ceremony."

"Daddy, see you later!"

"Sure."

Marianne picked up Floren, our third daughter who looked exactly like her, and climbed onto a wyvern that had been waiting in the backyard.

Afterward, I waved goodbye to my elf daughter, who was energetically waving her hand at me.

I hoped Floren would have a wonderful time chatting and enjoying herself with her mother whom she hadn't seen in a long time.

"We should also get ready and head to the forest..."

Before I could finish suggesting we leave, my words were cut short.

Flowers and trees filled the entire house.

Considering that the surrounding area was nothing but a snowy field, the indoor environment was quite incongruous.

However, since this wasn't the first time I'd seen such a sight, I wasn't particularly surprised.

"It seems we need to clean up before departing for the elf forest."

"Indeed."

Floren's ability to grow various plants, including flowers, according to her mood.

It was easy to understand why she received the Great Earth Mother's attention and was designated as the next saintess.

If she could do this much without receiving the blessing, I was already afraid of how my daughter's talent would blossom after receiving it.
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"Kyaa! Our adorable little ones!"

Sestia screamed so loudly it could burst eardrums.

She rushed toward the children huddled together and embraced them all at once.

There were too many children to hug all at once, but she impressively managed to hold some in both arms, on both shoulders, and even perched one on her neck.

"Aren't you tired? You must have come straight from work just now."

"Not at all! Just seeing the children's faces makes all my fatigue disappear!"

"Ah, I can relate to that."

When I see the children welcoming me after working until my bones ache, I feel rewarded for working hard all day.

It feels magical how strength I didn't even have suddenly emerges.

Even though I see the children every day, how much worse must it be for Sestia who sometimes goes months without seeing them?

I wonder if she might witness the miracle of resurrection from the dead.

"And you! Do you have a brain or not? How could you forget such an important event for our Floren!"

"S-sorry."

"How can the children learn anything when their father is so careless?"

"Even if my mouth tears, I have nothing to say in my defense..."

As expected, I received glares and nagging from Sestia.

But after a moment, Sestia said nothing more and just sighed deeply.

"I'm sure you forgot because you have so many other things to worry about. Though I'm quite busy myself, I don't mind sharing any burden when it comes to the children."

"That's too kind of me to accept..."

"No matter how important Yuran's affairs are, could they be more important than our children?"

"That's true."

"So don't hesitate and lean on me more! Not just me, all your other wives feel the same way, so don't shoulder everything alone!"

At Sestia's pointed remark, Rene and the others all nodded in unison.

I thought I was already sharing childcare duties sufficiently, but it seems I was mistaken.

"Alright. If my workload becomes too much to handle, I'll consult with you about outside matters too."

"Good thinking. If necessary, ask Maret for help. She's smart like me."

"Isn't it a bit much to entrust children's matters to another child?"

"Are you underestimating our Maret right now?"

"No, I'm not underestimating her..."

"Maret, tell us what your father did around this time two years ago."

"Hmm? Two years ago? You were having a staring contest with us, broke a window, and then asked us to tell Rene Mom that we did it..."

"Waaaaaah!"

I desperately covered Maret's mouth, but it was already too late.

The hand resting on my shoulder clearly belonged to Rene.

"This is the first time I'm hearing that last year's window damage had a different culprit?"

"Ah!"

Dragged away by Rene, I had to endure about 30 minutes of soul-crushing nagging.

The punishment was relatively light considering my crime of shifting blame to the children.

She probably went easy on me because she didn't want to ruin the festive mood on this auspicious day of Floren's blessing ceremony and Sestia's birthday.

"How do you feel? Has your mind cleared up?"

"I knew Maret was bright, but I didn't expect her to remember something from two years ago."

Maret Coolam, our second daughter.

Having inherited genes from Sestia, known as a brilliant businesswoman, she possessed an extraordinary mind.

Even now, she accurately remembered and recalled events from exactly two years—730 days—ago.

Beyond that, she could predict the plot of fairy tales she'd never read before, and had reached the point where she could read books on war history and predict how battles would unfold.

Though she was still too young to fully gauge her intelligence, she was clearly a promising genius.

This was also why Sestia wouldn't hand over the city to anyone else.

"Of course! Maret will excel at whatever she chooses to do in the future!"

Sestia declared that she would fully support whatever dream Maret might have.

If her daughter wanted the city, she would immediately hand over Yuran; if she desired a kingdom, she would use all her funds to conquer the Holden Kingdom.

Sestia was an even more severe daughter-doting parent than I was.

"Even if she wants to become a flower shop girl?"

"I guarantee thousands of men would line up in front of her shop!"

"Well, she's not just smart, after all."

She has a pretty face and a beautiful heart.

Maret's fresh smile makes even adults' hearts ache.

I could see it with my own eyes when I previously visited Yuran with Maret.

"Smart, pretty, and kind... our daughter is perfect in every way."

"Perfect?"

"It means you're the best."

"Yes! I'm the best!"

"Hnngh!"

Sestia clutched her chest at Maret's surprise smile.

Worried she might fall backward, I quickly took the children from her.

She seemed to be experiencing proper withdrawal symptoms after being separated from them for so long.

"Let's leave Sestia Mom alone for a bit and go see Floren."

"""""Yay!"""""

The other wives left to prepare for the festival and birthday party that would follow the blessing ceremony.

Meanwhile, my role was to entertain the children.

With the youngest strapped to my front in a baby carrier, I held the other children's hands tightly as we toured the Elf Forest.

Not much had changed since I first came to the forest, making it easy to show the children around.

I decided to show them the hill later when night fell, and headed toward the temple where Floren would be.

"This place brings back memories. I met Marianne here."

"Did you meet all our moms here?"

"No, I only met Marianne Mom here. I met your other moms in different nice places through good encounters."

Even as I explained to the children, I felt a slight sense of dissonance.

Before my possession, I was a young man who had never even thought about romance, let alone a harem.

Now I had successfully built a harem and had plenty of lovely children.

Perhaps because it feels like too much happiness, I still haven't gotten used to this life.

It's not easy to naturally speak to children with the premise that they have multiple mothers.

"Welcome, Lord Bern. I will guide you to where Saint Marianne and the next Saint are waiting."

"Please do."

"Yes, this way please..."

We followed the Elf Priest inside.

The interior of the temple was strangely quiet.

Believers generally maintain a reverent mindset when serving their deity, staying quiet inside temples.

However, the Great Earth Mother was different from ordinary gods.

As evident from the elves' festive nature, the Great Earth Mother preferred a lively atmosphere.

It was quite unusual for a temple serving the Great Earth Mother to be as quiet as a mouse.

"...Where are you taking us?"

"Pardon? Didn't I tell you earlier? To the Saint and the next Saint..."

"Drop the pathetic act. You're not even a priest who serves the Great Earth Mother, are you?"

The Elf Priest stood blankly, blinking repeatedly.

As I continued to eye him suspiciously, he smirked and brought his hand to his ear.

When he pulled his ear down forcefully, there was a cracking sound as the pointed ear broke.

The pointed ear had somehow transformed into a human ear.

"I thought I wouldn't be discovered. How did you know?"

"I was slightly suspicious from the beginning. Elf men typically have slender bodies, but you have a sturdy build."

"Not all elf men are thin, are they?"

"That's not wrong, but there hasn't been a single elf with such a build who claimed to be a priest."

Although gender roles are reversed in elven society, strong men are still recruited as guards.

If the guy had disguised himself as a guard rather than a priest, I wouldn't have been suspicious at all.

"Then let me deduce your identity next."

"Ha! Go ahead and guess who I am!"

"You are..."

"A remnant of the Magic Tower!"

Before I could reveal it, Maret pointed at the man and announced the correct answer.

My daughter stole my cool moment.

"...Kid, why do you think that?"

"I heard about Dad's past from my moms! The only people who would hold a grudge against Dad and the elves would be the Magic Tower, right?"

It seems my wives had been telling the children about me while I was away.

From the children's perspective, they would naturally be curious about what their father had done.

Especially in Maret's case, with her good memory, she made an excellent deduction based on my past.

"Ku, kukuku! Well deduced for a little squirt."

"I'm not a little squirt!"

"Yes, you're right. I'm a mage from the Magic Tower that your father and the elves brought down ten years ago."

"The fact that you've appeared before me at this timing means you've come for revenge, right? Bold of you to come alone."

"Alone? Wrong."

That's when it happened.

Numerous magic circles appeared around the man, and mages emerged from beneath them one after another.

They all wore emblems that had been symbols of the Magic Tower.

It seems they couldn't forget the fallen Magic Tower and had properly prepared for revenge.

"Professor Bern! We know you're the mastermind who killed our Tower Master and handed the Magic Tower over to the elves. Now you'll pay for your crimes!"

"How?"

"Still don't understand the situation? Although you may be a superior mage to us, you can't use powerful magic in a confined space like this! One wrong move and your precious children could get involved!"

"Oh really? Go on."

"Meanwhile, we'll bombard you with magic until you die! Even if our magic happens to kill your children, don't blame us. It's all your fault for bringing this upon yourself!"

These Magic Tower dregs openly declared they would target my children first, not me.

In the past, I would have been furious and killed them all without giving them a chance for last words.

But now, the situation was different.

It's not that I'm not angry.

What parent wouldn't be angry when someone threatens to kill their child?

However, I already had a wonderfully grown child who could handle this situation without me losing my temper.

"With the sole determination to take revenge on you, I've spent ten whole years in blood and bone-breaking effort to reach Grade 5! Even you can't ignore that!"

"Ten years? Pfft! Ten years of effort and only Grade 5?!"

"What?"

My eldest daughter, who was holding my hand tightly.

The girl with silver hair reminiscent of Rene mockingly laughed at the Magic Tower dregs.

The mages' attention shifted from me to my daughter.

"Hey, kid. Are you laughing at us?"

"Well, I thought you'd be at least Grade 7 since you were so determined to get revenge on Dad, but you're only Grade 5? How can I not laugh?"

"Ha! You're just a kid who doesn't understand, but Grade 5 mages are elites respected wherever they go!"

"Talk about delusions of grandeur!"

"You rotten little brat...! Phubb?!"

Just as the mage fell for my daughter's provocation and was about to cast a spell.

The mage's head was enveloped in a sphere made of water.

His limbs were bound by whips of electricity, and his abdomen began to burn fiercely.

"How does it feel to have your arms and legs tingling, your stomach burning, but your head cold?"

"Mmph! Mmmmph!"

"Ahaha! You look so stupid!"

As you can tell from the conversation, I didn't do anything.

Binding, burning, and suffocating the mage—it was all my daughter's doing.

My eldest daughter, Luri, only nine years old but already surpassing Grade 5 mages.

Despite being only a quarter dragon, not even half, she skillfully manipulated mana with her Dragon Heart and had mastered my techniques.

"You thought you could defeat our dad with such meager skills? What an amusing joke!"

Other mages desperately fired spells at Luri, but none could penetrate her barrier.

Meanwhile, the mage who had been bound and tortured by Luri had lost consciousness and soiled himself.

"You're an adult but you wet your pants, you loser~!"

Ironically, Luri, born between me and Rene, was a little brat with a mean streak.
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I taught Luri magic, but I forbade her from killing.

It wasn't because I wanted to be some kind of saint.

For someone like me who had already killed countless people, claiming to be a saint would be laughable, and I didn't want that kind of life anyway.

Above all, unlike the world I came from, in this world, if you don't kill first, you often end up dead yourself.

It means this is a world where it's difficult to survive if you feel deep guilt about killing.

Nevertheless, the reason I forbade Luri from killing was because I hoped she would walk a righteous path.

"Luri, let them go now."

"Yes!"

One shouldn't take killing too seriously, but neither should it be taken lightly.

If one becomes accustomed to killing and starts to disregard life, there's a high possibility of degenerating into a murderous fiend.

Even if Luri became a great mage respected and admired by all, my heart would be torn if she derived pleasure from killing.

That's because the Magic Tower Master I extremely despised was both a great mage and had the habits of a murderous fiend.

*I hope she grows up to be a child far removed from killing, at least for now...*

In the future, when Luri could control her emotions and make rational judgments, I planned to allow her to kill.

Otherwise...

"I was done playing with them anyway!"

"R-right."

Luri had a high potential to become a disaster.

That's what I realized after seeing over twenty remnants of the Magic Tower being annihilated by a single nine-year-old child.

"How was I?"

"You did well. Your magic use has become much more skillful."

"Hmph! Of course! I'm your daughter after all!"

Luri raised her nose proudly and puffed out her chest.

The image of her disparaging mages as incompetent was gone, and now she acted like a confident child.

Still, I felt joy in the fact that she was growing up to be a daughter who respected and followed me well.

In the world I lived in, there were plenty of ungrateful daughters who saw their fathers as mere money-dispensing machines.

If Luri continues to grow up like this, I couldn't ask for more.

"Sister! Next time, can you fight the way I tell you to?"

"What?"

"After watching you use magic, I thought of ways to defeat enemies more spectacularly and quickly!"

"No thanks, I'll fight my own way."

"Ugh! So mean!"

"If it were me, I would have defeated them with a sword going swoosh! Swish! Swoosh-swoosh!"

"You idiot! Swords and magic have different fighting styles!"

"I'm not an idiot!"

"Ah... d-don't fight!"

"Dad, can I take these corpses?"

"Woof!" "Woong!" "Huff huff!"

"Kyareurek! Kyareurek!"

The scene had become chaotic with children of various personalities and talents gathered together.

The eldest daughter Luri, second daughter Maret, and eldest son Greg often quarreled due to differences of opinion as they developed talents in different fields.

The fifth child, Mary, who took after her mother Meryl with her tender heart, tried to stop her older siblings from fighting.

The sixth child, Zeke, despite being only five years old, had his eyes on corpses, wanting to become a necromancer, perhaps influenced by Hades.

Finally, the Chaos puppies and the youngest, Lize, were laughing out loud, finding something incredibly amusing.

"Children! You shouldn't fight on the day of Floren's ceremony and Mother Sestia's birthday!"

"Yes!"

"And Zeke, I'll get you separate corpses to practice necromancy later, so be patient until then."

"Awesome!"

"And our youngest ones shouldn't be enjoying watching their siblings fight."

"Aung?"

Since they were just babies who didn't understand, I disciplined them by gently poking their noses.

While the puppies all sneezed in unison, Lize kept blinking her eyes, not knowing what had happened to her.

Each reaction was adorable.

"Now, we're already late for the event because of those gentlemen's surprise appearance, so let's hurry!"

After sending the mages Luri had defeated to the Elf country's prison with a letter through large-scale spatial movement.

I took the hands of the adorable children and departed for the ceremony waiting room.

Considering that the Magic Tower had infiltrated the temple interior, there was a possibility they had also raided where Floren was.

Although I was worried about my third daughter's safety, I didn't hasten my steps.

The children couldn't keep up with my stride, and besides, I was probably worrying unnecessarily.

"Oh...!"

As expected, the Magic Tower remnants had also infiltrated the waiting room where Floren was.

However, all the intruders had met a miserable end.

They were dead in various ways—embedded in walls, or with only their lower bodies dangling from the ceiling, and so on.

In particular, the last one had died with a robust forearm piercing through his chest.

The owner of the dripping bloody forearm was Marianne, who had unleashed the power of the Great Earth Mother.

Showing off her muscular physique, she held up the mage's corpse that she had impaled.

Like a warrior striking a pose under the sun after claiming victory.

"As I thought, my worries were unfounded. With you by Floren's side, there couldn't have been any problems."

"You're a bit late from the promised time. Did something happen on your end too...?"

"That's right. The Magic Tower remnants came after us too. But our little mage here took care of all of them."

"Hehee!"

When I placed my hand on her head to praise her, Luri made a V-sign with both hands and rejoiced.

Watching this, Marianne smiled kindly, and then her body began to contract.

As her strength drained, Marianne returned to her original slender form.

The physical transformation due to the Great Earth Mother's power is always fascinating to see.

"After the ceremony, will Floren also become muscular like you?"

"Unlike me, Floren has a larger vessel to contain power, so there won't be noticeable changes. In other words, she'll grow up healthy without needing someone to remove part of her power like you did for me."

Marianne gently caressed my cheek with a smile.

With such an affectionate touch, I couldn't bring myself to tell the truth about that day.

At that time, I had absorbed her power not to save her, but because I coveted the Great Earth Mother's power.

That's why I felt a twinge of guilt whenever Marianne reminisced about that incident with joy.

Still, I'm glad I helped Marianne, regardless of my intentions.

Thanks to that, I was able to marry a beautiful elf wife and meet an adorable daughter.

"By the way, the temple's security was breached again. I suppose the guards have become lax due to the recent peace?"

"That's certainly the case."

"As soon as the blessing ceremony is over, I'll gather all the guards in the village for training."

"Not after the festival that follows the blessing ceremony?"

"Are you suggesting they should enjoy themselves without doing their jobs properly?"

"Ah, no."

Marianne's smile remained the same, but I could tell that the meaning behind it had changed.

It was as chilling as a snowstorm in the mountains, making my whole body shiver.

Once a delicate saint, Marianne had transformed into a woman with a strong will after giving birth to Floren.

So much so that there were rumors she was scarier than her twin sister, Rosemary.

It was expected that the guards in the village today would not return unscathed.

"Hoo hoot! Whoo hoo hoo hoo!"

She's my wife, but she's a bit scary.

***

After Floren's ceremony, grand festivals were held in the Elf Forest and the nearby village, Looqbranton.

The scale had grown larger as it coincided with Sestia's birthday.

People who wanted to be friendly with her but couldn't enter the Elf Forest held festivals in Looqbranton instead.

As a result, a bustling atmosphere was created over a wide area, making many people happy.

Although the shouts of Marianne and the cries of the guards could be heard from a corner of the forest, I ignored them.

"Hahaha!"

The children who had been with me all afternoon enjoyed the festival with their respective mothers.

As for me, now free, I went back and forth between the Elf Forest and Looqbranton, enjoying drinks and food to my heart's content.

In the forest, I had formal conversations with married elf men, and in Looqbranton, I had drinking battles with blacksmiths I had been friendly with for a long time.

Although I drank excessively, I, who had transcended human limits, didn't get drunk no matter how much I consumed.

My body just felt a bit hotter than usual.

"Whew...! It's hot since I haven't had a drink in a while."

Due to drinking a lot, my urinary function became active, so I temporarily left the drinking party.

After relieving myself in a nearby bush and trying to return to the party...

"Whoa?!"

Suddenly, two hands grabbed my arm and pulled me.

A force so powerful that I couldn't resist.

There weren't many beings like that, so when I opened my eyes, I saw Liri and Lucifer.

"Oh, it's Liri and Lucifer."

"Yes, that's right."

"I'm sorry for pulling you so suddenly, Master."

"It's fine. But what's the matter?"

"Could you follow us without saying anything for a moment?"

"Huh? Oh, sure."

The place Liri and Lucifer brought me to was a house far enough away that the festival sounds could only be faintly heard.

The surroundings of the house seemed desolate because it was night, but the interior was different.

Dim lighting and a wine bottle on the table created an elegant atmosphere.

The bed sprinkled with rose petals was romantic.

"So, why did you bring me here?"

"Today is the day of Miss Floren's ceremony and Lady Sestia's birthday."

"That's right."

"But you know what? There's actually one more important thing today!"

"Oh? Was there another schedule I wasn't aware of?"

"Yes."

Liri gently pushed me onto the bed.

Lucifer climbed on top of me and carefully lifted her maid skirt.

"Hmm...?"

Right above Lucifer's underwear, on her lower abdomen, there was a tattoo.

It was a large heart with black wings on both sides.

Just as I was about to see what it was...

Liri grabbed my hand and moved it, making me lift her skirt just like Lucifer.

There was no tattoo on Liri's lower abdomen, but there was a noticeable sphere.

It looked like a slime's core.

"Hehe! Today is...!"

"Our ovulation day♡"

While my wives and children were enjoying the festival...

I found myself destined to be devoured by the two maids.

Ch.389 - Side Story: Maids Who Prefer Breeding Over Service
The candle on the table was melting down, gradually darkening the surroundings.

In the dim light, two women revealed their bare skin.

One had delicate, beautiful milky-white skin like silk, while the other had an unusual light purple complexion that was nonetheless firm and glossy.

"So you're really going to do this."

"Yes, we couldn't miss this opportunity that came while we were eagerly waiting for our ovulation days to coincide."

"But why did you two synchronize your ovulation days?"

"No particular reason. I just thought if we were to bear your children, wouldn't it be nice to get pregnant on the same day and give birth on the same day?"

"If the children are born around the same time, it would be easier to take care of them. Even if one of us is absent, the other could look after both children simultaneously."

Liri tossed aside her usual maid uniform, proudly displaying her perky breasts.

Watching those two bouncing mounds, I somehow found myself understanding.

A woman's breasts symbolize maternal love, after all.

But wait, do Shoggoths need breast milk during infancy?

"Anyway, for these reasons, we plan to receive your seed. Is that all right?"

"I'm fine with it, but I'm more worried about you two."

"If it's about conception, you needn't worry. Even if we fail, there will be other opportunities."

"No, I'm not particularly concerned about pregnancy or conception. What I meant was whether you two can handle me."

"Handle you, Master? What do you mean?"

"I've been forced into abstinence for two whole weeks because I've been busy going here and there. So don't expect high-class sex with love and dignity."

Looking at their naked bodies, my holy sword was already standing tall and trembling.

With stimulation, it would leak sticky pre-cum and eagerly burrow into any hole it found.

My cock was closer to an untamable, ferocious beast than a holy sword.

Fortunately, at least for now, I could barely suppress it by mentally reciting the national anthem.

However, if Liri and Lucifer didn't back down, I wouldn't be able to calm it any longer.

"What will you do?"

""...""

The two remained silent at my question.

But even without words, their answer was already clear.

Women's honey was dripping from their moist private parts that had been wet from the start.

They breathed heavily and smiled with anticipation.

Lucifer's labia became more defined, and Liri's clitoris was pulsing red.

Having confirmed this sight with my own eyes, I didn't ask again and began to act.

"Haah...!"

I wrapped my arms around Lucifer's waist as she straddled me, slowly raising my upper body.

Facing Lucifer, I sat on the edge of the bed and grabbed both her breasts.

Then, I bit her protruding right nipple with my teeth.

Since I had only one mouth for two breasts, I repeatedly flicked the nipple of the unattended breast with my fingers.

Erotic moans began to escape from Lucifer's mouth.

"Aahn! M-Master...♡"

"Liri, are you just going to stand there staring?"

"Ah! S-Sorry!"

Liri, who had been watching from the side, hurriedly got down from the bed.

Kneeling between my thighs, she looked at my cock protruding between Lucifer's buttocks.

After gasping in admiration at the mighty member that had been neglected for so long, Liri slowly reached out her hand.

"Aah, so this is Master's cock after two weeks of abstinence...!"

My cock twitched when it felt the warm, moist touch of her secretions.

Startled, Liri backed away slightly before slowly approaching my cock again.

Looking at it admiringly, she tried to take it into her mouth as she had done before.

However, unlike in the past, Liri couldn't fit the now more massive cock in her mouth at once.

Even if she tried to take it all the way to the base in one go, Lucifer's buttocks sitting on top made it impossible.

Unable to do one thing or the other, she ended up just licking the outside, which left both of us unsatisfied.

"That's enough."

"Pardon?"

"You can stop sucking. I never intended to quietly receive your services anyway."

I grabbed Lucifer's waist and lifted her slightly.

After seeing my cock standing tall like a tower, having been pressed under her buttocks all this time, I slowly lowered her waist.

Finally, the wet hole and the flesh rod met.

"Ungh...!"

When the slightly parted petals touched the glans, another sweet moan escaped.

If I continued to rub the glans against her entrance to tease her, I could expect an even more lewd reaction.

However, my lust had already reached its limit, so I pushed down on Lucifer's waist and thrust forcefully.

"Unghooh!"

My cock broke through the slit and plunged all the way to her cervix in one go.

Her pussy, forcibly widened as the narrow space expanded, twitched and spurted love juices.

Lucifer's head tilted back, her tongue sticking out of her mouth and pointing toward the ceiling.

She had climaxed spectacularly from just one thrust.

But I had no room to consider Lucifer's situation.

"Hah! M-Masteer...! Aahn! Too r-rough...! Ah! Hnggh! Yesss♡"

"I told you! Don't expect gentle sex!"

"Kkhiiiit!!"

Paang-! Paang-! Paang-!

My thighs and Lucifer's buttocks repeatedly collided, creating lewd sounds.

With her waist in my grip, subjected to indiscriminate thrusting without any rhythm, Lucifer's back arched.

Her back was drenched in sweat, and moans and gasping breaths came from her mouth.

"Uhoohk! Heuyk! Hngghh! Ma...sterr...♡ Kkheuuung!!"

Lucifer couldn't regain her senses amid the overwhelming pleasure.

When she finally staggered and was about to fall backward, I pulled her into a tight embrace.

I claimed her luscious pink lips and inserted my tongue into her mouth, and instinctively, her tongue entwined with mine.

"Hurutch! Chuboob! Chuub! Chuub! Chuub! Chok! Hauuu...!"

Saliva scattered everywhere during our vulgar kiss.

When our tongues finally parted, Lucifer's pupils lost focus, and her face contorted in pleasure.

The continuous ecstasy had finally made her lose her mind.

"Kuk!"

Ulkeok-! Ulkeok-!

Her expression was so arousing that I ended up pouring my baby seeds into Lucifer's womb.

The first ejaculation after two weeks of abstinence filled her womb to the brim and beyond.

Semen flowed through the small gap between the hole and the flesh rod, dripping onto the floor.

I carefully lifted Lucifer's exhausted, unconscious body and pulled out my cock.

As I withdrew, a large amount of white fluid began to fall from her gaping pussy, but Liri caught it in her palm.

Eventually, Lucifer's pussy closed nicely, leaking love juices and semen little by little like a slightly closed faucet.

"Next is your turn, Liri. Are you ready?"

"Yes...! But before that, please excuse me for a moment."

Liri, who had caught the semen in her palm, slowly drank it.

In that state, she began to savor the semen slowly, rolling her tongue around and tasting it thoroughly.

As time passed, the semen went down her throat with a gulp, and Liri opened her mouth.

"Pahaa...!"

A faint scent of night flowers emanated from Liri's hot breath.

It wasn't a particularly pleasant smell for a man, but my cock hardened at the sight of Liri's mouth, vulgar with the mixture of saliva and semen.

She even licked up the remnants left on her palm, and I couldn't just stand by and watch anymore.

"Hyah!"

"Just wai—!"

I pushed Liri's shoulders with all my might, knocking her down onto the bed.

Then I immediately grabbed both her thighs and flipped them over her waist.

Forming a V-shape, Liri's private parts and well-ripened anus were fully exposed, dripping with love juices.

I considered tasting her pussy with my tongue, but changed my mind when I saw the twitching hole.

I fixed Liri's legs, which were flipped back, and placed my hands on the upper part of her shoulders.

Taking a frog-like position, I positioned my elongated cock over her aroused pussy.

The moment I lowered my waist, my cock would drop like a guillotine and pierce her hole.

Aware of the situation, Liri gasped for breath and urged me on with an incredibly lewd expression.

What an indecent maid she was!

"Hurry...! Hurry and give me your cock...!"

"Alright, I'll do as you wish."

I lowered my waist, crushing Liri's buttocks.

My cock dug deep into her vagina, pushing out the sticky love juices.

When I pulled back my waist, Liri's pussy juices came out along with my cock.

When I pushed my cock back in, it spread in all directions with pre-cum, wetting her entire buttocks.

"Haang! Ah! M-Master...! Aaaahn!"

"How is it? This position is optimized for the breeding you desire!"

"It's goood...! More...! Please thrust more...♡ Heuut! Haaahn!"

Patchut-! Patchut-!

When I thrust down hard, even Liri's firm flesh was pressed down, creating wrinkles.

The mating press, designed to ensure impregnation of the female.

With each thrust of my cock, Liri's toes and body trembled.

Filled with a sense of conquest, I intensified my thrusting.

"Hohk...! Uhaang! So gooood...! Haang! Ah! Ah! Master's coock...♡ Aahn! Kkhiit! So goood...♡"

"Huuk...! Huuk...! You like the cock, not me?"

"Haang! No! Kkheuut! Th-That's not it...aahn! I love both Masterr...! Ah! Ah! Haung♡ and cock...! I love both♡ Haaaahn!"

"Kuk! Soon...!"

"Haah! Ah! Are...are you going to cum? Huaang...! Then please inside me...♡ Aaaahn! Kyahng! Inside me...! Hoooh! Cu...cum inside!!"

"I'm coming...!"

"Haaaahng♡"

Along with the sound of flesh slapping, the feeling of ejaculation gradually approached.

I dropped not just my waist but my entire body, embracing Liri tightly.

Byurut! Byururut!

In maximum contact with Liri's body, I poured a large amount of semen inside her.

"Haa...! Haa...!"

Sweating from the intense movement, I took deep breaths.

I felt so good that my head was dizzy.

Thinking that Liri might be crushed if I passed out like this, I separated from her.

With a 'pong' sound, my cock pulled out, and some semen flowed from the tip, spraying white fluid on her private parts.

Since she was in a position to receive the seed from below, unlike with Lucifer, only a small portion of the semen I ejaculated into Liri was flowing out.

However, that's only if no additional semen was added.

"Whew...! Sorry, but we're far from done."

Normally, I should end it here, but my sexual energy had been building up for two weeks.

I intended not to leave this place until I had released it all.

So I turned around and approached Lucifer, who was still gasping for breath.

"Hah...! M-Master...?"

"Tonight, I'll make sure you both understand our hierarchy clearly."

The night of festivities was far from over.

***

"Thank you for your hard work, Master."

"Th-Thank you for your hard work...!"

"You two worked harder than I did."

After the wild night with the two maids, even the candle that had been our only light had completely melted.

Only moonlight streaming through the open window illuminated the bed, where we were lying and enjoying the afterglow.

My arms served as their pillows, and they pressed their bodies against mine to keep me warm.

It felt good to have their soft skin against my bare flesh.

"I ejaculated mindlessly, but I wonder if you got pregnant? I'm worried since our species are different."

"You don't need to worry about that. The disappearance of my labia means I've definitely conceived your child!"

"I see, that's a relief."

"In my case, since my nucleus isn't in the uterus, it will take quite a while for implantation. But with Master's healthy sperm, they'll eventually reach the nucleus."

"Really?"

"Would you like to see for yourself?"

"Huh? Can I see it?"

"Of course."

I illuminated the surroundings with light magic and looked at Liri.

Liri grinned and stroked her abdomen once.

Then her dark skin became transparent, revealing her insides.

The semen I had released and Liri's nucleus were clearly visible.

Slowly but surely, the semen was penetrating deeper inside her.

"It's a race. A competition to see which of Master's sperm will reach my nucleus first."

"Haha...! Considering the number of sperm in the semen, it's going to be a historic race."

"Yes, as you can see."

"Huh?"

When Liri stroked her belly once more, her abdomen magnified the semen like a microscope.

I could see tadpole-like sperm vigorously wagging their tails and moving forward.

It was bizarre yet strangely erotic.

"Who do you think will reach it first, Master?"

"Even I don't know. The one leading the charge might die midway from exhaustion."

"Hmm, then perhaps it would be better to add more, just in case."

"You want more?"

"Wouldn't it be better to have more sperm boys?"

"Where did you learn such a term...?"

"Hehe, it's a secret."

Shaking my head as if I couldn't help it, I revived my holy sword.

At the same time, a finger poked my back repeatedly.

Since I was looking at Liri, the owner of the finger was obviously Lucifer.

"Um! I may have already conceived, but... c-can we do it one more time?"

Looking at Lucifer, who was shy yet wetting her thighs, I responded by increasing the size of my cock instead of answering.

The second round was beginning.

Ch.390 - 373. Epilogue - 6
The day after the festival ended.

I thought I might finally get to rest properly at home, but unfortunately that dream wasn't meant to be.

While I had been enjoying the festival, countless requests for help had come in from the Demon King.

"Tsk!"

I had arranged a meeting with the Holden Kingdom to get her land, and continued to provide numerous forms of assistance afterward.

Yet it was irritating that the Demon King still needed my help.

She's approaching her tenth year next year—shouldn't she be independent from me and ruling her territory by herself?

Hoping she would solve this problem on her own, I flopped down on my bed.

However, sending multiple requests for help at once wasn't like her, so I opened one of the messages.

"...This is maddening."

After skimming through the message, my body automatically stood up.

The problem the Demon King faced was far too serious to ignore.

It was an issue that even made me tense, and its suddenness left me quite bewildered.

[The Progenitor came to the Demon Realm without any warning! Save me!!]

The last sentence made it clear how desperate the Demon King's situation was.

Obviously, the current Demon King had become much stronger than in the original novel.

But seeing her panic before the Progenitor made me realize there were truly unbridgeable gaps in power in this world.

"Well, Aira did say that the Progenitor had been around even before the first Demon King appeared, so she's definitely a being beyond our reach."

Neither the Demon King nor I could defeat her.

I estimate that the Ancient Dragon I met in Dranis might be her equal.

However, while the Ancient Dragon had reached the end of its life and only remained as a thought entity, the Progenitor was very much alive.

So even if a genius who could dominate an era appeared, they couldn't hold their head high before the Progenitor.

"...Hades."

"Yes! Did you call for me?"

"Let's go visit the Demon King together."

"Has another strange incident occurred in the Demon Realm?"

"Yeah, not strange but a major incident has happened. The Progenitor herself has arrived, they say."

"I was planning to stay home and play with Zeke today."

"We're taking Zeke with us."

"Sob!"

Hades wailed at the prospect of being caught between her former boss the Demon King, her current boss me, and the living legend of the undead world, the Progenitor.

Indeed, in workplace life, it's always those in lower positions who suffer the most, so I could sympathize.

"The message came yesterday, so we need to leave right now to avoid being late. Get up."

"...Ugh, alright. If I have to comply, may I make one condition?"

"What condition?"

"Let's bring Meryl and Mary along too!"

"Why?"

"Meryl's holy power helps me feel more at ease."

"Uh... okay."

Holy power is a force that burns and purifies the undead.

Yet seeing a lich who desired holy power left me speechless.

***

The Demon Realm was at the eastern edge, while our home was essentially at the northern edge.

To arrive within a day, we would need either a dragon or Chaos to take us there.

However, Sestia had left for Yuran right after the birthday party ended, and Chaos had gone on an outing with the puppies.

To make matters worse, Rene and Breeze had taken the children to a new hot spring area in the west.

With no one to quickly take us to the Demon Realm, I had no choice but to resort to the next best option.

"Magical tool development is truly remarkable. To create an artifact like this."

A horse artifact that could run indefinitely without rest as long as mana was supplied.

It could run up to twice as fast as a normal horse.

Moreover, the 2x speed limit only applied to horses made of iron.

In our case, being made entirely of Orichalcum, it could easily handle 5x the speed.

Thanks to this, a journey expected to take at least ten days would be reduced to just two.

"Let's stay in this village tonight."

Though sunset was still far off, with a child accompanying us, pushing forward recklessly wasn't an option.

Moreover, staying in a place with poor security wouldn't be good for emotional education, so we stopped at a village that looked reasonably pleasant.

"Sounds good."

"Ugh...! I'm a bit reluctant, but I guess we have no choice."

The reason for Hades's reluctance was simple.

This was the village where she had once tried to spread corpse poison.

Hades had planned to poison the villagers and turn them into a massive undead army.

However, I had easily thwarted her plan and overwhelmed her with my power.

"I won't tell you to forget the past, but being too fixated on it isn't good either. After all, this is where we met, isn't it?"

"Now that you mention it, this village holds precious memories!"

"Is this where Dad and Mom met?"

"Yes! Back then, your mom was a villain who went around doing bad things."

"And Dad?"

"I was a hero who punished the wicked villains."

Zeke was intrigued by the story of how Hades and I met.

Anyone would find it fascinating to hear how a hero and villain with opposing roles fell in love and gave birth to them.

Understanding his feelings, I calmly recounted our past.

How I encountered Hades in the dead of night, how I stole her undead minions and resold them, how we fought fiercely to determine superiority, and how Hades eventually submitted.

I embellished the story slightly and added dramatic elements to make it enjoyable for the child.

I tried to explain how Hades, who had been undead, gradually became a bone wife as an epilogue, but was stopped because she found it embarrassing.

"Please don't talk about such intimate things in front of the children! It's embarrassing in many ways!"

"But the epilogue is usually the most interesting part."

"Ugh! If you keep this up, I'll reveal your dark history to the children too!"

"Dark history? Did I have such a thing?"

"Like when you were curious about the taste of my bone marrow and tried to make broth from my pelvic bones..."

"Okay, that's enough! I won't tell the epilogue, so let's move on."

"Really, you're so mischievous, my lord!"

"But you love me, don't you?"

When I flashed a playful smile, Hades pouted her lips in apparent displeasure.

However, she didn't deny loving me when asked.

In a marriage, one cannot say they don't love their spouse.

It was even more unspeakable with a lovable child nearby.

"You're so annoying, but still..."

"Hmm?"

Suddenly approaching me and grabbing both my arms, Hades.

With me unable to resist, she boldly attempted to plant a kiss on my lips.

I was startled by her bold display of affection.

I never expected her to be so daring with a child watching.

But Hades just grinned, satisfied that she had caught me off guard.

"You were so engrossed in telling stories in front of Zeke that you didn't notice."

Hades turned her body slightly to the side.

There was Zeke, nodding off on the bed.

"He started dozing off partway through and just now drifted off to dreamland."

"Well, he must be tired after riding a horse for so long."

"Yes!"

Hades began to smile brightly as she looked at the peacefully sleeping child's face.

Seeing how quickly her sulky expression disappeared, it's clear that nothing melts a parent's heart like their child.

"Let's go to sleep now too. We need to leave early tomorrow morning."

"Yes!"

"By the way, I haven't seen Meryl and Mary for a while. Where did they go?"

"They told me they were going to look around the village when you were deep into telling old stories."

"I suppose even though we've been here before, it's their first time in this village, so they must be curious about many things."

"Should I call them back?"

"No, they'll return when it's time. Meryl is a mother now too."

Setting aside my worries, I lay down on the bed, embracing Hades.

What could possibly go wrong?

***

As darkness began to fall in the evening.

Inside the temple in the village, a small brazier dimly illuminated the interior.

In the eerie atmosphere of the temple, hooded figures were moving busily.

The statue of the deity they had publicly followed was taken down, and a new statue was placed on the altar.

A human sculpture that looked nothing like a divine image.

The sculpture held a shining sword in its right hand and a small bottle in its left.

Though the meaning of the bottle was unclear, the robed figures all knelt before the statue and offered prayers.

Shortly after, a woman holding a grimy handkerchief walked out before them.

"Now, let us begin today's worship for the almighty Lord Bern."

"Yes!"

Though extremely suspicious, surprisingly, their worship method was no different from other temples.

Only the object of worship was strange.

But they didn't seem to realize how odd they were as they continued their worship to the end.

And when all the worship had finished.

The nun, presumed to be the leader of the secret gathering, led someone by the hand.

"Brothers and sisters, I have good news today! An outsider who is interested in our doctrine has come to us!"

"Ooh!"

"Wow~!"

"Ah, finally his glory is spreading throughout the world...!"

Amid the fervent cheers, Meryl was pulled out by the nun's hand.

While walking around the village with her daughter, she had been caught up in something close to kidnapping and ended up at this secret gathering.

Not knowing what to do, she looked uncomfortable under the gaze of the many people.

Unlike her mother, Meryl's daughter Mary's eyes were sparkling.

The girl who had inherited Kpeterios's blood but couldn't produce holy power.

For the first time, pure holy power began to emanate from Mary's body as she watched these people worshipping her father.

Ch.391 - 374. Epilogue - 7
The next day.

Thanks to our early morning departure, we were able to reach our destination, the Demon Territory, before sunset.

"Hey Meryl? You've been glancing at the master repeatedly for a while now. Is there something you want to say?"

"N-No, not at all!"

"Is that so?"

"Come to think of it, Mary has been looking at me whenever she gets the chance since we left. Did something happen between you two yesterday?"

"While walking with mom, dad's... mmph!"

"Meeeh...! Nothing happened at all!"

Meryl frantically covered Mary's mouth while denying everything.

After seeing that reaction, no one would believe that nothing had happened.

I was honestly curious, but I decided not to press the issue since they probably wouldn't tell me if I asked directly.

Judging by their expressions, they didn't seem to have done anything particularly negative, and if necessary, I could always ask Mary secretly later.

"Welcome, Lord Bern. We've been awaiting your arrival."

"Skip the welcome speech and just guide me to where the Demon King is. Even as we stand here, the Demon King's mind continues to deteriorate."

"Yes, I'll escort you to the castle. Please board the carriage we've prepared."

As soon as we arrived at the Demon Territory, a lion beastman in butler attire and demon guards greeted us.

To them, I was both a benefactor who made the current Demon Territory possible and a close friend of the Demon King.

They treated me with the utmost respect.

*Ten years ago, we were surrounded by hostile forces on all sides, which made things difficult in many ways...*

Now, my mind was at ease, surrounded by friendly forces like elves and demons.

The Holden Kingdom also maintained a close relationship with us thanks to Princess Charlotte ascending to the throne.

I wasn't sure what would happen a hundred years from now, but this was the most peaceful period so far.

Children laughing and playing, women chatting while hanging laundry, and men sharing drinks at outdoor tables.

Looking at the village scenery through the carriage window, the word "peaceful" came naturally to mind.

"If I lived in a place like this, I think I'd become one with my bed."

"Are you saying you'd like to live in the Demon Territory?"

"Yes, though not now. If I were to move here, it would be in my old age."

"If you like it, wouldn't it be better to move quickly?"

"Too many people still know of my existence. Until recently, remnants of the Magic Tower were still seeking revenge against me. If I stayed here in such circumstances, the peace that was so hard to achieve might be ruined."

The influence I have on the world is immeasurably large.

Unlike when I first possessed this body, my existence has become widely known throughout the world.

Having gained unwanted fame, settling down carelessly would lead to numerous problems.

So it would be more peaceful to pursue a rural lifestyle after my presence in the world had faded.

My lifespan had already exceeded the human average anyway, so there was no need to rush.

"We've arrived."

"Thank you for your work."

After getting off the carriage, I turned toward the main gate of the castle.

The lion butler said he would guide me all the way, but I waved him off.

This was a castle where a Progenitor was staying.

Even from the main gate, I could feel a pressure that made my skin tingle.

The horses pulling the carriage were trembling, and the lion butler had instinctively tucked his tail down.

It would be too much to ask him to guide us to a place where such a fear-inducing being resided.

"Master, then I'll wait at the main gate as well."

"You need to come in."

"B-But I'm scared too!"

"Zeke seems fine, but you, his mother, are trembling? How can that be?"

"That can't be...!"

Surprisingly, both Mary and Zeke were acting normally despite approaching the castle.

They seemed completely unaffected by Aira's influence.

Since intimidation isn't something that can be adjusted to not affect children, there was only one possibility.

It meant my children had strong enough mental fortitude to withstand a Progenitor's pressure.

Though they were still weak now, if they grew up without their talent being damaged, they would become strong enough to stand shoulder to shoulder with a Progenitor someday.

"Our Zeke is more resilient than his mother."

"Oh, then I can protect mom, right?"

"Your child says such heartwarming things, and you still won't go?"

"I'll go in..."

Even with my blood, it's possible for a child to be born constitutionally weak.

I would love a sickly child just the same as any other, but as a parent, I couldn't help but wish for my children to be healthy.

In that sense, I was overjoyed that Mary and Zeke had proven to be robust.

"Let's go in."

The interior was quiet since all the demons had left the castle, unable to withstand the Progenitor's pressure.

Even the audience hall, where I expected the Demon King to be, was empty.

The only place I hadn't checked was the Demon King's private chamber above the audience hall.

My suspicion was confirmed when I heard faint voices and movements from beyond the door.

"Come in!"

Since Aira preferred a casual atmosphere, and my relationship with the Demon King wasn't one that required formality, I lightly kicked the door open.

I was about to cheerfully greet the Progenitor and the Demon King whom I hadn't seen in a long time.

"Ahh♡"

As soon as I heard the moan-like voice, I sensed the strange atmosphere.

Aira and the Demon King were sitting overlapped on the sofa.

The Demon King was trembling while tightly embracing the Progenitor's upper body, and Aira had buried her face in the Demon King's neck.

"Dad? Why are you just standing there?"

"Is there no one inside?"

I hurriedly covered the children's eyes as they followed me in.

I knew what the two were doing.

It was simply Aira sucking the Demon King's blood.

However, from the Demon King's moans to their posture, it wasn't a scene appropriate for children.

Faced with a sight reminiscent of a face-to-face sitting position, I took the children back out and closed the door again.

"Excuse us."

I already wanted to go home.

***

"Kill me...!"

That was the first thing the Demon King said after we gathered in the private chamber again.

She was covering her reddened face with her palms, lamenting.

She had fallen into such self-loathing that she wanted to die from the embarrassment of the indecent display she had shown earlier.

Moreover, since I had entered with children, her shame must have doubled.

Unfortunately, all I could offer was sympathy.

"You're late. If you were going to be late anyway, it would have been better if you'd come even later."

"Oh my? Are you suggesting you wanted to do more with the Demon King while I was away?"

"I've heard that scissoring is popular these days."

"Pfft!"

Upon hearing those words, both the Demon King and Hades simultaneously spat out the tea they were drinking.

Fortunately, I hadn't touched my teacup yet, so I didn't make an unsightly display, but I was equally dumbfounded.

I thought she was just drinking blood, but the Progenitor had been planning something naughty.

"You say the most inappropriate things in front of children."

"The children won't understand the meaning even if they hear it. By the time they do understand, they'll be mature enough."

"That's strangely logical."

"Anyway, you've ruined the mood, so take responsibility."

Normally, I would say "Yes, Lady Aira" and unzip my pants, but I couldn't do that.

It would be too risky to engage in such behavior in front of the children.

Perceiving my constraints, Aira flashed a mocking smile.

Furthermore, in a blind spot visible only to me, she slightly lifted her skirt to expose her underwear.

With the children watching, she was provoking me as much as possible, intending to pay the price with her body later that night.

It seems vampires these days are geniuses at extracting not just blood but other bodily fluids as well.

Like a succubus!

"Ahem! So, Aira, what's the reason for your sudden visit to the Demon Territory?"

"I got bored staying in the desert ruins, so I came out for a stroll."

"...That can't be all."

"Well, the main reason was to summon you here."

"Then you could have just come to our house."

"I dislike the cold. And there's someone I needed to summon here."

The Progenitor glanced sideways at the Demon King.

The Demon King flinched and then nodded.

It seemed she had briefly explained the situation before I arrived.

Sensing this would be a serious conversation, I gave Hades and Meryl a look asking them to take the children and leave.

However, Aira shook her head and stopped them.

"This matter concerns your children too, so there's no need for them to leave."

"It concerns the children...?"

"Yes, the issue at hand is not a problem of the present, but of the future."

My heart sank at the implication that it might be a problem I couldn't intervene in.

Until now, I had resolved every issue with my own hands.

But if it was a future matter where I might be constrained, it was important enough that I needed to prepare from now.

"There's no need to take it too seriously. The best solution is already in your hands."

"So it's an issue I can resolve myself?"

"Yes, it will end if you produce plenty of offspring."

"...Huh?"

Aira licked her lips as she proposed this bombshell solution.

Upon hearing this, Meryl and all the other women present transformed their gazes into fierce glares.

Somehow, I felt like I had fallen into a trap of resonance.
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"Setting aside the solution, what kind of problem requires me to have lots of children?"

"You may not know this, but while the desert appears to be a barren wasteland on the surface, in reality it contains many buried secrets. For example, my dwelling is completely hidden away."

The ruins where Aira lives only reveal themselves when you solve the pillar mechanism.

In my case, I was barely able to find it because of information I received from the Sage and the Elf, but for others, it would be nearly impossible to locate.

"And?"

"About 30 kilometers northwest of my dwelling, there's a hidden temple dedicated to a certain god. It's deeply buried in the sand, making it difficult to find."

"Is it a foreign god?"

"No, it's a native deity of this world who governs death and the afterlife. His name is Paranax. He's an enemy you should be wary of."

"...If he's a god, wouldn't Kshathra have brainwashed him completely?"

Befitting the scale of foreign gods, Kshathra directly manipulated their minds, reducing gods to imbeciles.

No matter how much physical trauma or dispelling magic was applied, the brainwashing couldn't be undone.

It was confirmed that not a single one could escape from their brainwashed state.

"The gods you speak of are those in the celestial realm, but Paranax resides not in the heavens but in the world beneath the earth. The afterlife exists underground."

"So when I fought against the gods..."

"Paranax was able to escape the foreign god's grasp because he was in the underworld. He likely didn't even know about the plan to eliminate you."

He never harmed me, nor was he present at that time.

He was clearly a god outside of Kshathra's brainwashing targets.

"Then why is this Paranax hostile toward me?"

"Though he doesn't live in the celestial realm, he has deep friendships with the gods who do. Would anyone not be angry when their old friend's mind has been damaged?"

A close friend became unable to even hold a normal conversation.

A rational person would lament it as self-inflicted and move on.

But since Aira said he would be hostile toward me, I could tell he was a god who leaned more toward emotion than reason.

"Even knowing what harm the foreign god might inflict if he interferes with me?"

"That's why I made a conjecture. If he can't touch you directly, what about those around you?"

"...Elaborate."

"The foreign god only favors you right now. He has not the slightest interest in those around you. This means he won't personally intervene even if your wife and children are in danger."

"So Paranax is going to exploit that loophole and try to kill not me, but my wife or children?"

"Exactly."

Anger surged to the top of my head.

This so-called god, lacking the courage to confront me directly, was planning to cowardly target my loved ones.

It was the most unforgivable act in my book.

"Where can I find this bastard?"

"It's useless. The afterlife is his sanctuary. Those who aren't invited are forcibly expelled, from what I understand."

"Since it's the afterlife, couldn't I just take my own life and enter?"

"He would reject even your soul's entry, leaving you to wander this world without a body."

"Haa...! So basically, to take this bastard down, he needs to come out himself?"

Aira nodded as if that was the correct answer.

At least with my previous adversaries, I could reach out and touch them.

But this time, there was no way unless he showed up himself.

"Paranax will send an army of the dead to attack those around you when you're either dead or incapacitated. There are two likely objectives: revenge and cutting off potential god-slayers like yourself before they can grow."

"This is really something else."

I seriously considered finding a way to become a transcendent being who could live eternally.

That might give me the means to invade the afterlife.

I knew it wouldn't be as easy as it sounded, but for me, it seemed like the most certain method.

"It would be nice if you could eliminate Paranax, but since that's impossible while you're alive and well, I'm telling you to prosper through your descendants."

"...You want my children to bear this burden?"

"Don't try to shoulder all problems alone. Children who inherit your genes will grow into powerful individuals who can withstand even an army of the dead and eventually defeat Paranax."

"That may be true, but..."

"Don't try to solve this inadequately. Have plenty of children and raise them with love and care. Giving them happiness and teaching them well—isn't that fulfilling your duty as a parent?"

Is that really okay?

Just as I was worried about passing my responsibility to my children, I felt hands placed on each of mine.

Hades and Meryl, who had been listening to the conversation with me, were smiling brightly despite the serious situation.

Understanding the meaning behind those smiles, I sighed deeply and gave a bitter smile.

"To face an army of the dead led by a god, a soccer team's worth of children won't be enough."

"It seems you've made up your mind."

"There might be a way to defeat Paranax by becoming a transcendent being, but..."

I glanced sideways at Zeke and Mary.

Bored by the adults' conversation, they were sleeping soundly with soft breathing sounds.

The sight of them sleeping with their heads together cutely calmed my burning anger.

"If I pursue becoming a transcendent being, I'll lose the precious time I could spend happily with my family."

"That's right, my lord! Time with family cannot be exchanged for anything!"

"All our children love their father so much they couldn't live without you."

"The fate of having to fight gods is harsh, but wouldn't it be even more cruel if they became unhappy due to their father's absence during what should be a very happy time in their lives?"

"Don't try to escape to the past again because you think you made the wrong choice."

"I'll cherish my time with the children more. That's enough now."

In conclusion, I needed to be aware of the problem but continue living as usual.

Nurturing the children's talents and spending happy days together.

And incidentally, giving the children more siblings.

We were already a large family, but in about five years, we'd likely be so busy with childcare that we wouldn't have enough hands.

"Anyway, that's all I have to say."

"Thanks for letting me know. But how do you know all this in such detail?"

"My offspring created from my blood exist even in the afterlife. I have ears that hear and eyes that see everywhere."

"Even where I live?"

"I've been consistently receiving reports from bats living in nearby caves about intense moaning sounds at night. Come to think of it, my worries were unnecessary—you're already making children every day without being told."

"What about my privacy?"

"My offspring were living in those caves before you settled there. I was merely listening to their complaints about the new resident."

"That's messed up."

"It's my privilege, but do you have any complaints?"

"I have many. The children are sleeping, so let's move elsewhere."

After asking Meryl to put the children to bed, Hades, the Demon King, Aira, and I headed to the audience chamber.

Behind the throne where others couldn't come.

It was a secret space that the Demon King and I had prepared in advance when constructing the demon castle.

"Oh, quite an interesting space."

"My lord? Where is this place?"

"There are people I need to inform about this matter in advance."

"What? Wouldn't it be better if fewer people knew about such sensitive information?"

"Unfortunately, that's not possible. They're also involved."

I stepped onto the magic circle drawn in the center of the secret space.

As I operated the Dragon Heart and released mana, the magic circle flashed brightly, generating four holograms.

They were human-shaped holograms with horns, wings, and tails, with pentagram symbols representing demons engraved beneath them.

"What's the matter? I'm busy with prenatal care."

The first to respond was Belphegor, the Great Demon of Sloth.

True to being a demon lacking sloth, she appeared first.

"Sorry for the sudden call. I have something I must tell you."

"If that's the case, why not visit in person? The child in my womb is feeling lonely too."

"I'll visit soon."

Actually, Ruri wasn't the first chronologically.

The first to carry my child was Belphegor, who had conceived before the battle with the foreign god.

However, demon pregnancies progressed much slower than other creatures, so she was only now reaching full term after ten years.

Since she said she would give birth soon, I needed to visit her.

"It's been a while."

"Long time no see, Beelzebub. You already know what's going on, don't you?"

"Of course! There are still many interesting events happening around you."

"You can say that again. I wish things would be peaceful for once."

The next to appear was Beelzebub, the Great Demon of Gluttony.

The reason I wasn't particularly angry about Aira's eavesdropping was because of this bastard.

With this fly constantly observing and enjoying my private life, Aira's case didn't seem like a big deal.

"Sorry I'm late! What did you call me for, master?"

"Just wait a moment. I'll explain once the last person arrives."

Next was Lucifer, the Great Demon of Pride and a fallen angel.

Only one demon remained, and honestly, I wasn't sure if they could make it today.

"The last person is Asmodeus, right? I'll go wake her up right now!"

"Oh? You can do that?"

"Of course! I happen to be passing near the Dungeon of Lust right now!"

Lucifer quickly ended the call, saying he'd be right back.

Shortly after, the hologram that had been unresponsive began to emit static and displayed a person's form.

Unlike the others, this succubus was sprawled out, scratching her protruding belly while sleeping.

She was sleeping peacefully in her underwear, which seemed unwashed for days, stained with bodily fluids.

The bra being stained with breast milk was understandable, but couldn't she at least wash her panties?

"Hehehe! Beer and chicken is like sex...!"

"...Let's begin."

That was an unreasonable expectation for a shut-in NEET succubus.

I should wish for more realistic things.
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"So you're saying we'll be targets too?"

"As expected, these so-called gods are all untrustworthy. Even though they were neutralized, we should have killed them all back then...!"

"Calm down. This situation is being orchestrated by a god who wasn't present at that time."

"But couldn't I be excluded? Unlike the other Great Demons here, I'm just an ordinary helper."

"That may be true, but I wanted to warn you to be careful just in case."

I'm not sure how far Paranax's revenge targets extend. But judging by his personality, he might consider someone a target of hatred simply for helping me.

"...If the discussion is over, can I go back and sleep now?"

"Good work. Go in and rest."

"Yaaawn! Okay..."

Asmodeus was so indolent that I wondered if she should switch epithets with Belphegor.

While others frowned at her laziness, I sent her off with a smile.

Getting angry wouldn't be good for the baby in her belly, and she was probably living a tiring life in many ways.

I could understand this because I'd heard about her daily life from Orc, Asmodeus's personal butler.

Though she appeared to be living the same indolent life on the surface, he said she was studying hard to become a mother.

*She must have been talking about the chicken and beer she wanted in her sleep just now.*

It seems she uses her succubus abilities to enjoy in dreams what she can't have in reality.

Thinking about it that way, I could understand why Asmodeus wanted to sleep more.

She needed to relieve her pregnancy stress somehow.

"I'll visit Asmodeus separately later to talk with her."

"Why not just leave her be!"

"The main activity time for succubi is night, right? Let's be understanding about her sleep patterns since they're different from ours."

"Alright."

After excluding Asmodeus, I discussed with the remaining Great Demons.

I wanted to hear their opinions in case there might be better solutions than what Aira and I had decided on.

Each came up with plans to punish Paranax, but they all lacked a method to enter the afterlife.

It seemed even the Great Demons didn't know how to go to the afterlife.

"Would Satan or Leviathan, who aren't here, know?"

"Leviathan probably wouldn't be much different from us. And the same goes for Satan."

"Even if he knew, making a deal with him wouldn't be beneficial."

"Why not?"

"Although you benefited from your previous deal with him, dealings with Satan are generally known to bring more harm than good."

"That's right! It's no coincidence that humans compare people with demonic tendencies to Satan. He's called that because he's the most vicious among demons."

I could see how the other Great Demons perceived Satan.

Whether from the original novel or from meeting him directly, isn't Satan relatively gentlemanly?

Still, it would be frightening if Satan's polite behavior was just setting the stage for the next deal.

It would mean everything was an act to attract customers.

"Well, since no one seems to have any other solutions, we'll stick with the current plan."

"Yes, I hope you'll visit my dungeon when you have free time. I want to show my child their father's face when they're born soon. And perhaps we could plan for a second child too... ♡"

"Let's think about a second child after you give birth first."

"Ah! Master, I'll go to the celestial realm to gather information about Paranax! Of course, I hope you'll also look forward to news of conception."

"Yes, I'll be looking forward to it."

"As always, I'll watch over the world and let you know if I notice anything unusual."

"That's enough. Asking more of you would definitely make you a target."

The meeting with the Great Demons ended.

They each returned to their daily lives.

Now I just need to go home and share this news with my wives.

"It seems you're finished."

"There's still plenty to do, but I've completed everything I can do in the Demon Realm."

"What are you saying? Don't you still have things to do here?"

My head tilted slowly at Aira's words.

I tried to recall if I'd forgotten something, but no particular tasks came to mind.

The Demon King sighed deeply and grabbed my right arm.

"You came after so long, and you're thinking of leaving just like that? How disappointing."

"Indeed! When two flowers are prepared for you like this, it would be unconscionable to abandon them."

Aira slithered like a snake into my left hand and interlaced our fingers.

As I pressed against her shoulder, the distance between us instantly diminished.

With their sudden advances, I realized what they wanted.

"You want to spend time in the Demon Realm before we leave?"

"You're quick-witted when it comes to these things, aren't you?"

"With over a dozen beloved wives, I'd have been divorced long ago if I lacked perception."

"Oh? So men with harems are different?"

"Being a devoted husband to all wives requires bone-deep effort."

I need to remember all my wives' birthdays, their preferences, and prepare for even more anniversaries according to their number.

My wives tell me not to worry too much as it might burden me, but human hearts aren't so simple.

If I neglect even one of them, resentment will build up even if unspoken, and that could be the beginning of discord.

To maintain harmony without conflict, I had to keep busy every day without rest.

"That's enough. Now, will you escort us?"

"But don't you, as the Demon King, know more about the Demon Realm than I do?"

"Tsk! At times like this, you should just say 'I'll serve you today, ladies' and lead us!"

"Ugh! I can't say such cringeworthy lines."

"Stop complaining and lead the way."

"Alright, but please don't kick my behind..."

So my schedule forcibly gained one more item.

Unable to refuse the Progenitor and the Demon King, I left the audience chamber with them on either side of me.

"M-Master...!"

"Ah! Hades, want to join us? Then we should bring Meryl and the children too."

"No, I'm fine. But more importantly, the Progenitor and the Demon King have powerful aphrodisiacs in their pockets... eek!"

"What did you just say?"

"N-nothing! The children will be looked after by Meryl and me, so please enjoy your intimate time together!"

I heard the word "powerful," but what came after was too quiet to hear.

Was there something in their pockets that terrified Hades?

When I tried to check, both of them gripped my arms painfully tight while smiling brightly.

"What are you doing? Let's go."

"Are you planning to keep us waiting?"

"N-no."

Is this what I think it is?

***

"Slimes have the characteristic of transforming to embody the effects of certain drugs when mixed with them. Moreover, since they're creatures that regenerate even when cut, they contribute greatly to the pharmaceutical industry."

"So they mass-produce drugs using slimes and distribute them throughout the world."

"That's right. However, handling slimes requires a certain level of magical energy, so it's a technology humans can't use. Based on this technology, demons could easily enter the medical field."

"Fascinating. Then if my blood were mixed with it, would the blood be replicated?"

"Don't even think about it. Someone once tried pouring elixir into a slime and failed miserably."

"Why is that?"

"Slimes are low-level magical beasts. They can't absorb liquids containing vast power. The Progenitor's blood might even kill the slime."

"...Then do you think it could replicate your semen?"

"Please have normal thoughts for once."

We visited the magical beast exhibition in the Demon Realm and toured the hall, observing various magical beasts.

I explained each magical beast that Aira showed interest in during our tour.

Although she had lived much longer than us and possessed vast knowledge, she knew very little about magical beasts.

Aira, who had been strong since birth, had never been interested in creatures beneath her level.

But now, as we came to the magical beast exhibition for this date, she was gradually learning about them.

"Hmm! I didn't expect much at first, but it was quite enjoyable. There was a lot of useful information too."

"Could you actually use that information somehow?"

"No, while there are some special ones, most creatures here have abilities within my capability."

"When compared to the Progenitor, not just magical beasts but all creatures would pale in comparison."

"Hehe! That's not entirely true. There's someone right here who can stand proudly before me."

Aira chuckled and lightly pressed my nose with her index finger.

Though she often teased me verbally, she rarely played around physically, so my heart fluttered.

I quickly turned my head and scratched my cheek before my face could flush.

"It might sound disrespectful, but it would be strange if I, who fought directly against outer gods, feared you."

"As I recall, your behavior was always consistent even before fighting outer gods?"

"I spoke casually before knowing your identity because switching to formal speech after learning who you were would have seemed spineless. But I was really nervous when I found out you were the Progenitor."

"I'd like to see you without that composure sometime."

"I don't think that would be a pleasant sight."

Like old friends, we walked down the street, laughing and chatting politely.

Normally, Aira's intimidating presence would cause panic in the streets, but an artifact prevented that, making our date comfortable.

However, one concerning point was that the Demon King had been missing since we entered the exhibition.

"By the way, do you know where the Demon King went?"

"Ah, she said many people recognized her, so she stepped away for a while. Even if she changes her appearance, a demon's magical energy has a unique color, making her easy to identify."

"That must be tough for her in many ways."

"Don't worry. We'll definitely meet her before sunset."

"Seems like you have a meeting place arranged."

"Are you pretending not to know when you already do?"

Suddenly, Aira grabbed my arm and pulled me into a deserted alley.

Then she drew my hand to her chest.

Her soft breast filled my hand.

"You don't need any more hints than this, do you?"

Ah, I'm definitely going to get squeezed dry.
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A dark alley.

In this damp space where sunlight couldn't reach, Aira and I were pressed close together.

Aira, who had me backed against the wall, was squinting her eyes and grinning mischievously.

It felt as if she was asking whether I was excited.

"How long are you going to stand there doing nothing?"

"That sounds like you want me to do something to you."

"Isn't that why you dragged me to this secluded alley?"

"...Your reaction is so bland. In situations like this, the rule is to avert your eyes shyly or tell me to stop it."

"As if I'd spout such embarrassing lines in this situation!"

I'm not some female knight who's been defeated by an Orc, for crying out loud.

From the beginning, I had the strength to resist Aira if I wanted to, and she wasn't exactly using force either.

As always, I could only assume her playful nature had kicked in and she was just teasing me.

If it wasn't a joke, then she simply wanted to devour me thoroughly.

"Such a boring man. But this part of you is too excellent to discard."

Aira's slender finger lightly traced over my crotch.

The ticklish sensation made my body shudder.

That touch caused the zipper area of my pants to gradually bulge outward.

"Your body is honest, at least. Shall we take some time to see if your Holy Sword can pose any threat to me?"

"Damn, your seduction technique is first-class."

Aira continued rubbing my crotch through my pants while slightly lifting the hem of her dress.

However, since she was using one hand to lift her dress, the black lace panties I had seen before weren't revealed.

Instead, I could see a garter belt with black straps running across her pure white thighs.

Though it wasn't underwear that covered the essential parts, the garter belt mysteriously excited men.

Witnessing its destructive power firsthand, my focus trembled.

"W-what? I don't remember you wearing that earlier."

"I put it on when I said I was going to pick a flower during the exhibition. My servant living in the Capital told me that human men absolutely die for this outfit."

He was exactly right.

Of course, there might be some who don't prefer garter belts.

But in my subjective opinion, it was an artifact that emphasized a woman's thighs and created an erotic feeling with lines extending into unknown territories.

"Hehe, seeing how you can't take your eyes off it, it seems you also like this attire. Good to know."

"Urgh...!"

"Now that your Holy Sword seems adequately preheated, let's move on to the main event..."

"Stop right there!"

"Hm?"

Just as I was thinking I was about to be devoured by Aira.

Suddenly, a voice I'd heard somewhere before echoed through the alley.

At this, even my eyes, which couldn't detach from the garter belt, turned toward the source of the voice.

"You shouldn't be doing such indecent things in a place like this!"

At the entrance of the alley, a woman wearing a hood was pointing at us and scolding us.

"Is it truly indecent?"

"Isn't creating life actually a sacred act?"

"I see you think the same way."

"Are you seriously saying that?!"

Sex with contraceptive magic or devices might be considered indecent, but sex for the purpose of pregnancy deserves respect, in my opinion.

Not only do you pay a lot of taxes, but you also increase the population, contributing to the nation.

Of course, in South Korea where I lived before my possession, such acts would be restricted for violating public morals, but there were no such laws in this world.

Reproduction is a completely natural act for animals.

"Besides, it's not like we're doing it openly in the middle of the street."

"We're doing it secretly in an alley with little foot traffic, so there's no problem."

"No, there are many problems!"

"I think there's also a problem with criticizing us while hiding your identity."

Ping-!

A small light formed at Aira's fingertip and flew toward the hooded woman.

Surprised by the sudden attack, the woman stepped back, causing her hood to fall back.

The golden hair that had been stuffed under the hood was liberated and swayed beautifully.

Following the blonde hair, blue eyes that had been hidden by the hood were revealed.

These were physical characteristics not easily found in the world of "Became the Academy's Strongest Dominator."

That's because the only bloodline with both blonde hair and blue eyes was the Holden royal family.

Though some non-human races like Dragons or Elves might have them, the woman's rounded ears indicated she was human.

"Charlotte?"

"Eep!"

"I thought you were just an ordinary busybody, but you're an unexpected visitor."

"Y-you're completely insane! The attack you just launched at me is clearly an attempt to assassinate the queen!"

"I was merely trying to burn your hood. Given the angle, it couldn't have harmed your body, so it's a misunderstanding. And above all, when you're all wrapped up in a hood, how are we supposed to know if you're a queen or a slave? So I don't think this qualifies as an assassination attempt on the queen, does it?"

Aira's words were all logical.

Though she appeared to criticize our actions, there might have been an assassination motive hidden beneath.

If Aira hadn't been a composed Progenitor, she could have been killed long ago without it being strange at all.

Charlotte, properly refuted, reluctantly accepted and seemed to let the matter drop.

"Sigh...! This isn't the reunion I wanted."

"I don't sense any knight guards around... Are you lost by any chance?"

"As if that would happen to me! I came alone from the Capital to the Demon Realm."

"Huh? Is that allowed for a queen?"

"Why wouldn't it be? Is there a law saying a queen can't go for a stroll? I am the law of the kingdom, after all."

"But if the person in charge of the kingdom leaves without notice, the country could collapse."

"You don't need to worry about that. I left a substitute in my place."

As soon as I heard the word "substitute," a specific artifact came to mind.

The Doppelganger Necklace in the royal treasury.

It was an artifact that could create an identical copy of oneself for up to 7 days.

The created entity had the same thought process as the user and possessed a body that wouldn't die no matter how severely injured.

However, due to these powerful effects, it would be permanently damaged after a single use.

"It was gathering dust, so I took the opportunity to give myself a vacation and used it right away."

"Wasn't that artifact kept for when the royal family was on the brink of extinction?"

"The Demon Race, once the kingdom's lifelong enemy, is no longer a foe, the Empire's influence is weak, and the Kaben Church that once pressured the royal family has somehow disappeared."

Ten years ago, I mediated peace between humans and demons and eliminated the gods who had tried to kill me.

Moreover, I recently helped Rin demolish one of the Empire's bases, making it a favorable time for the Holden royal family.

With no external enemies, all they needed to do was strengthen the kingdom internally and prevent internal threats.

"For that reason, I plan to enjoy this freedom for the next five days!"

"Well, since you've already used the artifact, there's not much to say."

"More importantly, Lord Bern!"

"Yes?"

"I, Queen Charlotte, am very disappointed in Lord Bern today!"

Just like before, she pointed at me and scolded me with an authoritative attitude.

I was only bewildered to hear that someone who wasn't my superior was disappointed in me.

"For a person of great achievement like Lord Bern to openly engage in such l-lewd acts!"

"I didn't know I was a person of great achievement, but anyway, before being a great person, I'm a human who can do lewd things."

"You should at least do it in an inn or a private room! What would future heroes learn if they saw Lord Bern in such an unseemly state?"

"Hmm... 'I want to have sex too'?"

"H-how frivolous!"

This is strange.

I remember that all the kids from Class A, whom I once taught, had that kind of mindset.

When I openly showed them me caressing Prah, they all rushed to caress their own swords.

If I were to gather them and have sex with Aira in front of them, I believe they'd start an orgy with classmates they had feelings for.

And those who weren't chosen could just have sex with their swords.

"Come on! As grown adults, we can sometimes have thrilling sex. As long as we can take responsibility for ourselves, there's no problem. Since we're on the topic, would Charlotte like to try it too?"

"As if I would do such a shameless act! Besides, I need to bear the next ruler. I can't mix my body with just anyone!"

"That's a shame. If you tried it once, you might change your mind."

"Even though I'm on vacation, my status as queen hasn't changed. Maintaining chastity as a queen is an essential virtue."

She was different from the queen I knew, which made me curious.

"Finally found you two! To think you were in such a gloomy alley! Were you planning to do it without me?"

As if on cue, the Witch King appeared from the opposite end of the alley and embraced me from behind.

She pressed her chest against my back, rubbing it, and even bit my earlobe with her lips without warning.

She already seemed to be in heat.

"Doesn't seem like an essential virtue."

"W-Witch King?!"

"Oh, what's this? It's the Queen of the Holden Kingdom! Did you come for sex too?"

"What? That's...!"

"Just to mention it, though I missed the timing, I am the Vampire Progenitor. While I am a being above kings, you can consider me a queen as well."

"V-Vampire Progenitor...?"

A look of utter disbelief.

However, when Aira directly demonstrated her Blood Magic, a situation was created where Charlotte had no choice but to believe.

After finishing her demonstration, Aira, along with the Witch King, dragged me to a love hotel, the final destination of our date.

Captured by two domineering queens, I didn't resist and was dragged along, and I could see Charlotte timidly following behind us.

Honorably, it seems I'll be dealing with three queens tonight.
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The hotel lobby.

The front desk employee was sweating profusely despite it being winter.

It was a natural reaction, considering that everyone standing before him was a VVIP.

"Excuse me... um! Didn't you make a reservation for three people?"

"Circumstances changed, so we're adding one more person. We'll pay the additional cost, so that's fine, right?"

"I'm sorry, but we only purchased dinner ingredients for three people..."

"I don't mind skipping a meal. I'll be getting enough protein supplements anyway."

Aira licked her lips while staring at my crotch.

I started feeling a bit afraid of just how much she planned to suck me dry.

"I understand. Then I'll prepare extra bedding and a robe..."

"Oh, there's no need to bother with those things!"

"We don't plan on sleeping tonight anyway."

The two women boldly declared to the employee that they were going to devour me all night.

The employee's sympathetic gaze turned toward me, but I deliberately avoided eye contact.

Even I couldn't have imagined this turn of events until this morning.

Who would have thought that the Vampire Progenitor and the Demon Queen would join forces to ravish me?

To make matters worse, Queen Holden Charlotte of the Holden Kingdom joining us was like a bolt from the blue.

*If Charlotte joins in too, I might actually die from overexertion...*

Charlotte is known to have transformed into the embodiment of lust from the moment she discovered sexual pleasure.

Asmodeus is just for show—it wouldn't be an exaggeration to say Charlotte is the true Succubus Queen.

I wasn't confident I could handle her on top of the Demon Queen and the Progenitor.

"Phew!"

Over the past ten years, having had many wives, I've consumed foods good for stamina, medicinal supplements, and even herbs Liri brought from other worlds.

Thanks to that, I've managed to compete with five wives in bed before, but these opponents are different.

They're all queens with extraordinary sexual appetites.

I felt tense watching them start undressing as soon as we entered the hotel room.

"Why are you just standing there watching?"

"Are you planning to be the only one not undressing?"

"Ugh! I really can't do this!"

For the record, I hadn't undressed yet either.

However, I was about to be forcibly stripped, so from their perspective, I was already naked.

"Are you backing out after coming this far?"

"We even added an extra person... Well, if you don't want to, there's nothing we can do."

The two women approached me.

Aira skillfully removed my top while the Demon Queen took care of my bottom, tossing them behind them.

Unlike complicated women's clothing, men's attire was simpler and easily removed.

"Then you just stay there and watch quietly."

"We'll show you what pleasure a woman can experience!"

"Ugh! I'm not interested..."

As soon as I finished speaking, Aira and the Demon Queen knelt down.

Aira gazed ecstatically at the massive member thrust before her face and began licking it with her tongue.

The Demon Queen crawled between my legs from the opposite side and extended her tongue to attack my anus.

"Huk!"

Front and back assault—the pinnacle of a threesome.

Although magic had cleaned everything thoroughly, licking an anus wasn't an easy task.

Yet the Demon Queen buried her nose in my buttocks and inserted her tongue deeply, stimulating my prostate.

Not stopping there, she gently massaged my scrotum with one hand.

"Kuk!"

Meanwhile, Aira had been swirling her tongue around my urethra.

As soon as my member reached its maximum size due to the Demon Queen's prostate stimulation, she suddenly swallowed it to the base.

In one go, the head was enveloped by her warm throat while her agile tongue stimulated my shaft.

"Are you two insane...?!"

I knew they both had strong sexual desires and were in heat.

However, they were performing acts that ordinary people couldn't do, servicing me shamelessly.

Charlotte, who was watching, covered her mouth in shock.

They had cranked the intensity to maximum from the start.

Slurp-! Suck-! Schlup-! Smack-!

Vulgar sounds echoed relentlessly from both front and back.

At this rate, I thought I would ejaculate while being dominated by the two of them, which stimulated my pride.

"Slurrrp! Suck suck!...Mmph?!"

I grabbed Aira's head as she was mindlessly sucking my member.

Then I pulled her strongly, thrusting deeper inside.

I pulled out briefly to let her catch her breath, then thrust back in.

"Smack...! Smack...! Slurp♡ Suck...hik!"

For the Demon Queen who was deliciously licking my anus, I pulled one foot back and stood on tiptoe.

My heel touched something wet and soft.

Realizing it was the Demon Queen's genitals, I shook my foot and rubbed her pussy roughly with my heel.

Moans of pleasure escaped from beyond the Demon Queen's throat.

I thought I was counterattacking a little, but this was my misconception.

"Kuhup!"

Aira tightened her lips even more, creating a vacuum, while the Demon Queen rolled her tongue more intensely and played with my scrotum.

They launched a fierce attack in response to my small counteroffensive.

As the urge to ejaculate rose instantly, I couldn't just stand still.

"You lustful wenches really came prepared!"

"Oh!"

I removed myself from Aira's mouth and pushed her body away.

I pounced on Aira as she fell to the floor.

Milky white skin, jet-black hair, and occasional glimpses of erotic pink.

Her nipples and slightly opened slit were a fresh pink color that looked delicious.

As the desire to penetrate her with my rigid member boiled up, I immediately took action.

I slightly lifted Aira's waist and inserted myself.

My shaft wedged between the slit that was gushing with juices.

"Hahik...!"

"Isn't this what you wanted?"

"Y-yes. Huut! Ah...uk...! Haaang♡"

"Kuk! The tightness...!"

"Huhut! This time, it's my victory...!"

Spurt! Spurrrrt!

Having been stimulated earlier and reaching my limit, I couldn't withstand the tight grip of her pussy and ejaculated.

However, I had already prepared for overtime, and coincidentally entering a rage-fueled fever time, I continued thrusting my hips while ejaculating.

"What? Huaang♡"

"Did you think it was over?"

"Kuhung...! Huang...! Ang! Ang! Euut...! H-how...?"

"You don't need to know that...!"

"Hugiii!"

I flipped Aira's body and thrust deeply from behind.

After that, I stopped thinking.

When the urge to ejaculate rose, I released inside her walls and endlessly moved my hips.

Sometimes I held her waist and ground our genitals together, sometimes I grabbed both her arms and pounded away.

After ejaculating about ten times without stopping, Aira's arms suddenly lost strength.

"Hau...! No, no more! Eung! Im...impossible. Kuhung♡"

Aira was down.

Looking back, I saw the Demon Queen flinch and stop the hand that had been rubbing her genitals.

I had been focusing all my attention on Aira and hadn't paid attention to her.

But now I could focus entirely on the Demon Queen, so I picked her up.

"Brace yourself."

"Ah...♡"

I hooked the Demon Queen's legs over my arms and spread them wide for Charlotte to see.

From the exposed slit between her legs, honey of pleasure flowed and dripped onto the floor.

I slowly positioned my member toward where the honey was dripping.

As my member approached, her pussy in heat reflexively gushed more honey.

She drenched my member with abundant honey, wetting it thoroughly.

Taking this as a sign she was ready to receive me, I lowered my arms and thrust in.

"Hukiit?!"

"Oh! It reached the womb in one go."

This was my first time taking someone from behind like this, but it felt quite good.

It was a shame I couldn't see her face gradually breaking with pleasure since I could only see the back of the Demon Queen's head, but that was fine.

It was exciting enough to watch Charlotte's pure reactions as she directly observed the Demon Queen's transformation.

"Huguk! Ohook♡ W-wait...! Hiik! Heyuk...! Ohot! The stimulation!!"

"Come on, this is the dick you wanted, right? So howl more like a pervert!"

"Hauut! Haang♡ Good...! Hook! Ot! Ot! Kuhiiit♡ Dick...! Love it...♡"

"You should watch carefully too. This is the future you'll soon experience."

"Ut...!"

Charlotte's face turned bright red, not knowing what to do.

Seeing her squeezing her legs together and rubbing them, it was clear her pussy was instinctively craving a dick too.

Though hidden by her skirt, her underwear was surely soaked already.

If she became more aroused, even her skirt would become wet with moisture.

"The Queen of the Holden Kingdom is watching, so you should try to make more vulgar sounds!"

"Hukiiit! A-already...! Huyuk! C-cumming...♡ Aang! Ang! If it gets stronger here...♡ No... I shouldn't... Huguk! Eung! Eung...! I-I'll crave it...♡"

"You want it stronger, then!"

"Eunghooook!!"

"Kyaah!"

Squish-! Squish-! Squish-! Squish-!

I released the strength in my arms, using gravity to thrust my member against the Demon Queen's cervix.

The Demon Queen threw her head back in climax as my member penetrated deep into her womb.

The juices spurting from our connection splashed onto Charlotte's body.

Meanwhile, the strong pressure from the walls squeezing my member that had entered her womb brought on the urge to ejaculate.

Unable to hold back any longer, I released my semen directly into her womb.

"Ohot...! Eung...! Haa...! Haa...! Huut!"

The Demon Queen let out coquettish moans as the white fluid poured into her in waves.

She still seemed to have energy left, so I should thrust more, but it was a shame to leave Charlotte unattended.

The Queen of Demons and the Queen of Humans.

How thrilling would it be to have my member between them?

Wanting to enjoy a queen sandwich on the bed, I tossed the Demon Queen onto it.

"Now! Your Majesty, please come here too."

"Ut...! I-I..."

"As you can see, it feels mind-blowingly good!"

"I...! I really can't do this!"

Before I could grab her arm, Charlotte turned around and tried to leave.

However, someone standing at the door caused her to fall backward.

"Aut!"

"I smelled my benefactor's scent strongly nearby, and here you are."

"Huh...?"

"Have you been well?"

"M-Maryan?"

"Yes! I am your one and only ant and queen, Maryan♡"

And with that, all the queens from various regions gathered in one place.
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As peace came to various regions, the Orichalcum Ants found themselves with no battles to fight.

Thinking it would be a waste to let their talents rot away, I suggested they put their efforts into construction work.

That's how the ants came to contribute to the development and construction in the demon realm, with Maryan becoming the overall manager.

Today, she had come looking for the Demon King to get approval signatures for a new building project.

She explained that while searching for the absent Demon King, she had caught my scent and followed it here.

"That's how it happened."

"I see."

"Though it wasn't my intention, I sincerely apologize for interrupting your pleasant time."

"It's fine, it's not like you cut in at a critical moment."

If anything, her appearance had helped me keep Charlotte from trying to escape.

Unfortunately, Charlotte was currently curled up in the corner of the room, glaring at me.

She was like an extremely wary cat, making it impossible to approach her carelessly.

"That's a relief then."

"But what about getting the Demon King's signature for approval? That might be difficult considering her current state."

At present, the Demon King was lying face down on the bed, her entire body trembling.

With each shudder, her opening continued to expel thick semen. I felt a belated regret for having been so merciless with her.

"That's quite alright! It's not an urgent matter, so I can come back later!"

"Instead of that, why don't you join us?"

"Pardon?"

"It's a bit embarrassing to say it myself, but I'm asking if you'd like to join this orgy."

"But would that be okay? I thought you were disgusted by the idea of having sex with me."

"I was horrified by the idea of spinning around dizzyingly in mid-air while having sex. If we do it normally, it's fine."

"Then, if you don't mind, could I join in?"

"Yes, come here."

"Okay...♡"

Looking back, the reason Charlotte had developed an aversion to sex was simple.

Aira and the Demon King, being experienced, were accustomed to sex and enjoyed forceful, rough hip movements.

But for Charlotte, who had never experienced or even witnessed sex before, it must have been frightening.

The sex with those two, who moaned wildly while being penetrated.

What if I showed her gentle sex with the inexperienced Maryan?

She might cautiously accept that 'that level is okay.'

With this grand plan in mind, I welcomed Maryan onto the bed.

"Ah! I'll undress myself!"

"Just take off your top. I want to remove the bottom myself."

Maryan used to wear elaborate dresses befitting her position as Queen Ant, but things were different now.

Since becoming a construction industry mogul, she insisted on wearing clean, beautiful formal attire.

Though the previous splendor was gone, I wasn't disappointed.

The office look had its own erotic charm that was rare in this other world.

Without hesitation, I grabbed the hem of her skirt and pulled it up sharply.

Black pantyhose reaching up to her navel.

The dark color at her feet gradually lightened as it rose, revealing the flesh beneath.

By the time it reached her plump thighs, groin, and where her underwear met the stockings, the sexiness of the stockings had reached its peak.

My cock was already twitching at the saliva-inducing erotic sight.

"Ah, is it still far? Your gaze is so intense, it's a bit embarrassing..."

Maryan had unbuttoned her shirt completely while removing her outer clothes.

The dark bra revealed along with her bare skin above the stockings was maddeningly erotic.

The shirt being partially rather than completely removed was actually perfect.

"Mmm. This is what an office look should be!"

With a pleased smile, I asked her to sit on the bed.

I made her stretch her slender legs forward and carefully positioned myself between them.

"Ah...ugh!"

"You don't need to be tense."

"Yes..."

A strong, addictive scent wafted up—a mixture of sweat from her travels and the love juices that had begun to flow.

Like cocaine for men, you might say.

I grabbed the stockings with both hands and tore them open just around her private parts.

Between the torn stockings appeared black panties that matched her bra.

I slipped a finger under the panties and pushed them slightly to the side, revealing the pink labia that had been hidden away.

"Um, how is it? My lower part?"

"Fuck..."

"Is it so strange that it makes you curse?"

Quite the opposite. It was a pussy that aroused not just sexual desire but appetite as well.

Actions speak louder than words.

I mercilessly pressed my mouth against the split opening.

"Hyaang?!"

I sucked on the soft labia with my lips and inserted my tongue into the moist crevice.

The salty taste of sweat stimulating my tongue and the subtle sweetness of her juices at the tip.

As a Mineral Ant who primarily consumed ore, but also took in the juice of fresh fruits for beauty purposes, Maryan's bodily fluids were sweet.

Since excessive sweetness can become cloying, her sweat, like rock salt, added saltiness to create a perfect balance.

My tongue happily explored her insides, as if her pussy could be served as a main dish without shame.

"Ugh...! Ah♡ Aang! Th-that place is sensitive...hyaang♡"

Surprised by the sudden pleasure, Maryan grabbed my head and tried to push me away.

But my desire burned even more intensely, and I held her legs firmly while moving my tongue more vigorously.

How could I resist this taste that was like a gourmet dish?

"Ah! Kyahyung! Ugh! Ugh! Haaaang♡"

Finally, she seemed to reach climax from my tongue, as sweet juices spurted onto my tongue tip and her inner walls began to convulse.

I wanted to taste more, but at this rate, I'd be licking her pussy all night without getting anything in return.

Reluctantly, I pulled my mouth away and looked at Maryan, who was lying on the bed panting.

Her nipples had perked up and her clitoris had swollen red from just one orgasm.

Seeing that sight, my cock was screaming that it wanted a taste too.

Just as women have separate upper and lower lips, men have separate upper and lower tongues.

I pressed my cock, which was dripping thick fluid like saliva, against her private parts.

"Mmm! Haa...! Haa...! Haugh!"

I teased her slowly, rubbing my glans against the soft flesh around her vaginal entrance.

I aimed my glans at her opening, which was quivering and craving my cock, and slowly penetrated inside.

"Kuk...!"

"Kuhugh!!"

With a stretching sound, I slowly forced my way through the tightly closed barrier.

Eventually, as my glans reached her narrow cervix, warm, fishy blood leaked from her opening.

Evidence of her deflowering.

Meanwhile, a moist droplet trickled down from Maryan's eye.

"Are you okay?"

"Yes! It hurt a little when it first went in, but I-I'm fine now."

"Don't push yourself unnecessarily."

"I'm not pushing myself. So you can move now, okay?"

"Alright."

I held both her legs and pulled my hips back, then slowly thrust forward.

I moved as if scraping her vaginal walls with my glans, exploring her sensitive spots.

When I noticed her body jerk and tremble at a certain spot, I twisted my hips to target that area.

"Mmm! Kyahyaang♡ Haa...! Ang! Ang! It feels good...! There...♡ Pierce me more there♡ Huaang!"

"Sure."

I gradually increased the tempo in stages, stabbing at Maryan's G-spot with my shaft.

By the time I increased the speed enough for lewd squelching sounds to echo from our joining, Maryan was making faint gasping sounds.

"Haak...! Haak...! Aang! Hugeugh! Good...♡ It feels good...♡ Haaaang!!"

"Seems you've gotten used to it."

"Yeheh♡ My pussy...! Haang! Is changing to fit your cock...♡ Hyaeung! Ang♡ Ang♡ As much as you want...! Mmm! Pierce meee♡"

"I'd like to give you as much as you want, but there are others waiting their turn."

"But...!"

"Don't worry. Huk...! Your turn will come again someday."

Her vaginal walls squeezed my penis as it penetrated her slippery depths, as if longing for it.

I twisted my hips to forcibly widen the lewd hole that was contracting as if it didn't want to let go.

Her legs wrapped around my waist, stubbornly refusing to release me, so I thrust my hips forward, striking her insides with my cock.

"Hukyuuugh!!"

"For now, be satisfied with this...!"

Finally, my glans, which had wedged into her cervix, ejaculated with a spurting sound, spewing white fluid.

As the warm semen gradually filled her womb, Maryan's legs began to lose strength.

I grabbed her legs and lifted them up.

The lewd joining point was raised along with them, allowing the semen that couldn't enter her womb to flow deeper inside.

Then, as I pulled my cock out of her pussy, some of the semen spurted out with a popping sound and landed on Maryan's face.

"Haa...! Haa...! Ah...♡"

Maryan wiped the semen from her face with her finger.

She immediately brought it to her mouth and began sucking and savoring it.

She was sucking it so lewdly that it reminded me of how I had tasted her pussy.

"Wow..."

Maryan's actions caused my cock, which had been about to calm down, to stiffen again.

As I released her, I turned my gaze to the corner of the room.

"Ugh...! Ah...! Mmm...♡"

Charlotte was now openly rubbing her private parts with her fingers in the corner.

After witnessing consecutive sexual acts, her body must have become too hot to bear without masturbating.

She was mindlessly caressing her reddened, engorged pussy over her wet panties.

"You want to do it too, don't you?"

"Hyaah...! Th-this...! That's not it!"

"I saw you rubbing your pussy frantically just now, so what do you mean it's not?"

"Uuuu!"

"The desire to reproduce is natural for living beings. Don't be embarrassed, come over here too."

"Ugh...!"

I could see Charlotte struggling with what to do.

But as time passed, her pussy craved more pleasure, and soon her love juices were pouring out enough to seep through her wet panties.

Finally, Charlotte awkwardly walked to the bed and stood before me, beginning to remove her clothes one layer at a time.

Having become completely naked, she carefully climbed onto the bed and lay down.

"P-please be gentle."

"As you command."

Unlike with Maryan, this time no warm-up was necessary.

Charlotte's tightly closed slit pussy, protruding between her thick thighs, was already slick with love juices.

A pure pussy that had never allowed anyone entry until now.

When I pressed my glans against her swollen red labia, the entrance relaxed slightly.

I was about to insert slowly, predicting it would be tighter than Maryan's, when suddenly...

"Huh...?"

"Hukkiiiugh?!"

As soon as my glans slightly wedged into her opening, my cock was sucked inside as if sliding in.

In an instant, our lower abdomens met, and my glans reached her cervix.

Surprisingly, there was no incident of tearing through a narrow barrier along the way.

"This can't be her first time... C-could it be?"

Had her hymen already been torn from excessive masturbation?

Looking at Charlotte, she blushed and turned her head away, reading my thoughts.

She had been pretending to be refined, but in reality, she was a lewd queen.

"Ha...haha!"

Of course.

There was no way Charlotte's inner sluttish nature had disappeared.

She must have been secretly masturbating out of sexual curiosity all this time.

To satisfy her sexual desires, which were more vigorous than others', she must have spent at least twice the average time pleasuring herself.

There was no way her hymen could have remained intact.

I couldn't help but smile lewdly with a strange sense of elation.

The fortunate thing was that this lewd queen still didn't know the taste of a man's cock.

To teach her that, I pulled my hips back.

"Surprisingly, Your Majesty's pussy has already accepted my cock, so I'll go fast!"

"W-wait...ugh!"

Squelch-! Squelch-! Squelch-!

My cock and her pussy began rubbing frantically, making lewd sounds from the start.

The wrinkled flesh inside her smooth hole rubbed against the sensitive part of my glans, sending thrilling sensations to my brain.

"Ammm...! Ugh...! Mmm...!"

Charlotte was trying to cover her mouth, holding back her moans.

Though it was a meaningless resistance, I decided to let her do as she wished for now.

I diligently pounded my hips, drumming into her depths and scraping her flesh walls with the sensitive part of my glans.

Meanwhile, as I penetrated Charlotte's passage, warm flesh wrapped around me, delivering unbearable pleasure.

"How is it? The sensation of being penetrated by a man?"

"......Mmm."

"It's quite different from soothing yourself with fingers, isn't it?"

"......Ang."

"It's not good to hold back like that."

Charlotte had been making quiet moans since earlier.

Though the sensation of her vaginal walls tightly wrapping around me was thrilling, her response was rather lackluster.

I wished she would moan more passionately or become more uninhibited.

"How about honestly expressing your true feelings?"

"...t-true feelings?"

"Yes, your true feelings."

"...then harder."

"Huh?"

"Please thrust harder...!"

She had asked me to be gentle, so although the tempo was fast, I had been holding back when thrusting.

However, Charlotte suddenly demanded that I thrust harder, as if dissatisfied with that.

As she wished, I began pounding my hips hard enough to make her labia swell red.

Squelch-squelch sounds echoed as my pre-cum and her love juices mixed, forming sticky threads.

"Ang! M-more forcefully...!"

"What?"

"Ram it in harder! Kuhng...!"

Incredibly, Charlotte was demanding that I be even rougher than I already was.

I was about to lift her up to pound her harder when suddenly...

She pushed my body away with unexpected strength and took the reverse position.

"Haa...! Haa...! This is what I mean!"

"Kup?!"

Charlotte aimed her dripping hole at my penis and then sat down hard.

At the same time, she shook her body uncontrollably up and down, greedily devouring my cock with her pussy.

"Ang♡ Th-this is it...♡ This is what I wanted♡ Haaang! Mmm...! Kuheung♡"

"C-crazy!"

Pang-pang-pang-!

Charlotte pounded down, making slapping sounds.

She placed her interlocked hands behind her head and shook her hips from side to side while bouncing up and down.

With her armpits fully exposed, she stuck her tongue out slightly and began making vulgar moaning sounds while smiling lewdly.

"Haaang! It's good! Mmm-mmm-mmm! Hugiiit! Huhehe♡ I never knew something could feel this good...♡ Hogooh!"

Her incredibly vulgar dance movements and pussy ravaging my shaft.

With her lips pushed forward, she exhaled wanton breaths as saliva dripped from her tongue onto my abdomen.

"Is this really not a succubus?!"

Seemingly finding the pleasure insufficient, Charlotte lowered her arms and began kneading her own voluptuous breasts.

While massaging her breasts, she lightly pinched her pink nipples or traced circles around her areolas, sinking into pleasure.

Eventually, she pulled her breasts to her own mouth and began sucking them with smacking sounds.

Each time she did this, her hole contracted with pleasure, strongly compressing my glans and delivering brain-numbing pleasure.

"Heek♡ Heak♡ Slurp...! Kuheung♡ Mmm! Haugh! Ang! Haaang♡ To think I've lived without knowing this pleasure until now...! Slurp! Smack! Hueu...! Haaang! I-I've lost half my life♡"

"Crazy bitch...! Crazy bitch...!"

Charlotte's eyes lost focus as she completely lost herself in pleasure.

Even in this state, her sticky vaginal walls firmly wrapped around the cock inside her, sucking it tightly.

Her hole, which took in everything from the glans to the base without giving up.

The wrinkled, moist vaginal mucosa continuously rubbed against the sensitive parts of my glans, encouraging the urge to ejaculate.

"Kuk! No more...!"

"Ang! Are you going to cum? Good♡ Fill me up with it...! Heek! Heek! Ang! Ooh! Haak...! You have to mix up my womb with your semen...♡ Oh♡ Oh♡ Haang!"

"Ugh...!"

"Kuhaaaaaaang♡"

Bwurut! Gulp-gulp-gulp!

Finally, unable to hold back any longer, the feeling of ejaculation rose to the peak, and I poured sticky white fluid inside her.

Her vaginal folds, which massaged all the way to the base, sucked up even the semen stored in my testicles.

It would be no exaggeration to describe Charlotte's pussy as an insane masterpiece, like a leech stealing semen.

"Haa...! Haa...!"

"You can go another round, right?"

"...This is crazy."

By now, Aira had recovered and climbed onto the bed to bite my neck and drink my blood.

The Demon King was also gathering herself, crawling to my side and beginning to lick my nipples.

Maryan, as if unsatisfied, had inserted her fingers into her own pussy and was licking the semen that came out.

And Charlotte's blue eyes, once noble, seemed to have been infected by lust and turned pink, or so it felt.

I had to survive among these insane queens.

"I'm screwed."

The future already looked bleak.
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On a fresh morning, I emerged from the inn in a haggard state, having barely escaped from the queens.

With both my energy and vitality completely drained by them, I was left covered in kiss marks and numerous bite marks from Aira's bloodsucking.

"Perhaps inviting Maryan was a poor choice..."

Dealing with Charlotte alone, who had awakened after losing her virginity, was already overwhelming.

Adding Maryan, the Queen Ant, to the mix had subjected me to an endless hell of lust.

Though I managed to survive and return, I doubt I'll be able to do anything strenuous for a while.

I should go back home with my wife and children waiting at the Demon King's Castle and rest for some time.

As I turned my steps toward the castle with this resolve, a familiar cry came from the shadows.

When I turned my head, Chaos was peering at me with just his face poking out from the shadows.

"King!"

"Ah, did you come looking for me because I wasn't home?"

"Woof!"

"Bell, Nel, and Mel came too."

Soft puppies emerged from beneath the grinning Chaos and rushed toward me.

The puppies encircled my legs, wagging their tails.

They tried to cling to me by climbing onto my shoes or rolling over, showing heart-melting affection.

I crouched down and petted these puppies that reminded me of black sesame rice cakes.

"Whiiine...!"

While Chaos had three puppies, I only had two hands.

With one hand short, one puppy inevitably felt left out.

I stopped petting them individually and gathered all the puppies together, lifting them into my arms.

The puppies, now floating in my embrace, panted heavily and wagged their tails vigorously.

Unable to resist the temptation of these fluffy bundles huddled in my arms, I buried my face in one puppy's head.

The wild scent and soft, fluffy texture were intoxicating elements that left me smiling when I pulled my face away.

"So healing!"

"Woof woof!"

"Yes, now that my business is done, we should head back."

Above all, I needed to warn the children about the danger that awaited them in the distant future.

Since it concerned the children's future, I naturally needed to discuss it with my wives and devise countermeasures.

"Since we're already in the Demon Realm, let's see some familiar faces before we leave."

"Woof?"

"You'll recognize them too."

I went straight to the Demon King's Castle and joined Meryl, who was playing with the children.

Hades was temporarily away on broadcasting business.

"Hades is still busy, I see."

After getting married, Hades naturally retired.

However, rather than abandoning broadcasting entirely, he had his loyal Durahanzu take over his legacy.

Composed of cute girls with different concepts, Durahanzu was fairly well-received by people, though not quite as popular as Hades had been.

The brilliant move was allowing each member to have their own individual broadcast, expanding their reach.

Moreover, with Hades investing and supporting them as their manager, they were sailing smoothly without incidents.

Though it meant more work, it couldn't be abandoned since it accounted for half of our household income.

Considering that the other half came from Sestia's earnings, it was clear how remarkable the broadcasting income was.

"It's unfortunate, but Hades will join us later. Let's depart first."

I climbed onto Chaos, who had returned to his original form, and loaded the children and Meryl as well.

Chaos, much larger than when I first met him, could easily carry more than ten people.

Running like the wind, we crossed the vast plains and reached my destination in one go.

I'm always amazed by his speed, which rivals dragons soaring through the vast sky.

"A waterfall!"

"Dad, did we come here just to swim?"

"Oh dear, what should we do? I didn't bring swimsuits because I didn't expect we'd be coming to a waterfall..."

"Hahaha! We didn't come here to swim."

I used magic to freeze the entire waterfall and river.

The children cheered with delight at the picturesque sight of the frozen waterfall.

Saying I had more to show them, I shattered the pillar formed by the frozen waterfall.

The finely crushed ice particles scattered around, creating an even more beautiful scene.

I felt proud watching the children jump around happily inside.

"Oh? There's a cave over there?"

"That's our destination."

Beyond the waterfall was a cave—the nest of Ernia, a dragon residing in the eastern part of the continent.

Normally, it would be a place one shouldn't tread carelessly, but she and I share a deep connection.

Due to the master-servant relationship created by the Holy Sword, she, having fallen to the sword, would never harm me.

My only concern was that I might have come when she was absent, as I hadn't contacted her beforehand.

"Ernia! Are you there?"

I called out loudly as I entered the cave entrance, my voice echoing deep inside.

But no matter how long I waited, there was no response.

*That's strange. I can sense a presence...*

I left the children with Meryl and entered the cave.

Ernia's nest hadn't changed much since I first visited.

Still, it was clean inside, suggesting she maintained it regularly.

It was clear she hadn't relocated her nest, yet it was strangely quiet.

As I approached what seemed to be Ernia's bedroom, I suddenly recalled our first meeting.

I remember she was enjoying her "happy time" back then.

Her fluids had sprayed out of the cave, hadn't they?

Even now, remembering it made me laugh at how absurd it was.

"Surely she's not enjoying her happy time right now?"

Joking to myself, I peeked into Ernia's bedroom where I sensed a presence.

Unfortunately, she wasn't there either.

Instead, a small girl who resembled Ernia was staring at me blankly.

"Huh...?"

Looking at this girl who was identical to Ernia, all sorts of thoughts crossed my mind.

From thinking Ernia had regressed to childhood to wondering if she had a hidden child.

The last time I met Ernia was nine years ago.

She suddenly disappeared, and even when I said I'd visit occasionally, she politely declined.

Our communication was limited to occasional letters.

Therefore, this girl couldn't possibly be my child.

*Did she get involved with another man while I wasn't visiting?*

Yet I didn't feel heartbroken.

I have strong possessiveness and absolutely no netorare tendencies.

So why didn't I feel betrayed by Ernia at all?

While I was pondering this, the girl uttered something unexpected.

"Daddy?"

"What?"

"It's Daddy!"

The girl who resembled Ernia pointed at me and called me father.

That's when I began to notice features that Ernia didn't have.

Sharp eyes, a high nose, and thick eyebrows.

These were characteristics I had, not Ernia.

As I realized this girl was an exquisite blend of Ernia and me, some of my questions were answered.

The reason I didn't feel hurt seeing this girl, who was essentially evidence of infidelity.

It was because my instincts told me this girl might actually be my child with Ernia.

But I was still puzzled.

How could I have a child with Ernia when we hadn't met for nine whole years?

Even in our exchanged letters, she never once mentioned being pregnant.

"I'm your daddy...?"

"Yes! You're Nena's daddy!"

"Aren't you mistaken?"

"Nope, it's definitely you! You look exactly like the picture Mommy rubs between her legs every night!"

My head spun a little at the girl's words.

Her statement suggested Ernia was engaging in inappropriate behavior in front of a young girl.

I wanted to believe it was a lie, but the picture the girl retrieved from the bed was undeniable evidence.

It was the drawing of me that Ernia had suddenly requested nine years ago.

The worn-out paper confirmed it was indeed the picture I had provided back then.

"Mommy said it's a picture of Daddy! So you must be Nena's daddy!"

My mind was somewhat confused, but her statement about her mother having "happy time" while looking at my picture every night was convincing.

If Ernia pleasured herself while looking at my picture daily, it was unlikely she'd be intimate with another man.

To be certain, I'd need to hear directly from Ernia, but I didn't know when she'd return.

"Umm, child."

"Nena! My name is Nena, Daddy!"

"Right, Nena. Where did your mommy go?"

"She went to get meat for Mommy and Nena to eat until we're full!"

"So she went hunting."

"Yes! Nena always felt lonely at this time, but today is okay! Because Nena finally met the daddy she wanted to see!"

The girl hugged me tightly with a broad smile.

The possibility that this child wasn't my daughter had long vanished.

Instead, I felt angry. This child hadn't seen her father's face since birth.

It meant Ernia had deliberately hidden our child from me, which was something I needed to confront her about.

But I couldn't wait indefinitely for her return, so I asked Nena a few questions.

"Nena, there's something Daddy wants to know."

"Ask me anything! Nena will tell you!"

"Haven't you wanted to see Daddy's face all this time?"

"I wanted to! That's why I'm so happy now!"

"Really? Have you ever told Mommy you wanted to see Daddy?"

"Yes! But Mommy said we couldn't meet yet."

"Do you know why she said you couldn't meet me?"

"She said I could only meet you after I grew big enough to have Daddy's baby!"

"...This is insane."

I knew Ernia envied Breeze and Rene.

But the fact that she had been hiding Nena all this time, trying to raise her like Rene, was absurd.

Is that what a mother should do?

As I frowned, visibly displeased, Nena seemed to read my anger and shared something shocking.

"Daddy, please don't be angry... Mommy hurts a lot..."

"Huh? What do you mean?"

"Before Nena was born, Mommy said she was cursed while fighting a god to help Daddy..."

"Cursed...?"

"Mommy cries every day, missing Daddy but saying her face is hideous. Whenever that happens, Nena comforts her, and Mommy tells Nena that when she grows up, she must love Daddy in Mommy's place..."

I felt like I'd been hit from behind—a feeling I hadn't experienced when I first met Nena.

The Ernia I knew had a face far from hideous; she was beautiful.

She knew it too and always approached me seductively.

Yet this Ernia looked at her own face and called it hideous.

As I struggled to believe this unbelievable story, footsteps rushing into the cave could be heard.

"Nena!"

Ernia, rushing to check on her daughter's safety.

She froze in place when our eyes met.

"Ernia..."

"Ugh...!"

Ernia's face, which I hadn't seen for nine years.

Numerous burn marks, and part of the skin around her mouth had melted away, revealing red muscle clearly.

Additionally, her right ear was cut off, and her right eye socket was completely empty.

Just as Nena had told me, Ernia's appearance had been terribly transformed by a curse.

Tears flowed from my eyes at the sight of her transformation, and before Ernia could speak, I embraced her.

I had been the worst husband.
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After learning about Ernia's condition, I decided to have a conversation with her.

We sat facing each other in silence until I felt I should be the one to break it.

"How did you end up like this?"

I already knew when it happened from what Nena had told me.

It was 10 years ago, while I was bound by the foreign god, when Lucifer led the dragons to confront the gods in the heavenly realm.

"...That day, while Breeze Sephiron was drawing the gods' attention from the front, I burrowed into their flank with several other dragons."

She told me that the flank was mostly composed of gods with defensive abilities.

Though difficult to break through, she thought that if they unleashed overwhelming firepower, they would eventually gain the upper hand.

"But the area I broke through turned out to be nothing but illusions and traps."

After giving it her all and finally succeeding in breaking through, Ernia immediately tried to strike the enemy's front line from behind.

But at that moment, her strength drained from her body, and she was struck by all kinds of curses.

Unable to move, she finally fell as her body felt like it was melting from the excruciating pain.

The gods seized that opportunity and unleashed all manner of attacks on her, resulting in her current state.

"Why didn't you tell me about this until now?"

"...Even this appearance is much improved. When I was first injured, I was too hideous and disfigured to show myself. It was so bad that humans who saw me on my way back to the nest all vomited at the sight."

"You know I'm different from them, don't you?"

"I know, but I didn't want to show you. I didn't want the beautiful me in your memories to be replaced by something so ugly!"

Unlike Breeze Sephiron and other dragons, Ernia placed great importance on aesthetic value.

She paid a lot of attention to beauty, eating beneficial herbs or applying them to her scales for health and beauty.

Imagining the pain she must have felt seeing her damaged appearance, I couldn't offer any comfort.

Even if others told her it was okay, she probably couldn't accept how she had changed.

"So you raised our daughter Nena like a precious treasure until the day she could take your place? Without telling me?"

"Yes, I sincerely apologize for not mentioning Nena's existence at all. To be honest, I was afraid. I feared you would abandon me because I had become so hideous...!"

"You fool. No matter how you've changed, I would never abandon my own. Unless you had betrayed me first."

"But...!"

"No buts! Because of your unilateral decision, I missed years of seeing our beloved daughter's face, and I didn't even know you were living in pain. Do you have any idea how heartbreaking that is?"

"I'm sorry...!"

Ernia hung her head and began to sob.

Seeing tears dripping onto the back of her hand made my heart ache terribly.

Where had it all gone wrong?

Was it asking Ernia to participate in the battle? Not resolving the fight with the foreign god quickly enough?

Perhaps my biggest mistake was not coming to find her despite her refusal.

But I couldn't turn back time.

So instead of blaming anyone, I needed to do what I hadn't been able to do.

As part of that, I placed my hand on the back of hers and held it firmly.

"Ernia, you've been through so much. It must have been hard raising Nena alone with your injured body."

"Ah... weren't you angry with me?"

"I was angry, and I have a lot to say. But when I think about the time I couldn't spend with you and Nena, even being angry seems like a waste of time."

I gently rose from my seat and sat down next to Ernia.

Still not wanting to show her face, she kept her head bowed low.

I gently caressed her chin with my right hand and pulled her face toward me.

The tears flowing from her empty eyes made my heart sink again.

But I couldn't dwell on emotions forever, so I looked her straight in the eyes.

"Don't look at me...!"

"Looking closely, it's not that bad at all."

"Please don't say such empty words..."

"Empty words? Do I look like I'm speaking empty words? You're dead wrong."

Nena is currently outside the cave, playing with her siblings under Meryl's protection.

We told her that mom and dad needed to have an important conversation, so she wouldn't be back for a while.

That's why I could act boldly.

"Mmph?!"

I pulled Ernia close and brought my face near hers.

I smiled at the surprised Ernia and pressed my lips against her soft ones.

I could taste a faint saltiness around her mouth from the tears flowing from her eyes.

"I meant what I said."

"Ah...!"

I kissed her again, conveying my feelings.

At first, I sensed hesitation, but the second time she didn't resist.

With her eyes gently closed, she focused all her attention on my lips and tongue entwining with hers.

Satisfied with Ernia's newfound honesty, I decided to focus solely on our connection.

Ernia clung to me fiercely, kissing passionately and thrusting her tongue in, as if wondering how she had endured all this time.

Her desperate craving for my love seemed both pitiful and cute.

Although she had many scars and her right mouth corner was torn lengthwise, even these features looked lovely to me.

In fact, I was slightly aroused by the fact that I was making love to a frail woman.

"Ah!"

"Hahaha...! It's a bit embarrassing, but now you know I'm serious, right?"

A bamboo shoot suddenly rose from below while Ernia was clinging to me, focused on our kiss.

The sight of it trying to burst through my pants looked unsightly to me, but Ernia seemed to see it differently.

Knowing what it was, she began to breathe heavily.

Just as I thought the submissive female dragon's true nature was emerging, she suddenly began to cry.

"Do you... do you really love me even like this?"

"You're stubborn. The evidence is right in front of you, and you still doubt it?"

"I can't believe it. I could imagine being despised, abandoned, or at best pitied and comforted, but I never imagined you would embrace me again...!"

"Don't underestimate my sexual desire. Despite appearances, I've done it with swords, slimes, undead, and even foreign gods. I don't get turned off just because a body part is missing or damaged."

You can look down on it as a sexual deviation if you want.

If there's love, I'll unbuckle my belt and throw off my pants anytime.

"You still seem to be in shock. I was going to be gentle, but that won't do."

"Kyaah!"

"Let's go to the bed."

I lifted Ernia's body with both hands in a princess carry and took her to the bed.

Her body, which had become quite thin from her emotional suffering, was surprisingly light despite being a dragon.

Thinking that our poor female dragon needed some protein supplementation, I tossed her onto the bed.

"W-wait...!"

I climbed on top of Ernia and reached for her clothes.

Startled by this action, she grabbed my arm in resistance, but it was futile.

The current Ernia didn't even have the strength to resist.

I grabbed her thin clothes on both sides and ripped them apart.

I wanted to see that voluptuous body that couldn't rival Breeze Sephiron's, even if just for a moment.

But Ernia's naked body revealed this way was quite different from what I had known.

Burn marks extended across her body, bruises were scattered here and there, and her once jade-like skin was nowhere to be found.

Overall, she had lost a lot of weight, making her far from voluptuous.

"So this is why you were resisting so much?"

"Ugh...!"

"Come on! I've told you many times. I'm the ultimate opportunist!"

I actually liked it.

The different colors painted on the pure white canvas strangely turned me on.

Especially before, when she was so white that it was hard to notice changes even if I finished outside, but now it would be different.

Now it would be clearly visible when sprayed on her body.

Just imagining that scene made me smile.

"So there's no problem! Let's go all the way!"

"Are you really going to go all the way?"

"I heard you've been satisfying yourself with just your fingers for the past 9 years. Damn it! When I hear that cobwebs have formed in my exclusive love nest, of course I need to do some spring cleaning!"

I'm aware that my current self is too vulgar to ever face the children.

But I wanted to treat the physically and emotionally wounded Ernia exactly as I had before.

Understanding my intentions, a smile finally began to form on her face.

"I had forgotten. That I am a female who has submitted to you."

"You catch on quickly. If you understand, spread your legs."

"...Yes♡"

It may be crude, but this has always been the form of love between Ernia and me, so what does it matter?

The act of pleasure—thrusting, being thrust into, mixing together stickily—is undoubtedly love as well.
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After spending a passionate and intimate time with Ernia after nine years, we lay side by side on the bed, continuing our pillow talk.

"By the way, when did Nena conceive, and when did she give birth?"

"Do you remember the day I mixed bodies with Breeze to instill despair in Ignite?"

"Don't tell me it was then?"

"Yes! I didn't know it at the time, but I succeeded in conceiving right away."

"Wait, are you saying you fought against gods while pregnant? Were you okay?"

"Fortunately, the gods' curses didn't reach me, and even though I suffered serious injuries, the egg I laid was perfectly intact without a single crack."

Considering the humiliation Ernia had endured, Nena's birth was nothing short of a miracle.

Given the physical blows inflicted on a pregnant woman and the mental anguish she suffered afterward, a miscarriage wouldn't have been surprising at all.

The excuse that dragons are sturdy doesn't apply to hatchlings who aren't fully grown adults.

Moreover, could one even properly call it a hatchling when it was barely a fetus?

Yet Nena endured steadfastly and came into the world.

"Nena is truly an amazing child. Not only was she laid perfectly intact, but she also grew up to be a cheerful child under me, who was suffering from depression."

"She's quite capable and admirable despite being so young."

"That's why I wanted her to receive a lot of love in my place."

"I'll say it again, but I..."

"I know. Even if it's Nena, she can't replace me. You loved me wholeheartedly despite my body becoming something I'm embarrassed to show. If I still haven't come to my senses, I'd be beyond help."

"I'm glad you understand."

"Hehehe! I'll never doubt you again, ever."

Ernia gently rubbed her face against my shoulder, her cheeks flushing.

Just as I was reaching out to her affectionate gesture, footsteps were heard from beyond the bedroom.

I could tell who it was from the confident stride.

I hurriedly gathered and put on the clothes I had thrown off.

"Right! I tore your clothes, didn't I? At least take my coat..."

"Huh?"

Unlike my frantic movements, Ernia had created a dress from her scales.

She wore a flower-shaped eye patch over her empty right eye, making herself look pretty.

Then she tilted her head as if wondering what the problem was.

It was a moment that made me feel the sorrow of being human.

"Mom! Dad!"

Having successfully dressed in time, I welcomed Nena, who returned with a bright smile.

Nena, who had been playing outside to her heart's content, had much more laughter in her than when I first met her.

"What has Nena brought?"

"Hmm? What did you bring?"

"Hehe! Ta-da!"

Pulling her hands from behind her back, Nena proudly showed us flower crowns she had woven.

There were three crowns in total, each with different craftsmanship, indicating that not only Nena but also Mary and Zeke had made them together.

The fact that Nena brought all the crowns, including those made by the other children, must have been Meryl's consideration.

She must have let them go so that I, Ernia, and Nena could spend quality time together.

"First, for Dad!"

Nena ran toward me with a bright smile.

Jumping midway, she forcibly landed on my forearm and placed a flower crown on my head.

"Next, Mom!"

Nena jumped off my arm without hesitation and rushed to Ernia this time.

Just like with me, she nestled into her mother's arms and placed a flower crown on Ernia's head.

"And lastly, Nena!"

The remaining crown was naturally for Nena.

After putting the flower crown on her own head, Nena climbed down from Ernia's embrace.

Instead, she grabbed Ernia's hand with her tiny fingers and pulled her toward me.

Then, as if it were the most natural thing, she firmly grasped my hand with her other hand and smiled brightly.

"Hehehe! Dad, Mom, and Nena are all together!"

After nine years, our family was finally united as one.

Another way to interpret this was that I hadn't visited my wife and daughter even once for a whole nine years.

It wouldn't have been strange if Nena hated me for this, but she welcomed me with a smiling face, not minding at all.

Joy and guilt, these two emotions came and went, making my heart complicated in many ways.

However, I couldn't show a gloomy expression in front of my delighted daughter, so I finally spoke the words I had been hesitating to say.

"Listen, Ernia. Would you like to leave this place and live with us in our home in the snowy mountains?"

"But isn't the Northern Region Breeze's territory?"

"That's true, but there's no particular problem with two dragons coexisting, right? It's not like you'll be fighting over territory. And I'd like Nena to get along well with her other siblings."

"Nena's siblings..."

According to Ernia, she was the first to become pregnant among all my relationships.

Nena's age might be the same as my eldest daughter Luri, but she was born earlier.

Therefore, all the children at our home, including the firstborn, would be her siblings.

"I'm not forcing you. It's just that seeing Nena coming back after playing outside with her siblings makes me think it would be better if we lived together. And there might be someone who knows how to break the curse on your body."

"You're right. I shouldn't make Nena experience loneliness forever just because I'm afraid to show my appearance. I'll move my nest to the Northern Region."

"Really?"

"Of course. I decided not to hesitate anymore, remember?"

With Ernia's big decision, it seemed she could finally live with me.

It might be a bit awkward for the people at home to suddenly have a new family member, but that's okay.

Except for the children, everyone else already knows Ernia, and in Nena's case, her good personality will help her adapt quickly and make friends with others.

As I smiled, looking forward to the future, Ernia suddenly whispered to me gently.

"But in return, you have to love me a lot, just like today♡ Understood?"

"Ah!"

Another pleasurable responsibility had been added.

***

Although it was decided that Ernia would live with us, naturally, no preparations for moving had been made.

So she said she would pack her belongings and come later, telling us to go ahead first. Meryl offered to stay behind and help with the packing.

I offered to help too, but Meryl firmly refused, saying one person was enough.

The children also insisted on playing more with Nena, whom they had just befriended, so I ended up leaving alone.

'Since I have some time, I should check on that guy's situation.'

Even without my concern, that guy would probably be living well on his own.

But just as with Ernia's case, I didn't know how he might have changed.

To see for myself, I headed to the Twisted Forest with Chaos.

"It's been a really long time since I've been here."

"Waoong?"

"What kind of forest is this, you ask? It's complicated to explain, but as the name suggests, it's a twisted forest."

Chaos tilted his head, seeming even more confused.

Beyond being complicated, I didn't want to explain in detail.

But Chaos, being curious, bit onto my pant leg and wouldn't let go.

He meant for me to explain properly before leaving.

"It's called the Twisted Forest because it creates twisted sexual desires. To put it simply, it's a forest where interspecies relationships are commonplace."

"Woof!"

Chaos snorted as if it wasn't a big deal.

Contrary to my expectations, it seemed his sexual desires weren't twisted.

"Well, our love also falls into the category of twisted desires, you know?"

"Kyaang?!"

Chaos was shocked, thinking it wasn't pure love.

For me, I was rather disappointed by Chaos's reaction, which I had taken for granted.

"Well, in society, love between a human and one of the Four Perils is hard to see as pure."

"Kiuung...!"

"Don't be too disheartened. That doesn't mean I don't love you."

"Woof woof! Waoong! Waang!"

Chaos, having realized it was a twisted desire, tempted me to make a fourth child in the forest.

Unfortunately, not only did I have things to do, but Chaos couldn't get pregnant as it wasn't a full moon.

Postponing the fourth child for another opportunity, I entered the forest with Chaos and proceeded to the lake.

"He should be around this lake..."

"Waoong?"

"Hm? Where is he, you say?"

"Woof!"

The place Chaos's cute paw pointed to.

There, a young man was diligently chopping wood, unchanged from before.

Of course, he wasn't cutting wood with an axe. He was penetrating the hole of a tree with the rod between his thighs.

"To think such a stiff trunk could hide so much water! As soon as I move my hips, you gush out water so messily!"

"..."

"You lewd tree! Bear a human child!"

"Good grief."

What on earth had turned Kang Jun-hyeok into such a monster?

If he was at least mixing bodies with a tree spirit, a dryad, I could understand.

But now, he was a libertine vigorously playing with a tree without any tofu.

"L-let's go back."

"Waoong..."

Just as I was about to leave, frightened by the transformed Jun-hyeok, I unfortunately made eye contact with him.

"Hu, huhu...! Huhahahahaha!"

Jun-hyeok suddenly started laughing like a madman.

His face wore a smile that seemed to mock me.

"You're too late, you idiot! I've already taken all the trees here! They're all non-virgins!"

"Uh... I-I see?"

"They're all women deeply infatuated with my magnificent tool! There's not a single tree anywhere that will give you their first experience!"

"I see."

My tears were salty.

Although I've had experiences with swords and undead, they were all sentient beings.

In contrast, the trees Jun-hyeok was mixing with had no personality, let alone the ability to speak.

But in his eyes, they seemed to be women of unparalleled beauty, so it was obvious he would ignore me if I tried to tell him the reality.

Tears welled up in my eyes at his predicament, but he misunderstood, thinking I was crying because he had taken all the trees.

"Huhahaha! Are you upset? If you kneel before me and beg right now, I might let you have a discarded old tree!"

"No, it's fine. I'll be going now."

"Coward! That's why you lose trees to me! Hahaha!"

I left the forest, leaving Jun-hyeok behind.

I thought how fortunate I was not to meet such an end.

If my time to die ever comes, I'll at least go with integrity.

***

In the VIP room of the Demon King's Castle.

Four women were discussing matters related to the country and political situations in this place, accessible only to those with permission.

These women, with unbelievable ranks such as the Queen of the Holden Kingdom, the Progenitor, the Demon King, and the Orichalcum Queen Ant.

They gathered closely, holding serious meetings, discussions, and establishing countermeasures.

"Is this all for today's agenda?"

"Yes, with this, the relationship between the Holden Kingdom and the Demon Realm will continue smoothly. Thank you both for sharing your opinions."

"I merely sipped tea and voiced what came to mind."

"I'm also a novice in politics, so I probably wasn't of much help."

"Both of you don't need to be so modest. You added to their solutions, making them perfect."

The women chatted and laughed in a harmonious atmosphere.

The turning point in this atmosphere came with just one sentence.

"Well, now that we've successfully concluded today's meeting, shall we go and have our way with Lord Bern?"

"""Yay~!"""

Bern, too, was destined not to die peacefully.

Ch.400 - 381. Epilogue 14 (The End) + (Family Tree)
Clop-clop-clop!

A black horse galloped across the dry wilderness.

On the saddle atop the horse sat a white-haired woman, reins in hand, contrasting starkly with her mount.

After skillfully guiding her horse, she stopped at the edge of a ravine.

The woman dismounted and approached another woman of similar age standing on the precipice.

"What's the current situation?"

"As you can see, it's going smoothly."

At the invitation to come and see for herself, the woman used magic to enhance her vision.

Now able to see a hundred li away, she peered through the dusty haze.

"That guy is still fighting recklessly as ever."

"He's always loved dangerous adventures. Plus, he's been receiving Rin's hellish training since he learned to walk."

A black-haired young man was fighting alone against spirits black as night.

Despite being overwhelmingly outnumbered, he swung his sword with a bright smile on his face.

Each swing of his sword released sword ki that bisected surrounding enemies, making them vanish.

"Should we help him?"

"If we help, he'll just get angry and ask why we interfered when he could handle it himself."

"Sigh! He's my brother, but what an annoying personality. Couldn't he be more dignified like Dad?"

"Father was apparently quite mischievous when he was younger. Since he looks similar to Father, maybe he'll become just like him once he matures?"

"Ugh! A little brother who acts like Dad? The thought alone is horrifying."

"Sister, you adore everything Father does, yet you hold Gren to such high standards?"

"Well, he was the one who dismissed my magic first! The magic that Dad had praised as amazing!"

"That was five years ago. You're still holding onto that?"

"Of course I remember! It was the first magic I ever developed."

Seeing Luri puff her cheeks in irritation over past events, her younger sister Maret shook her head.

She whispered quietly that there was one more immature child here.

"Anyway, Gren will manage on his own, so you should help elsewhere."

"Where should I go?"

"Gren is in the south, and the west is being defended by Floren and the elves. The east has Zeke's undead legion causing havoc, so..."

"Fine, I'll just fly around and support wherever help is needed."

Luri leapt straight off the cliff.

As she fell, she spread the wings on her back and gracefully soared upward.

"Wait! What about the horse you brought?"

"You take care of it for a while! Or you can ride it yourself if you want!"

"What?"

Before Maret could protest, her sister had already flown high into the sky, leaving her to sigh deeply.

"She seems to have forgotten that I can fly too..."

Luri and Maret were dragon sisters.

Though they had different mothers, they both had dragon blood, giving them horns, tails, and of course, wings.

There had never been any need to ride horses, but Luri had been impressed by her father riding horses and deliberately learned horsemanship.

Maret found her sister's daddy-complex behavior, which persisted from childhood until now, quite exasperating.

*It's a bit bitter to understand why sister feels that way, since there's no man in the world like Father.*

Maret's twisted smile faded as a familiar approached with news.

She turned around, grabbed the reins, and settled into the saddle.

Her horsemanship was clumsy compared to Luri's, but the horse was docile enough for Maret to handle without problems.

She cast an acceleration spell on the horse and galloped northward.

"Undead army appearing near Rebron! All available personnel, hurry to the north!"

The brilliant-minded Maret had been appointed commander for this war.

Her role was to connect mentally with her siblings, process the constant influx of information, and formulate and distribute appropriate strategies.

However, dragon blood flowed through Maret's veins too, so there were times when she personally entered the battlefield.

"Enemy numbers in the north estimated at 8,000! I'll engage first, so I request backup!"

Arriving instantly at the area where enemies had appeared, Maret pulled a bow from her dimensional storage.

She nocked an arrow, drew the bowstring, and began infusing the arrow with numerous spells.

*I can't match my sister who became the youngest Grand Magician, but I'm certainly not someone to be underestimated!*

After imbuing the arrow with more than fifteen types of magic, she released the bowstring.

The arrow flew forward in a beautiful arc.

As the stored magic began to manifest one by one, the arrow transformed into something like a meteor.

The meteor struck directly into the midst of the wailing spirits that were shedding bloody tears.

BOOM!

A massive explosion erupted, and flames engulfed and annihilated countless spirits.

Maret had halted the advance of the spirits heading north.

However, her attack had made her the spirits' target.

Screaming with near-agonized wails, the spirits rushed at her all at once.

She responded by firing arrows, but she wasn't skilled enough to snipe all enemies in such a short time.

The commander was in danger, yet Maret's face remained remarkably calm.

Because on this cloudless day, a dragon's shadow suddenly loomed over the area.

"Sorry! Did I keep you waiting?"

"It's fine, I knew you would come."

"Then I should live up to that faith!"

The teal dragon took a deep breath, tilting her head back.

She exhaled a breath attack drawn from her core, sweeping away all the spirits approaching Maret.

The dragon's breath, known as a flying calamity, struck the earth directly.

With power equal to Maret's meteor arrow, the breath continuously destroyed the ground and crushed enemies.

When time passed and the enemies had vanished without a trace, the satisfied dragon polymorphed into human form and descended.

"Thanks for helping me, Sister Nena."

"Hehe! You're precious family, of course I'd help!"

"Unlike a certain immature sister."

"Huh?"

"Nothing. More importantly, sister, we still have many enemies to deal with."

"Oh? Didn't we just get all of them?"

"Unfortunately, those were just the rear guard. The main force is separate. We need to clear them quickly."

"Aha! So that's why the youngest—no, not the youngest anymore. That's why Rune passed by me!"

"Rune went to the main force?"

"Yes! I told him you were here, but he ignored me and kept going forward!"

"...Then the north should be fine. Rune is the strongest among us."


Maret, who could devastate an entire area with a single arrow, was fundamentally not a combat specialist and was the weakest among the Coolam children.

In contrast, Rune, whom they mentioned, was Bern and Breeze's child—the strongest fighter acknowledged even by Luri, the youngest Grand Magician, and Gren, the youngest Sword Saint.

At just 12 years old, he had crossed the sea alone and achieved the feat of destroying an empire that had been provoking the kingdom.

Whether magic or swordsmanship, and amazingly, he had been born with two Dragon Hearts.

Despite being half-dragon, this impossible mutant had developed the talent to destroy the world.

Because of this, whenever Rune's name was mentioned in conflicts, his siblings couldn't help but place infinite trust in him.

"How are things going elsewhere?"

"Gren just reported that he's finished dealing with his area, and Floren's side is being resolved with Sister Luri's help. Zeke's area seems to be under control too, with help from our siblings who were in the kingdom."

"Anyone injured?"

"Some of our younger siblings got a bit hurt, but Mary is heading there, so it should be fine."

"That's reassuring! As long as they're not dead, Mary can heal them all!"

Floren had grown into an outstanding leader and authority figure, known as the reincarnation of the Great Earth Mother.

Zeke had developed into a necromancer surpassing Hades in the art of summoning.

Mary had independently created a religion that worshipped her father, Bern, and became a saint with divine power rivaling that of gods.

Beyond them, there were siblings destined to become future kings, the Four Perils, wielders of demonic and holy swords, and potential Demon Kings.

Even an army assembled by gods couldn't defeat Bern's children.

"This is why I hate war. Everyone would have defeated the enemies without me anyway, right?"

"Come on! You funded all the supplies for this war with your money! Everyone must be grateful!"

"It's just pocket change, really."

The funds used for this war amounted to 100,000 gold coins.

While this was an unimaginable sum for ordinary people, to Maret it was merely pocket change.

The amount of money she earned daily was beyond imagination, which made her eldest sister Nena somewhat bewildered.

She had business talent that none of her siblings possessed, yet she dismissed it as nothing special.

"Anyway, seeing how the number of emerging enemies has decreased significantly, I'm relieved that this three-week war seems to be coming to an end."

"Will it really end?"

"I think the mastermind behind this war will appear soon."

Maret predicted future events based on her highly subjective view.

Surprisingly, her prediction came true.

[Have you enjoyed the entertainment so far, cursed clan?]

"Here it comes."

"She was right..."

Paranax's voice began to enter directly into their minds.

[Your father, Bern Coolam, committed the grave sin of breaking taboos and plunging the world into chaos. I bear no personal grudge, but you must atone for your father's sins!]

The world began to shake.

Paranax's anger spread throughout the world, and all kinds of curses rained down on the Coolam children.

But the children weren't afraid of him at all.

[You shall never be forgiven...!]

[What bullshit.]

[What?!]

A new voice interrupted Paranax's solemn warning.

A voice so familiar to the children that it felt intimate.

Smiles appeared on all the children's faces as soon as they heard it.

[I didn't really do anything wrong, but even if I had, you should take it up with me directly instead of forcibly transferring responsibility to my children.]

[Y-you should be dead...!]

[Obviously I pretended to be dead to lure you out. Did you fall for that?]

[You bastard!!]

After that, Paranax's voice was no longer heard.

The children each had their own theories about how the god who had sworn to exterminate three generations of Bern's lineage had met his end.

Only their father knew the truth.

But to the children, how Paranax met his end wasn't important.

What mattered to them was their father's words after the situation ended.

[Kids, good job. Let's all go eat.]

""""""Yay~!""""""

The Coolam family had an excessive number of talented individuals with various abilities.

For them, even a war against gods was just an ordinary part of daily life.

Ch.401 - Side Story: Forest Of Dicks
A Peaceful Daily Life.

While receiving boundless love from my wives and feeling content watching my children grow day by day, a brilliant idea suddenly popped into my head.

By now, my children had grown enough to handle their responsibilities and had established their own power bases.

Thinking it was the perfect timing, I casually shared my thoughts with Rene, who was hanging laundry.

"Rene, I'm thinking about ending my life soon."

"What...? Are you saying you want to die?"

"Yes."

"Did I do something to make you hate me? I-I'm sorry! If you just tell me..."

Rene dropped the laundry she was hanging and began trembling.

Additionally, seeing tears welling up in her eyes, I realized I had misspoken.

I frantically waved my hands, denying that was what I meant.

"Calm down. I didn't bring this up because I have any complaints about my beloved family."

"Th-then why?"

"I want to fake my death by barely crossing the boundary between life and death."

"Ah... Is this about getting revenge on that god Paranax you mentioned before?"

"That's right. Now that our children have grown up splendidly, I think it's time to lure him here."

"Phew! I thought you were in so much pain that you wanted to die!"

"Sorry for making you misunderstand. But come on, would I make such an extreme choice when our new child is about to be born?"

Rene's abdomen was protruding noticeably.

It wasn't that she had gained weight from the happiness of our peaceful days.

Her other body parts hadn't changed much from before.

The phenomenon of only a woman's abdomen and breasts enlarging could only mean pregnancy.

Rene was currently carrying my child and was expected to give birth in the near future.

Surprisingly, this was true for my other wives as well.

As if they had coordinated their fertile periods after discussion, all my wives had become pregnant one after another and were now approaching full term.

With all of them in this state, would I commit suicide? That would be impossible unless this was turning into some depressing genre.

"But will this be okay? Perhaps it would be better if you tried after we give birth..."

"After giving birth, we'll need to protect the newborns from Paranax, right? Besides, our older children are fully prepared to fight against enemies, just as we hoped."

"That's true."

"I think it would be good to have them face a strong opponent while they're in their prime."

"...What's your real intention?"

Rene saw right through me with uncanny accuracy.

She seemed to have noticed that I had other motives despite my earnest explanation.

It would be unseemly to keep hiding after being caught.

"I want to have passionate sex with my pregnant wives."

"I knew you had ulterior motives. If you wanted that kind of play, couldn't you just explain it instead of using the children as an excuse?"

"I'm trying to accomplish both at once."

"What? Sex and dying at the same time... w-wait, you don't mean!"

"Hehe!"

Rene seems to have finally figured it out.

Yes, I plan to teeter on the edge of death through sexual overexertion while enjoying pregnancy sex with my wives.

Rather than dying painfully by stabbing my heart with a sword or strangling myself to death, wouldn't it be happier to die from sexual exhaustion?

Coincidentally, all my wives were currently full-term.

This opportunity was too precious to miss.

The timing when my children's splendid growth coincided with all my wives' arousing pregnancies would never come again.

"What do you think?"

"You really have such honest desires. I'll ask the others for their opinions first. Some might not agree."

"Please do your best! It's my long-held dream and fantasy!"

"Alright."

Rene smiled as if she couldn't help herself and turned around.

After finishing the laundry, she gently caressed her belly and went back to the house.

I trusted Rene to inform my other wives about my wish and plan, and persuade them.

I just had to wait for the results, and soon enough, I received a message from Rene asking me to go to my bedroom tonight.

"Finally, the moment has come."

I was already starting to feel nervous.

***

It was late at night, with no light except for the lamp beside the bed.

Having finished showering early, I sat on the bed, intently watching the door.

It was quite lonely with no one coming to my bedroom yet, but I believed that at least one person would visit soon.

"Someone's coming...!"

Creeeeak!

As if responding to my faith, the bedroom door slowly began to open.

At the same time, my beloved wives began filing in one after another from behind the door.

"Oh...! Ohhh!"

As soon as I saw my wives, I couldn't hide my rising excitement.

They were all wearing see-through lingerie that revealed their skin, not hiding their breasts, private parts, or their prominently protruding bellies.

"H-how do we look?"

"Everyone looks amazing! I truly feel like I've lived well to see this day...!"

Their areolas had grown larger and darker, with white breast milk leaking slightly from their nipples.

Witnessing this sight, my holy sword rose with more vigor than ever before.

My wives also blushed as they saw my reaction, proving that an erect penis was more effective than a hundred compliments.

"You all probably already heard from Rene, but I plan to have sex with you until I'm on the verge of death from sexual exhaustion. However, since you're all pregnant, we can't do intense positions, so instead, I'd like everyone to make me feel good until my stamina is depleted."

"So we need to make you ejaculate continuously, my lord?"

"Yes, but my energy will probably run out before my stamina does, so until then, I want to take the lead. First, I want to love all my wives as a husband!"

It was my selfish desire, but no one objected.

Naturally, no wife would refuse the chance to receive her husband's love one by one.

Rather, they were concerned about me, promising to love dozens of wives with just one body.

They worried I might collapse before loving them all.

Don't worry, I've drunk all sorts of stamina-enhancing medicines for this day.

With such confidence, I first pulled Rene, who had helped gather all the wives, onto the bed.

"Ah, since there's a baby, please be gentle."

"Of course."

"Ah...♡"

I laid Rene on the bed and whispered softly in her ear to make her comfortable.

Just from my whisper, she let out a slight moan of pleasure.

Her body had become sensitive after not having sex during the stable period of pregnancy.

When I gently placed my hand on Rene's belly and caressed it softly, love juices began flowing from between her legs.

"This feeling...! It's moving every time I touch it."

"Didn't you feel it a lot when I was pregnant with Luri?"

"That time and now are different."

The movement of life transmitted through my palm.

As I felt a burning desire to meet this child soon, I also found my wife, who was carrying my child, incredibly lovable.

With those feelings, instead of starting the main act right away, I shared a long, deep kiss with Rene.

Even while kissing to share our affection, I massaged her breasts, gently working her milk ducts.

"Mmph! Ah♡ Haah...! Chu♡"

Thanks to the good breast massage, milk began spurting from Rene's nipples.

I caught the freshly squeezed milk in my palm and then naturally took it into my mouth.

Rene's milk was more plain than cow's milk but had a sweet aftertaste.

I shared this taste with Rene through our kiss.

"So this is what my milk tastes like."

"Now do you understand why I want to drink it often?"

"It does have an addictive taste. But please restrain yourself sometimes. There won't be enough for the baby!"

"I-I'm sorry about that."

"Hehehe! But it's okay right now. My breasts and milk are solely for you, Bern, since I haven't given birth yet♡"

Rene smiled brightly and casually uttered arousing words.

Unable to hold back any longer, I grabbed my penis and rubbed the head against her labia.

"Haah...! Mmm! Aah!"

"Can I put it in now?"

"Yes...! You can come in anytime♡"

My penis gradually penetrated her hole, which had become slick with love juices.

I carefully inserted it to avoid putting strain on her body.

Her vagina was quite tight, perhaps because she was carrying a child.

Even after penetrating, her vaginal walls squeezed tightly, stimulating my entire penis.

I too had become quite sensitive since it had been a while since I'd had sex.

My breathing became rough as sensations felt twice as intense with just slight stimulation.

"This is driving me crazy...!"

It was tantalizing.

I wanted to hold Rene tight and thrust wildly, but I couldn't.

For the safety of the child, I needed to be gentle and leisurely, but the slow tempo became a torture of its own.

I felt like I would reach climax soon from the stimulation of exploring every part of Rene's insides.

But it wasn't quite enough to reach orgasm, creating a thirst. Sweat poured down continuously, and my head burned hot.

Just as I was about to lose my mind, Rene's cool hand suddenly touched my cheek.

"Haah...! More...! You can be more...forceful♡"

"Huh? But if I'm too rough..."

"Haah! Mmph...mmm! Haaah...! Be-before we started, we all...hngh! Cast protective barriers around our wombs♡"

Rene whispered to me with hot breath, smiling lustfully like an animal in heat.

Her voice, invading my ear and ravaging it, caused countless dopamine to be released in my brain.

My holy sword, bound by Rene's tightness, swelled even more in size to overcome the crisis, and I grabbed her two legs.

"What a lewd pregnant woman...!!"

"Kyahaah♡"

"You were so desperate for sex that you cast a protective barrier on your unborn child!"

"Ah! Ah! Ah! Haaah♡ Yehe♡ Hmm! I-I'm! A female who...kyahng! Huaah! Cr-craved my husband's...! Hoo...! Mmm! M-magnificent penis♡"

Squelch squelch squelch squelch squelch!

With my restrictions lifted, I pounded Rene's hole wildly.

Her buttocks and abdomen collided frantically, while simultaneously, bodily fluids that could be mistaken for amniotic fluid splashed around.

Rene seemed to prefer fast, rhythmic sex over slow, gentle sex, as her facial muscles relaxed more.

Her face turned bright red, and saliva dripped from the corners of her mouth.

Seeing her with the face of a female in heat, I felt an urge to ejaculate and poured my semen inside her.

"Hnnngh♡"

"Phew...! I lost out by being considerate for nothing. Next!"

"My lord, it's my turn now. Please take care of me."

"No need to be so formal. You must have been wanting this for a long time too, right?"

"Yes, that's correct."

"Then hurry up and spread your pussy!"

"Ah♡"

I grabbed Rin's arm and pulled her onto the bed.

I naturally made her turn her back and kneel down.

Having completed preparations for mating like beasts, I encountered a sight I hadn't expected at all.

Normally in the doggy style position, a woman's pussy and anus would be clearly visible, drawing one's gaze.

However, what caught my eye was lower, below her pussy—her full-term belly protruding downward.

Taking a pregnant woman like a dog.

That fact made my penis stand erect again, even though I had just ejaculated.

"Sorry, but I don't think I can control myself."

"That's fine. I'll accept anything you do to me..."

Unfortunately, I didn't have the patience to listen to Rin's words until the end.

I had already aimed the head of my penis at Rin's vaginal opening and then launched.

I thrust my hips forward, penetrating her pussy deeply until it swallowed me to the root.

While her vaginal walls didn't squeeze tightly, Rin's pussy was exquisite as it wrapped around me and then released.

Her cervix at the tip of my glans squeezed to prevent me from entering any further.

As someone who trained her body diligently every day, Rin's control over her pussy was dazzling.

"Mmph! Hmm! Aah♡ My lord...♡"

"Still an excellent pussy as always."

"Th-thank you...! Haguuk!"

"If you're grateful, would you mind if I spanked you?"

"Huh? Wh-what are you...? Kkhiit?!"

Smack!

I slapped Rin's luscious buttocks with my palm.

Her buttocks were so springy that my palm seemed to bounce off.

This so-called "pregnancy optimization" of her body excited me even more.

"Ah! Ahuut! If, if you spank that hard...♡ Hyaaah!!"

Smack! Smack! Smack!

As I repeatedly spanked Rin's buttocks, her vaginal walls, which had been loosening, tightened strongly again.

Additionally, red handprints remained on her fair skin, which was thrilling.

As the pace shifted to my favor, I quickly thrust into her hole and rotated my hips.

"Huut...! Mmm! Mmm! Mmm! Uhaaah♡"

Splurt!

After tasting Rin's insides from various angles, I poured warm white fluid inside her.

Rin also reached her climax in sync with my ejaculation, her body trembling.

"Good, next is..."

"Next is me!"

"Whoa!"

"Hehe♡ Honey, it's okay if I get on top, right?"

Breeze pounced on me, making me lie down.

Mounting me, she squatted over my holy sword, aligning her labia with my glans.

"I-I don't mind, but I just came, so my penis is sensitive. Maybe after a little while..."

"No discussion needed!"

"Ugh?!"

I received exactly what I had done to Rin in return.

Breeze lowered her legs and waist, impaling herself on my penis in one go.

The sudden envelopment of the dragon's chewy insides.

Breeze even unfurled her wings as she bounced her body up and down.

"Haah! Haah! This is exactly it...! This is what I wanted♡"

"B-Breeze, slowly..."

"Aah! But honey, you were rough with Rin too, weren't you? Mmm♡ I want to handle you as I please?"

"Nngh!"

Squelch squelch squelch-!

Breeze had completely predatory eyes.

She licked her lips seductively, showing that she was properly in heat.

It seemed I had no choice but to submit.

"Hmm♡ H-how is it? My technique?"

"Ugh! Haah...! Please, slower..."

"Ahah♡ So it feels so good that it's hard to answer? Huut! Mmm! I feel good with your penis too♡"

Breeze even began flicking my nipples with her fingers while moving her hips.

I was being stimulated to ejaculate continuously without being able to do anything.

To try to gain an opportunity to counterattack, I squeezed out all my strength and bucked my hips.

"Haguut?!"

"Now it's my turn...!"

"Eh? H-honey, you should just stay still...hyekyuut?!"

I aimed for when Breeze's buttocks came down again and raised my hips to strongly hit her inner spot.

When I strongly pounded the dragon's erogenous zone, her reverse scale, Breeze let out a cute moan and climaxed.

The initiative had shifted. Realizing this, I grabbed her breasts and moved my hips.

"You've had your fun, right? Now I'll show you what the edge of climax really is!"

"W-wait a moment...! Hikkuut! Haah♡ Ah♡ Kyahuuk!"

Bang-! Bang-! Bang-! Bang-!

I thrust my penis in time with her heavy buttocks coming down.

With both weight and strength applied simultaneously, I continuously stimulated her reverse scale, causing Breeze to squirt her love juices each time.

Not only that, but milk also kept spurting from her breasts that I was kneading, wetting my body and the bed sheets.

A milk shower rather than a golden shower.

I felt pleasure as I tasted sweetness every time I licked my lips.

"Since I've received plenty of milk, I should return the favor, right?"

"Hyaut! Aaah! H-honey♡ Ahuk! Unggh! Kyahuung♡"

Splurt!

As a reward, I injected my special baby seed milk into Breeze's vagina as well.

Even during this, her vaginal walls pulled from the base of my penis all the way up, showing her determination to squeeze out all my baby seeds.

Despite already being pregnant.

"Ha, haha...! Next."

"Sorry to disappoint after building up your expectations, but we don't particularly want to have sex."

"Even with the protective barrier, we're still worried."

"Huh..."

The ones who refused sex were none other than Sestia and Meryl.

It was a bit disappointing, but they had such strong maternal instincts that it was difficult to insist.

"So instead of going all the way..."

"How about rubbing your penis between our pressed bellies?"

"What? You mean you two will press your bellies together, and I'll rub my penis between them?"

"I-is that too strange after all?"

"No, it's fucking arousing. Let's do it right now!"

Sestia and Meryl stood facing each other in front of the bed.

Like the others, their bellies were impressively swollen.

The two pressed their full-term abdomens together like a kiss, with their navels protruding, and I inserted my penis between them.

"Ohhh!"

"H-how is it?"

"This feels pretty good too!"

"I'm glad you like it. Then...♡"

"Enjoy to your heart's content♡"

I rubbed my penis between their bellies, continuously grinding it.

My penis, already wet with various women's love juices, moved in and out between their bellies without issue.

The sensation of soft and firm skin rubbing against my penis transmitted pleasure.

It was a different kind of pleasure from being inserted between soft breasts.

"Nnngh!"

When the love juices on my penis were washed away by rubbing against their abdomens, the two women kneaded their own breasts.

They pointed their nipples downward and sprayed warm breast milk on my penis.

The sight was ecstatic, and the sweet smell of dragon and goat milk enticed and excited me.

Soon enough, I was able to reach ejaculation, and I sprayed my semen onto their bellies.

It was like marking them with my baby seeds.

My babies are inside them.

"Phew...! That wasn't bad."

"I'm glad you're satisfied."

"If you want it again later, we'll do it for you!"

"Got it. Next is..."

"It's me."

"Ernia, is it?"

Ernia approached me with light, graceful steps.

Unlike the others, she wore particularly dark-colored lingerie, which made me sigh when I saw her.

"Ernia, I've told you before. I don't care about your scars."

"Mmph! I-I know that in my head, but I can't help being conscious of them..."

"Don't be conscious of them. And you don't need to cover yourself up so much."

"Uugh..."

Ernia's curse had already been cured.

But scars still remained, and her lost eye and ear wouldn't return.

Still, the bruises that had been painful to look at were gone, and now the ratio of clean skin to scars was higher than before.

Despite the steady improvement, she seemed unable to shake off her anxiety.

With no other choice, I lifted her lingerie and licked the skin where burn marks remained with my tongue.

"Huut♡"

"See? I'm actually a pervert who gets excited seeing your scars. So you can come to me without hesitation."

"Ah... Yes♡"

As I sat on the edge of the bed, Ernia climbed onto me, wrapping her arms around my neck.

Face-to-face sitting position, where we could look into each other's eyes while making love.

It was a difficult position for someone full-term, but fortunately, my penis could extend in length.

Moreover, even if Ernia's abdomen was pressed, the protective barrier prevented any harm to the child, so we calmly shared our love through kissing.

"Mmchu♡ Mmm♡ Pahah! Chup! Chu♡"

I shared a deep kiss with Ernia, mixing our tongues.

Even though we were just kissing, breast milk began flowing from Ernia's voluptuous chest, suggesting she was feeling pleasure.

It flowed from her chest to my torso, then down to my abdomen, eventually reaching my penis.

"Shall we start now?"

"Yes, anytime!"

Since the curse was lifted, sadness no longer existed in Ernia's expressions.

Although anxiety and worry still remained, her face had become much brighter.

Looking at her smiling brightly with a slight blush, I gently inserted my penis into her slit.

"Huuut...! Haah...!"

"Are you okay?"

"Yes...! No problem."

"Tell me if anything hurts. I'll go slowly."

"It's fine. You can be rough with me like with the others. No, please do so♡"

"Alright."

"Hikkuuk!"

I grabbed her waist with both hands and pulled her down strongly.

My upward-thrusting penis strongly hit her cervix.

With that one thrust, Ernia threw her head back and came magnificently with a moan.

She seems to become extremely sensitive when pregnant.

However, since it was her own wish, I decided not to go easy on her.

I held onto Ernia's sturdy buttocks and repeatedly lifted and lowered her.

Each time, she bounced on my waist and let out coquettish moans.

"Haaa! So good...♡ Uhook...! Ahit! Kyahung♡ Haung! Mmm! Please thrust deep into my pussy...♡"

"I was planning to do that without you asking! Just squeeze tighter!"

"Kyahuung♡ Yehe...♡ Ah! As your dedicated seed receptacle...! Kkhiit! I'll work harder...haah! To satisfy you, master♡"

As I moved up and down while firmly gripping the meat rod, Ernia's pussy seemed like it might be pulled out.

I was concerned it might be squeezing too tightly, but I felt intense affection from her cervix, which was sucking on my glans.

I will never let go.

That desire was transmitted, and eventually, Ernia held me tightly and began shaking her hips obscenely.

Squelch squelch squelch squelch squelch!

Ernia pressed my waist with her two legs, making my penis go even deeper inside.

I was worried that even with the protective barrier, if I penetrated through the cervix, her water might break.

In the midst of this heart-pounding act, she showed an expression steeped in pleasure, so lewd and vulgar that I ended up ejaculating inside her.

"Ugh...!"

"Haaaah♡"

Unable to handle the continuously rising pleasure, Ernia bit down hard on my neck.

Though painful, since I was in the middle of ejaculating, the pain turned into pleasure, making me inject even more baby seeds inside her.

"...I'm sorry."

"It's okay."

Ernia, who had left teeth marks on my neck, apologized sincerely.

I patted her back to ensure she wouldn't feel guilty.

Right after, her plaintive voice flowed into my ear.

"Thank you for forgiving me, and... I love you♡"

"Me too."

Ernia was smiling brightly as she got off me.

Her expression seemed much more relieved; if this sex had eased her concerns even a little, I was satisfied with that.

"Next! Come quickly!"

"It's my turn now, my lord!"

Hades, who had returned to her small, slender form after a long time.

I pressed her against the wall and thrust into her repeatedly from the side until I ejaculated.

"Next!"

"It's us!"

Solis and Prah.

These sisters, who now worked together perfectly, had one being penetrated while the other had me drink her breast milk through nursing.

I thought it might taste like molten iron since they were swords, but fortunately, the formula they had drunk came straight to me.

"Next!"

"It's me."

"Whoa!"

Marianne, who had been the Elf Priestess.

Uniquely, she came to the bedroom in her awakened state this time.

The moment I inserted my penis into her vagina, her trained vaginal walls squeezed in various patterns, leading me to ejaculation.

"N-next!"

"Is it finally our turn?"

"I'm looking forward to it♡"

"Let's play sticky today too!"

"Haak...! Haak...! Penis! Penis!"

Aira, Maryan, the Demon King, and Queen Charlotte.

Those whom I had named the Four Queens of Exploitation approached me.

I was already feeling dizzy, but I took turns penetrating them and reached ejaculation.

Aira, who was a progenitor, had every single vaginal hair from her labia to her cervix wrap around and suck.

Maryan's vagina was curved and warm, and unlike others, semen quickly built up just from rubbing.

The Demon King sucked in my penis as if she had a black hole inside her pussy.

And Charlotte... I'll omit that.

She was simply a lewd weapon from head to pussy. She had an excellent vagina specialized in exploitation that was hard to resist.

"Nngh...! N-next!"

"Waoong!"

"Is it Chaos?"

"Wang!"

Unlike the others, Chaos came with self-tied ropes instead of lingerie.

I was unsure how to handle this.

"Kiiing! Kiiing!"

"Don't worry. Today's goal is to reach the verge of death through sexual exhaustion. So no one is exempt from sex!"

"Wang♡"

Chaos stuck out her tongue and smiled happily.

Yes, let whatever happens happen.

And so, I mixed bodies with everyone who was pregnant with my child, regardless of race—humans, dragons, elves, the Four Perils, Demon Kings, progenitors, Kpeterios, liches, and so on.

My possessed life will continue to be consistent from now on.

But that's fine. I'm very happy.

My goal of happiness, which I enjoy on this bed, I will continue to hold onto forever.

"Next!!"

""""""""""""Me♡""""""""""""

(The End)
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