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ater that night, just before I entered
the room, I noticed the girls were waiting for me. They were all
kneeling on the ground with their heads lowered. I cautiously walked
over to them and sat down on the bed. The girls present were Lydia,
Miki, Celeste, Terra, Shao, Salicia, and Carmine.

“Okay, what is this about?” I
asked.

“Master, we’ve been doing a lot of
thinking the last day, and we’ve all decided to leave.” Lydia
spoke quickly.

I maintained my calm. “Oh?”

“It’s just, after the battle with
the demon lord, we’ve all come to realize something. We’re not
strong.”

“That’s… not true.” I frowned.

They were the strongest women I knew.
They had even left the armies in awe of their strength.

“We should say that… we’re not
strong enough,” Miki added. “For me, it took everything I had to
make sure that the demon lord died. If I was a stronger spiritualist,
I wouldn’t have had to continuously keep the barrier on him until
he died. Every time he tried to tear that bond apart, it felt like I
was being ripped in two. If I had slipped up, then all of our
sacrifices would have been for nothing.”

“But… you didn’t slip up?” I
frowned.

“Master, it’s more than just the
demon lord. We believe that eventually, Master might face greater
threats, and we need to be strong enough to face them,” Lydia said

“We weren’t able to save Master. In
the end, you had to self-sacrifice both of your bodies to finally
stop him,” Miki continued. “It worked out okay this time, but
what about next time? We need to become better.”

“You’ll level up faster in my
care,” I reminded them. 


“There are some parts of growth
beyond levels and experience,” Terra explained. “There are things
we need to learn, and we can’t do that under Master’s protection.
The bonuses you give to our status make us feel powerful, but it is a
power we borrow from you. We need to become powerful on our own.”

“I… see…”

I could only understand too well. We
had earned jobs and levels far faster than expected. Some things
needed time. People needed to become comfortable with their abilities
through practice.

“Master is also outdistancing us,”
Carmine added.

“What?” I raised an eyebrow.

“You said it earlier in the hot
spring,” Shao said. “You’re changing. You’re growing. We need
to change and grow as well, or we’ll never be able to be worth
being by your side.”

“You sent us out as a group once,”
Celeste continued, “but the truth is, depending on each other keeps
us from being able to work on our weaknesses. For example, I learned
that as a mana creature, my mana is just far too weak. I wouldn’t
have dispersed so quickly in that fight if I had properly trained my
body to handle the high-level spells I was depending on.”

“You all feel this way?” I asked.

“We do.” Lydia nodded her head.
“When you split your body apart, you were able to see your
weaknesses clearly and turn them into strengths. You were able to
build the army in the same way. We need that as well. We wish to
split up, so that we can see where our weaknesses lie and become a
team that is powerful for Master, alone or together. Master, please
allow us to leave and get stronger.”

As she said this, all of them lowered
their heads even more. It seems like my girls had given this a lot of
thought. Part of me wanted to hold them close. I wanted them near me
at all times so that I could protect them, and perhaps so they could
protect me, too. They made their point, though. I had to give them
the room to grow into their own.
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ow long will you be gone?” I asked
after a long period of silence.

The girls all let out breaths, taking
my words as acceptance toward their requests.

“It might be a month, or maybe up to
three.”

“Three months…” I breathed.

Altogether, I hadn’t been in this
world for much more than three months. I understood, though. I had
the pleasure of having nearly two months in Twilight dungeon. Even
then, it wouldn’t be unreasonable if someone needed years to go on
a personal journey. A few months wasn’t much at all. It was just
hard to wrap my head around how much had happened in this last
half-year. For the girls who weren’t with me in Twilight, even less
time had passed. 


However, with the threat gone, there
wasn’t a better time for them to do this. Once I got back from the
wedding, we’d have finished cleaning up after the battle. The army
will then march on Alerith, and I will establish my rule over the
western side of Aberis. It will be more politics and ruling, and I
wasn’t expecting doing very much dangerous stuff. I had no reasons
to go into any dungeons. Even my money problems would be resolved
once we started growing plants. I expected my time here would be
smooth sailing in the future.

“What are you all planning to do?”
I asked after calming my heart a bit.

“I need to look for a sword master,”
Lydia declared. “I’ve realized that I’ve taken my sword craft
about as far as it can go without one. My levels have become slower
and slower to earn, and my skill is still lacking.”

“Is there one in Aberis?” I asked.

“I do not know, but please don’t
find one for me. I believe this is something I have to do on my own,”
she explained.

“Very well.”

“One of the three dungeons in the
wilderness is of the undead type,” Miki spoke up. “I’d like to
head there to refine my spiritualist abilities. I have spent so much
time among the living, that if I want to see my path, I must
experience some time among the dead.”

“I see. Is this a dangerous dungeon?”

“For me?” Miki raised an eyebrow.

I blushed. “Right…”

Miki feared the dead as much as I did,
which is to say, not at all. We both had a strong affinity for
battling them.

“Mother says she knows a way for me
to cultivate my mana body by immersing myself into the fairy spring,”
Celeste declared. “While she is helping Elaya and Xin rebuild the
dungeon, I’ll be in the spring directly, refining it through my
body.”

The dungeon had been mostly destroyed
by that meteor. Xin was quite ruffled over it. We had succeeded, but
it would be a month before the dungeon was back to normal. Celeste
being in the spring was probably a good thing. I didn’t know how it
worked, but springs and fairies had a unique relationship where their
presence reinforced each other. Celeste said she could gain whatever
she needed wherever there was wind, but the fairy spring was still
the best place for her.

“Terra?” I turned to her.

“I will be going underground into the
deep.”

“The… deep?”

“Garnet says she remembers a path
that leads to the home of the Deep Dwarves. We’ll be heading down
there for a couple of reasons. First off, we want to gather unique
magical ores. She believes that there are still treasures down there.
With my mineral appraisal, I might be able to make the old Deep Dwarf
kingdom’s wealth our own.”

“That would be great!” My eyes
widened.

“I also feel that communing with the
deep Earth will help me gain a better understanding of my ability to
channel Gaia,” Terra admitted. “You don’t need to worry, I
spent most of my life underground, and so did she. We’ll be fine.”

“I see.”

“I’d like to go to Earth,” Shao
spoke up.

“Wh-what?” My eyes widened.

“I just… I want answers.” Shao
blushed. “I mean, it’s not like I can walk into the demon castle
and ask the Demon King. I know you said it’s unlikely I can find my
family, but I would still like to try.”

“I… I will send you if that’s
what you want.”

In truth, Earth was a very safe place
compared to everywhere else. If Shao wanted to go there, then she
should have that right. Just because I didn’t have any lingering
attachment, didn’t mean that she didn’t.

“Salicia? Carmine?”

“I’ll be returning to the church.”
Carmine shrugged.

“And you’ll be joining her?” I
asked Salicia.

“Surprisingly, no.” Salicia
chuckled. “My goal is the dungeon that created me. When Calypso
restored my memory, I also gleaned the location of the dungeon that
spawned me. She never destroyed the place, nor did she take control
of it like Bandit’s Respite. It’s in a generally unknown
location, used mostly by bandits as a hideout so they don’t get
caught. I’d like to go there and destroy it once and for all. It’ll
be good closure for me.”


	
	
	






































“I see you’ve all put some thought
into this.” I nodded. “Then, you may go.”
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e spent our last night together. They
wouldn’t be waiting until after the wedding. The reasoning for that
was pretty simple. They weren’t invited. I had communicated with
the prince for clarification on the details, and it sounded like I
was coming along as part of the Aberis delegation. However, most
everyone had already left with the delegation days or even weeks ago.
There were only four spots left. Two spots Prince Aberis had left
open for me and Eliana. The remaining two had been left for Lord
Reign, but he hadn’t responded to requests after our encounter, so
they went to me.

Why was Eliana suddenly going? He
didn’t answer that clearly, other than muttering something about
women. I didn’t argue with him, though. I didn’t need a strong
reason to go with my pregnant woman. I imagined she wanted the same
opportunity to go out with me while we were both dressed nicely.
Anyway, that left only two spots open for me. I asked him about
bodyguards, and he said bodyguards were already provided, and that I
should use the spots for family and servants. Well, the entire Tibult
family was there, and they were more protection than anyone would
ever need.

If things got dicey, it wouldn’t be
difficult to escape, and besides, inviting people to a wedding and
then killing them was unheard of. Maybe a demon would act so
horrible, but among humans, this idea would make someone an enemy of
the church. Simply put, even the former king felt safe sending Eliana
along to the Ost Republic, so it should be fine. Since the girls
would just be sitting around bored at an inn, and I needed to be with
the delegation, we decided it was best if they didn’t dally another
week.

The next morning, everyone prepared to
leave. Most of the postwar decisions had already been settled, so I
mostly just checked and made sure everything was going according to
plan. The malacrum dagger and the silvthril sword were now in my
mansion’s treasury. I called it my mansion’s treasury, but it was
the dungeon’s treasure room. Getting to it would be exceptionally
difficult with three old dungeon masters now protecting it.

Demon Lord Aberis’s army of demon
knights and monsters had scattered into the wilderness, but they
didn’t have the numbers to be a threat. Our men had experience now,
and we numbered several thousand. Even though the paladins and nobles
returned to their cities, Chalm’s strength had risen drastically.
They were making plans to move on Alerith, but they would wait until
I came back. I planned to let everyone rest and then portal them to
the outskirts of Alerith.

Technically, a hard march would take a
week, which was when I should be back from the wedding. This way, I
could let the army rest, but keep our portal abilities under wraps.
Lord Reign was still alive. He hadn’t been with the army that
marched south. However, without his master, there was no telling how
much of him remained. Either way, he wasn’t a threat, and he could
wait a week for the army to relax. Once I had finished everything up,
I chose the companions that would come with me.

“Faeyna, you have the most experience
opening up trade routes. I would like you to join me in Ost.”

“Of course, Master!” Faeyna
curtsied. “And then maybe we can finally…”

“What?” I asked as she drifted off.

“N-nothing!”

I knew what she was going to say. She
wanted to have sex. In fact, it was best if she got pregnant since
her species was nearly extinct and it seemed like I was the only one
who could continue it. However, on this journey, I took two other
women with me, Eliana and Raissa. Even the new me felt like a bit of
a scoundrel thinking about impregnating a third girl while on a date
with two women I had already gotten pregnant. That was the kind of
stuff you ended up on a tv show for.

“Raissa, I want you to come with me,
too. You have good instincts, you can tell when people are lying, and
honestly, I want to give you two a reason to spend more time
together.”

Although Raissa and Eliana couldn’t
be more different, it’d be nice if the two mothers-to-be grew
closer together.


	
	
	

















“Alright, it’s time to go.”
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iti, you can make a portal directly to
the capital city of Ost Republic, correct?”

“Yes, I have been there once as Grand
Master went on a diplomatic mission there once,” she declared.

In the past, I had never worried about
the limits of portals. How far a portal could reach was a mixture
between the level of the portal spell and the amount of mana poured
into it. Since the portal I used had traditionally been part of the
dungeon point system, it acted like a level 100 portal every time.

Thus, I had no limitation teleporting
anywhere I had ever been. It took ending up in another continent
before the distance reached too far. Even then, simply adding a lot
more mana resolved that issue. Siti here was a much higher-level Blue
Mage than I was, but she didn’t have a level 100 portal, nor did
she have the mana reserves I did. It seemed like the Ost Republic was
still in her reach though, and she was confident she could make the
portal.

Since I had never been to the Ost
Republic beyond the border, I wouldn’t be able to travel there on
my own. Thus, I had depended on her. I had never been that close to
Siti, and now I wasn’t sure how much I could trust her. I had Miki
check her out before she left, and Miki found nothing in her that
suggested she was still under Calypso’s control. Of course, there
was also the possibility she was never under Calypso’s control in
the first place.

I knew very little about the Blue Mage,
and I didn’t know how much I could trust her. She had worked for
the Grand Master, a man who had allegedly been an elite of Aberis.
However, he had perished, and now she was on her own. I decided to
allow her to remain with us unofficially, and she spends most of her
days in the traveling guild. There, she was extremely renowned as her
magical experience was many times greater than the current Blue Mage
working there. Whether she was content working as a Blue Mage was
hard to know.

That was why she was coming along as
well. She was technically just the transport, but she might be able
to help us get away if something happened. Although Prince Aberis
seemed content with the way things were going, I wasn’t so
confident. I still feared that this wedding might be some kind of
trap that was prepared by the Ost Republic. Did they favor peace?

Yet, it was my responsibility now to
escort Eliana. Prince Aberis had put a lot of trust in me to keep his
sister safe, so I needed to live up to it. She had already portaled
over to Chalm. Perhaps it would have been better for all of us to
portal to the capital and then have Siti portal the rest of the way,
but things didn’t turn out that way and she said she could handle
it.

We ended up using the traveling guild,
which was a well-established site for portaling. I rarely used such a
thing, but when going to other nations and such, I guess they could
see you as an invading force unless you traveled the proper way.
Well, there weren’t too many rogue Blue Mages like me, anyway.


	
	
	













It wasn’t too long before she opened
a portal. This wasn’t direct teleportation, like most blue mages
did, but a hole in space surrounded with blue light like I was
typically used to. The group of us walked through, and like that, we
were in the territory of the Ost Republic.













[image: 5]


[image: w]

	
	
	


 realized as we walked out of the
traveling guild that I knew very little about the Ost Republic. I
knew that it had once been a part of the Demon Lord Aberis’s
conquered domain, and had been part of the country Osteria. The Demon
Lord Aberis’s invasion had come from the sea. He hadn’t gained
enough strength to contend with the Imperial Cloud Meadow, so he
focused on conquering the south. He was stopped by the wilderness to
the west, never managing to mount an invasion on Dioshin.

The mountains to the southwest had
similarly kept him from continuing. He was trying to invade Esmore
when he was finally defeated. The country of Osteria had been
composed of the large Osterians, a human-like species that ranged
from six to eight feet tall, as well as Elves, the humans, and the
Surface Dwarves.

The Dwarves fled the territories of the
demon lord, as he had a policy of enslaving them. They bunkered down
in Esmore alongside the Esmere, eventually taking up a permanent
residence there. The Osterians joined the demon lord, feeling that
the humans were often prejudiced, and using this as an opportunity to
flip the tide, leaving the physically superior Osterians on top. It
would ultimately be one of their princesses, the Princess Hero Xin,
who teamed up with Maid Hero Elaya, and Hero King Edward to defeat
the demon lord and reclaim the lands lost to them.

In time, the territory had split, with
King Edward taking the northern half and calling himself and his
country Aberis. His anti-Osterian and demon policies pushed them out
of the country, where they fled to and created the Ost Republic.
Meanwhile, the declining elves all but disappeared, leaving Aberis a
country of humans with a somewhat xenophobic view of other races.

I had always believed that the demons
had been eradicated during the war, or perhaps that the Demon Lord
Aberis had brought no demon followers to begin his war. Taking one
step onto the streets of the Ost Republic capital, I realized this
was completely false. The city was filled with a rich variety of
species one didn’t see in Aberis.

Many Osterians were walking around,
with their tall bodies, long fingers, and distinct brows making them
stand out. However, there were also numerous demons. I had
encountered many demons before while in the Twilight Dungeon. They
didn’t look much different from humans, except that occasionally
their skin had strange shades, and everyone had horns and a tail,
which differed from demon to demon. It wasn’t impossible to see a
red-skinned demon with long ram horns next to a light blue demon with
little doe horns.

There were humans in equal number, and
also Dwarves as well. Other than Garnet, I had only ever seen Dwarves
in the memories delivered from blessings. Like her, they looked
younger than their age suggested. How did I know they were Dwarves?
It was the beards. Some stereotypes were stereotypes because they
were true. Male Dwarves had beards. 


This didn’t mean that all of the
dwarves we youthful, but even the young dwarves who should be
considered children were working hard. It was like their development
was just slowly, so an adult looked like a teen. How old did that
make the elderly dwarves? 


It seemed like all the Dwarves in the
city were working. Now that I noticed, the entire architecture of
this place differed from Aberis. There was a lot more stone and a lot
less wood. When I raised an eyebrow, it was Eliana who spoke up.

“While we humans build with our own
hands, a lot of Ost Republic was built by the Dwarves. They
commission Dwarf workers to come at regular intervals to build and
perform maintenance. Regrettably, they get along with Esmore better
than we do.

“I see…”

It seemed like Aberis was an isolated
country with enemies on every side. It was remarkable that we had
kept things running for so long. I wanted to invite some more Dwarves
to Chalm. Perhaps, I should look into it while I was here.
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e don’t have a lot of time,” Eliana
sighed. “If you had taken even a day longer to heal, we would have
missed it entirely. Normally, we should have arrived two weeks ago.
How early you arrive is considered showing respect. It informs them
of how important you think they are. In other words, showing up today
is considered disrespectful.”

“If that’s the case, wouldn’t it
have been better if we just didn’t come?”

“Well, the Tibults had already been
sent ahead of time to smooth things over. Furthermore, Prince Aberis
has opted not to come. He’s used the reason that he isn’t a King
yet, making it inappropriate for him to come himself. Ultimately,
General Tibult has been acting as a diplomat the last few weeks, and
he has warned us that if someone of the royal family didn’t come,
they might take offense.”

“So, you decided to come? Why
couldn’t your father come?”

“Do you think that is a wise idea?”

“Probably not.”

I knew it was foolish the second I said
it. Her father had a poor relationship with the Ost Republic. Even
now, he wasn’t in favor of creating peace with them. However, he
promised to step aside and let his son lead, and that’s exactly
what he’d done. I didn’t even know where he went. I hadn’t seen
him the last few times I came to Aberis. I was glad about not having
my life threatened, so I had kept my mouth shut. It was possible the
former king left on another sabbatical without telling he son. He was
a flighty man, after all.

“By the way, I was honestly very
surprised when I saw fiancé’s new appearance,” Eliana spoke up.
“You fit in well among these Osterians.”

I blushed. “Ah, is it okay?”

“Brother would say something like
‘you’ve become a man’s man!’” She even did a rough voice.
trying to imitate him before blushing. “I’m just glad you are
safe and alive. Any way you appear, you’re still my fiancé, so
that’s that.”

“Is that all?” I asked.

Her blush deepened. “You shouldn’t
flirt with me in public, especially around the help.”

We had been edging closer together as
we spoke, and the distance between us seemed nonexistent. Although
she had a presence, she stood next to a tall, muscular man. It looked
like a couple being followed by servants. Well, Faeyna was a maid
after all. 


“I-it’s okay. You’re married!”
Raissa cried out when we looked back at her, her tail wagging.

“Even so… you can tone it down…”
Faeyna cut in, a shy expression on her face. “Unless… we can…
join…”

I cleared my throat, and Eliana took a
step away from me. Looking for something around us to take the
tension off the moment, my eyes landed on an odd sight in the middle
of a square. It was both extremely familiar and also extremely
strange. There was an old sword stuck to the ground.

“Don’t tell me, Excalibur?”

“Hmm? Ah, you’re wondering about
that sword?” Eliana offered. “You can try to pull it if you’d
like. It’s a local folklore. They say that the man who succeeds
will end the republic and become king of the new Osteria.”

I really shouldn’t… should I?
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n general, the sword seemed to be
ignored. It wasn’t that surprising, because it didn’t look like a
particularly impressive sword. From what I could see, it was
extremely rusted and damaged. It looked just as likely to break in
half as you tried to pull it out than be released from the rock.
There were two or three people around it, trying to pull it, but I
got the impression they were tourists.

“There is a festival once a year
where locals embarrass themselves trying to pull it out, but for the
most part it is ignored except out-of-city visitors,” Eliana
explained, excited that her knowledge of this country was proving
useful to me.

“Would any of you like to pull it?”
I asked.

“Master… I couldn’t…” Raissa
blushed. “What if I did?”

“Ah… we’d probably have to use
one of those expensive formations so that you could stop being my
slave.” I laughed.

The girls looked horrified at the
notion. I grabbed Faeyna and Raissa’s hands and gave them a
reassuring look.

“Whether you’re my slaves or not, I
will always care about you. Besides, if you were queens, wouldn’t
that mean that you’d be in a position where it’d make sense if we
got married?

“M-married?”

“I mean, as the queen of the new
Osteria, our countries would become allies. I’m sure the King would
be eager to marry us to secure the alliance…”

“Ahhh! Come on! Draw!”

The three of us looked to see Eliana
desperately trying to pull the sword.

“E-Eliana! You’re already a
princess, and we’re already engaged!” I cried out.

She slipped and fell back, landing on
her butt. The nearby tourists, who were Esmeres by the look, chuckled
to each other. I didn’t know what they were laughing about. Every
single one of them was only three to four feet tall. It looked more
ridiculous seeing one of them try to pull a sword that stuck out a
few inches shorter than themselves. Even if the sword started moving,
they wouldn’t be able to draw it unless they stood on each other’s
shoulders.

I ran over and helped the embarrassed
Eliana off the ground. She blushed as I healed her elbow and
instinctively checked on the baby. I admonished her softly about how
she shouldn’t strain herself like that. Perhaps I was too lenient,
as I ended it with a soft kiss. As this happened, both Faeyna and
Raissa gave it their best. I guess my incentive had highly motivated
them. I made sure Raissa took it easy, though.

Naturally, everyone failed. A few store
stalls across the road tried to get the girl’s attention with
jewelry and outfits now that they had their try. I had a feeling this
was a tourist trap set up exactly for that purpose. I wouldn’t be
surprised if the entire story was just made up. People came to pull
the sword, but perhaps disappointed they failed, they then went
shopping to cheer themselves up. It was no coincidence that the sword
was in the middle of a courtyard filled with merchants.

“Master, you should try,” Raissa
declared as she recovered, her ears peeled back like she found the
sword to be a personal challenge.


	
	
	




















I had shifted the attention to the
girls just because I didn’t want to try. I had too many
serendipitous moments occur. If I could pull the sword, wouldn’t
that be too much?
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ow that Raissa had asked, I couldn’t
come up with the right words to explain my complicated feelings
regarding pulling the sword. I decided that I just wouldn’t try
very hard. Surely, if I gave it a light pull, it wasn’t going to
slide out, right?

Licking my lips, I reached down and put
my hands around the blade. The hilt felt surprisingly warm. Countless
hands had grasped this blade, desperately trying to pull it, so I
guess their lingering warmth made sense. They had also worn the
handle to the point it was surprisingly comfortable, even welcoming
to touch.

There was also another feeling when it
came to this handle. There was a certain aura of disorder within this
sword, like something was off about it. Slowly, I started to pull.
Originally, I had planned to just give it a little tug for show, but
I started to apply more and more pressure to it. I had this
inclination that if I did just a little more, it’d come free. I
stopped thinking about how strange it would be, and I started
desperately pulling on it.

Wasn’t there some kind of skill in my
dungeon skill points that increased status? Maybe if I accessed that,
I’d have the power to pull it. I was much stronger than most normal
humans. I should be able to claim this sword. Just as I was going to
give it the strongest pull I could, a light, feminine voice sounded
in my ear.

“Master?”

The sound was so soft and sudden that I
let go of the blade in surprise as I stumbled back, just like Eliana
had. I barely managed to keep from falling on my butt, and a second
later, the girls grabbed my back to stabilize me. The Esmere giggled
as they watched before heading over to a merchant who had been
gesturing to them for some time.

“Master… are you okay?” Raissa
asked.

“Hehe… I bet you thought you could
pull it too.” Eliana laughed, feeling less embarrassed after I had
made a similar folly.

“You got that feeling too?”
Raissa’s ears perked up. “I also had this feeling like if I just
tried a little harder, I’d succeed. Yet, no matter how much I
pulled, it didn’t work.”

I let out a breath. So, it was like
that. This sword had some kind of magic compulsion. It was no wonder
the locals avoided it. You could hurt yourself if you got too
obsessed with pulling it out. Now that I looked at the stores nearby,
besides the typical tourist stores, there were also a few people
advertising they could help with back and shoulder pain. Even that
had been accounted for. They probably weren’t priests or White
Mages. White Mages were rare and priests were all controlled by the
various church sects. However, witch doctors, alchemists, and
masseuses could all help with ailments, too.

I reached out to touch the blade again.
The girls made noise of surprise that I was trying to give it another
shot. That wasn’t what I was doing, though. I was listening for
that voice. I spent about five minutes trying to pull the sword in
various ways, but the voice didn’t return.

“Deek, we need to get to the
wedding.”


	
	
	
















I nodded as I gave up on the sword.
Well, not everything was meant to be.










[image: 9]



[image: a]

ou really like to cut things close.”
Otto laughed when he saw me.

The first time I had met him, back when
he was Lydia’s slaveholder, Otto had been a fat guy a few years
older than me. He was arrogant, childish, and immature. A few months
under his father’s command in the war had changed him by a lot. He
had slimmed quite a bit and had grown a permanent haunted look in his
eyes. He was more mature now and saw me as one of his few friends.

He seemed glad to see me now, since he
had been forced to meet up with his brother and sister a few days
ago, and had thus had that to deal with.

“How much time do we have?” I
asked.

“You were supposed to present the
couple with a gift sometime in the last two weeks!” Otto sighed.
“No matter, I guess you’ll have to give it to them during the
reception.”

“A gift?”

“You do have a gift, don’t you?”
His eyes popped open in surprise.

“Yes, we have prepared an appropriate
gift.” Eliana spoke up, stroking the storage ring on her finger.

“Ah… yes… that.” I gave her a
thankful look.

I didn’t know the first thing about
attending a wedding, let alone a wedding in another world.

“It’s best if you freshen up and
get ready. The ceremony is in only two hours,” he declared.

I had noticed Otto was already getting
dressed.

“Where is the rest of your family?”
I asked.

“Father is already at the castle.
He’s had treaties to sign and meetings to attend almost since he
got here.”

This was a unique opportunity for
Aberis to touch elbows with the powers of the Ost Republic and even
the Dwarves and Esmere. The general had been busy trying to create
treaties and alliances. Usually, Aberis would have been left out, so
this created a unique chance for us to gain some stability. I had
kind of dropped the ball on that, but no one would argue that the
threat in the west was less important.

Officially, it was an eternal dispute
between Lord Reign and myself. The rumors that Demon Lord Aberis had
appeared in the west likely would take months to spread, and would
mostly be ignored as unbelievable, anyway. Only those that were at
the highest levels in Aberis knew the truth, like Otto here. As for
the Ost Republic, we had no intention of telling them. Thus, I was
just a latecomer showing up at the very last second, and a small
player in the events that would transpire.

This didn’t worry me too much. My
territory didn’t touch the Ost Republic, so there wasn’t too much
in the ways of meaningful trades and alliances I could establish. We
were still new, and I hadn’t even taken out Lord Reign yet. We
consisted of two towns that had barely even become cities yet. My
territory was far too small and underdeveloped for anyone to take
notice.

I had already gained too much notice in
the Ost Republic since they had once sent one of their units to kill
me. We had ultimately separated under amicable circumstances. Now,
with the cease-fire in effect, it would be impossible for them to
attempt anything on my life. However, I was curious about what had
happened to Alysia. She probably would be pretty shocked to see the
current me. Maybe I’d see her at the wedding. Only time would tell.
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t was about an hour later before
everyone started filing at the entrance to the embassy. I called it
an embassy, but it wasn’t. It was only a short few months ago when
Aberis and the Ost Republic were still in open conflict, so why would
they propose anything like that? However, a large mansion had been
gifted to the country of Aberis to reside in while they were here for
diplomatic reasons. The Tibult family had been using it as their
estate, but all the lords and ladies who came from Aberis were
equally welcome. That was ultimately the place Eliana led us and
where we met Otto.

The girls all came out in proper
attire. Eliana looked beautiful and refined. The other two were
dressed well, but their outfits were the outfits of workers. Faeyna
and Raissa’s official roles were our servants. The only one who
wouldn’t be joining us was Siti, who would remain at the mansion
and rest.

I didn’t feel that great about
treating the girls as the help, but it would be odder if I brought
them into the celebration as my three dates. Eliana at least had the
status and etiquette while the other two possessed experience serving
under nobles, so everyone was comfortable in their part. There were
many reasons I had chosen these three to escort beyond the others
being busy.

As much as I loved my girls, Lydia,
Celeste, Shao, Terra, and Miki were all a bit rough around the edges
and didn’t mingle around the aristocracy very well. Not that I
worried they’d embarrass me, it was just that they usually went
quiet and kept their heads down when they were in those kinds of
environments, and I knew they weren’t enjoying themselves. I
probably wasn’t much better, but I had to force myself since I was
a noble. I had to act the part.

“We’re going to head to the wedding
now,” Otto explained. “We’ll meet up with my family there
before the wedding.”

That second part came out sounding
extremely depressed. I sympathized with him. It seemed like even now
he was doing everything he could to separate himself from his family.
A lot of his actions in the past, trying to defeat a dungeon and earn
the status of hero, wasn’t just because he feared his father would
cut him off financially. It was because he wanted to be his own man,
apart from the fame of his family. It wasn’t a problem I typically
had to deal with, but I at least could sympathize with him.

The group of us left the mansion. The
streets were packed, so we had to walk. Getting a palanquin or
carriage through these crowds would be impossible. Comparing this
city to the gladiatorship, it not only was a city about ten times the
size of Alerith, but the population was many times more compacted.
Many people had come for this royal wedding, most of which could
never enter the actual wedding, but would celebrate in the streets
all the same.

I found as we walked that the wedding
would be taking place in a massive cathedral. It reminded me a bit of
the one in the capital of Aberis, but this one was much larger. As we
approached, my eyes fell on someone in the crowd. It was a young girl
with her arms crossed. She stood out because there was a group of
handsome men all around her, keeping anyone from bumping into her.


	
	
	












“Harem! Hey!”
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arem was a fellow dungeon diver. I had
only met her twice. Once, I had encountered her in the Mirror
Labyrinth on the border of the Ost Republic and Aberis. The other
place I had encountered her was in Alerith, during the gladiator
event. She seemed to be a free spirit and went wherever something
interesting was happening. Of course, she always brought a group of
men. It seemed to have grown since I had last seen it. There were
eight guys around her now.

“Harem!” I called again as I
approached her.

Otto and the others stayed back but
waited for me. I wasn’t feeling particularly rushed. I remembered
Harem had asked me to come to this event, but I hadn’t been that
interested. I was planning on skipping it until Prince Aberis asked
me to attend it as well. After defeating the Demon Lord, though, I
was treating this as my vacation. General Tibult was there for honor
and setting up negotiations. I was there to relax.

The men all moved to block me from
getting close to Harem, but at this point, I stood a head taller than
most of them, and they couldn’t block me at all. Harem looked up at
me, and her expression was blank for a while. This was the third time
we met, but she was no better at recognizing me. A few of the men
whom I had seen before finally realized who I was, and whispered in
her ear. Only then did she respond. 


“N-newbie! Is that you?”

“Well, you’re the only one who
calls me that.” I coughed awkwardly.

I was pretty sure it was because she
didn’t know my name.

“Right… I didn’t recognize you.
I’m sorry!”

“Ah, yeah. Things happened.”

I laughed and rubbed the back of my
neck. I didn’t blame her too much for not recognizing me. We had
only met about a month ago, but I had changed a lot since then.

“I’ll say. You’ve changed a lot.
It’s a new haircut, right?”

I raised an eyebrow and on man even
slapped his face. She wasn’t good with faces. Maybe that was the
reason men were so interchangeable with her. Ah… I probably
shouldn’t think such thoughts. I wasn’t much better. Faeyna and
Eliana had stepped forward, grabbing one of my arms each, as if to
mark their territory from the other woman.

“Yeah… it’s a haircut…” I
responded dryly.

“Oh! Never mind that!” She slapped
her head as she had just remembered something. “How long have you
been in town? Have you talked to her yet?”

“Huh? Who?”

“Alyssa!”

“Hmm? The bride?” Eliana cocked her
head in surprise.

“Wait.” I frowned. “Alyssa is the
one getting married?”

“You’ve come this far, and you
didn’t know?”

“I just came because a princess was
getting married.”

“Alyssa is the princess! Oof… this
is why you were supposed to come two weeks ago. Now, it’s too late
to do anything!”

I blinked. “Was I supposed to do
something?”

“Ah… but… I thought, you and
Alyssa…” She blushed slightly.

The former me might not have understood
what she meant, but ever since my resurrection, I had felt more
observant when it came to these kinds of things. She thought I had
some kind of deep connection with Alyssa. Well, I had said a few
embarrassing things in the past, but it wasn’t like she took them
seriously. She didn’t take them seriously, or she wouldn’t be
getting married.

“Deek, the wedding will be starting
in a few minutes,” Otto broke in. “We need to get into the church
now or we’re going to be stuck out here like them just watching as
the bride and groom depart.”
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 said a hasty goodbye to Harem after
reassuring her everything was fine. She still had a worried
expression on her face. I was surprised to see the same expression on
the other girls’ faces as well.

“I’m sorry, Deek, I thought you
already knew,” Eliana said tearfully.

“It’s fine.” I patted her head
reassuringly. “I can consider Alyssa a friend, like Harem. I should
celebrate that she’s getting married, right?”

Although I said that to reassure the
girls, deep inside, I felt a strange and uncomfortable feeling. I
wasn’t happy for Alyssa at all. I felt like I was somehow losing
something. It wasn’t like I had any claim to her. We had only
encountered each other twice months ago. However, I had thought there
was something between us, and knew that something had been snuffed
out before it began.

At the very least, I respected Alyssa
greatly, and I wouldn’t do anything to upset the wedding. Finding
this out didn’t change my plans. I came to relax at a celebration,
and I intended to do as much.

“Brother!” a large beast of a woman
cried out with her arms wide open.

Octavia Tibult ran up and grabbed Otto,
lifting him into the air and hugging him. He made choking noises as
she swung him around. His face was shoved into her chest… but there
was nothing soft there, it was all hard pectorals.

“You cut things short. We’ve been
keeping an eye out for you.” Octius came up, a gentle smile on his
lipstick covered lips.

“Deek… you’ve bulked up! Good
job!” As Octavia finally dropped the sputtering Otto, she gave me a
thumbs up in appreciation over my body.

Somehow, being complemented by this
girl didn’t cheer me up at all.

“So, you are the uprising noble the
King and my children have spoken about.” A beautiful woman
appeared.

She reached and pulled me in a hug
before I could do anything, and then kissed me on the cheek. She was
just tall enough to do it on her tiptoes. Seeing her looking up at me
with her hand on my chest caused some perverted feelings to shoot
through me. Her beauty was exceptional, and even though she was
older, she had a sensualness that rivaled Elaya. She didn’t have
Elaya’s large chest, but somehow that only added to her beauty. I
had a feeling of strength in her, and I felt like she might even be
as strong, if not stronger, than the other woman.

She bit her lip and reached up and
touched my cheek. She seemed to be very touchy. Her hands held me
like a close lover. My mouth was open, and I could barely speak.
Where had this beauty come from? Was this Lady Tibult? Wait, was the
Lady Tibult supposed to be here?

“Dad, we talked about this!” Otto
cried out.

“D-d-d-d-dad?”

“How can I truly measure a man
without getting a feel for him, from his outside” —
she spoke breathily as she stroked her slender, perfect hands down my
chest
— “to his inside…”

No! Not a she…. It was… it was…

“Let me introduce you to my father,
General Octin Tibult,” Otto said with an embarrassed look on his
face.

“G-general Trap! Ahem… I mean
Tibult…”

Actually, I was pretty sure I was right
the first time!











[image: 13]


[image: w]

ow have the talks gone?” I asked in a
tight voice, trying to calmly pull this woman… ahem… this man off
of me.

“Not good at all!” He pursed his
lips. “They were quite upset that no one from the noble family came
for the wedding. Just convincing them we weren’t insulting them was
the best I could do.”

“That’s right.” I perked up. “I
heard a bit about that. We did bring Eliana with us.”

“Hopefully, it’s not too late.”
He brightened, although he was still clinging uncomfortably close to
me. “My, you’re very muscular. Would you consider being mine?”

“Yours?”

“I just want you to serve under me.
Of course… I’m always on top.”

“Dad!” Octius grabbed my other arm
and pulled him to me. “Stop trying to recruit my men. I went to
great effort to gain his… muscles… ahem… I mean, his
friendship!”

I found myself being pulled between two
men. If there was a difference between them, it was that Octius was
an extremely pretty boy. It was difficult to tell if he was a man or
a woman, but there was just enough off about him that you could
determine it was a man. As for his father, there was no indication at
all. Calling him a pretty boy would be insufficient. He was a woman
who happened to have a penis, I had no other way of describing him.
Even the penis was something I’d have to take their word for.

This event was causing a bit of
commotion. An attractive, muscular soldier of a man was being pulled
and fought over by a beautiful man that would cause women to sigh and
a beautiful woman who was just as abnormally attractive. Actually,
why was Otto so ugly considering how beautiful his brother and father
appeared? I looked at his muscle-bound sister, who seemed to be
finding this amusing and instantly understood. Wait, what does the
mom look like? I seem to remember them saying that the daughter took
after her mom while the two of them took after their dad!

“Dad! Brother, he’s a noble too
high a rank to join either of you now. Remember, he’ll be going
through the ceremony soon.”

“Ah… that’s right!” the general
lifted his finger excitedly. “You’re upper nobility now. Soon,
you might even be on top of me!”

“That will never happen!” I
coughed. “A-anyway… shouldn’t we be getting into the church
now?”

I tried to bring the conversation back
around. The pair of them finally let go of me, but I already felt
like taking a shower. Why did they smell so good?

“D-Deek!” Eliana cried out as I
grabbed her.

“Master!”

“Ahn!”

I grabbed all the girls and held them
while I rubbed myself against them to feel normal again. After
holding the mothers of my children as well as a busty maid, I felt
much better. When I pulled away, I had been expecting the girls to
blush a bit, but I hadn’t been expecting to get so many hateful
looks around me. We weren’t exactly at the doors to the wedding yet
and were still near the public crowd. After having a man and a woman
fight over me, I then grabbed three other beautiful women and
snuggled with them openly in public. Somehow, this had earned glares
from both the men and the women.

So much for lying low. I grabbed Eliana
and the group of us followed the general. Thankfully, we wouldn’t
be entering the church from the front but could slip in the back
where we wouldn’t go noticed. Hopefully.
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hat is that doing here?” a voice
cried out as soon as we tried to enter the church.

It seemed like entering the church
without making a commotion was impossible for me, no matter what I
did. A group of three women suddenly approached. I recognized the
clothing they were wearing. They were the robes of the church. They
resembled the robes from the capital’s church, but they were a
different color. Those robes were red, while these were clear blue.

The lead woman had blond hair and a
slim physique. She was attractive, but her expression was one filled
with open disgust. The two girls behind her echoed these looks. There
was something off about them, though. They just didn’t seem like
the other priestesses I had met, but I just couldn’t put my finger
on it.

As for ‘that’, I thought they had
finally called out the Tibults. I mean, as to which one, it was hard
to say, because they were all questionable. However, as her finger
jutted out, it was pointing at Faeyna of all girls. I was extremely
shocked.

“M-me?” Faeyna cried out.

“Yes, you…” Her eyes narrowed
hatefully. “Your kind aren’t allowed in here.”

“My kind?”

The general seemed just as surprised as
me. This was the first time he had ever encountered such a thing. The
only good thing was that we went in the back way and there weren’t
very many people around who noticed these sudden issues.

I was shocked, and my mouth fell open
as we were met with hostility. Were elves hated in these parts? I
expected a bit of xenophobia in parts of Aberis, but I had thought
the Ost Republic was extremely welcoming. I tried to think back if
anyone else had shot Faeyna any ugly looks. I did recall a certain
old woman looking at her with distaste, but I thought nothing of it
at the time.

“Just who do you think you are?” I
demanded.

“They’re the E.D.B.D.T.D,” Octin
said.

“The E…D… what?” 


“They’re the disciplinary committee
of the official church of the Ost Republic.”

“Oh. Do they have something against
Faeyna?” I asked. 


“How could we not?” The woman
sneered. “Look at those ugly things!”

“We haven’t had any trouble
before,” Octin said with a slightly worried frown on his face.

“You never brought someone like her
before!” she snapped. “She’s not welcome here!”

“If you want to keep her from coming,
then we have a problem.” I stepped forward menacingly.

She glanced at me, undisturbed, and
then there was a flash of recognition. “It’s you… yes… I’ve
heard of you.”

“What?” I blinked, not sure where
that came from.

“You’re that one that fraternizes
with that unholy spawn from the north who calls themselves a church!
They’ve warned us you were coming to fill our heads with lies.
Rumor says that you love women of all types! It seems like it was all
talk! Looking at the women at your side, it is clear that you enjoy
women of a certain persuasion.” Her eyes landed on a certain aspect
of the women behind me. “It’s all just fat, anyway!”

“W-wait!” Realization struck me as
I realized what was off about them. “You all have flat chests!”

“Blasphemy!” she cried out.
“Pointing out a woman’s chest size in the house of the daughter.
As a member of the E.D.B.D.T.D. committee… you’re under arrest!”
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nder arrest? For what?” I cried out.

“Hmph! Bringing such a fat, ugly cow
into our midst, how could that not be provocation? Our spies have
already well documented your association with the Church of the
Mother. As for the talk that you’re the great unifier… who asked
you to unify anyone!”

In Aberis, the church was responsible
for managing the priests and paladins. At some point, the church had
broken up. The Church of the Mother and the Daughter became the
Church of the Mother and the Church of the Daughter. Somehow, large
breasts had signified the mother, while small or nonexistent breasts
signified the daughter. Thankfully, it didn’t seem like age played
into it. It would have been uncomfortable if it was a church of
lolis.

Mary, the Archbishop of the Church of
the Mother had asked me to help them create peace with the Church of
the Daughter. She claimed that simply by surrounding myself with
women of different endowments while accomplishing great deeds; I was
already helping remove the negative stigmatism of the church.

The paladins and priests that came with
me to battle the demon lord had all been impressed by my women, and a
few had even grudgingly admitted that Garnet’s work was pretty
exceptional and that Terra and Miki were powerful assets. They were
especially interested in Miki’s spiritual abilities, which
complemented their priests well. They wanted to know how she had
earned such a job. I told them you had to surround yourself with
death, become sickly for a long time, die, and then become a ghost.
None of them were eager to do what was necessary to reach those
goals.

However, while the Church of the
Mother, still filled with prejudice, had some desire to make amends
and reunite, the flat-chested women were much pricklier, it seemed. I
did not have time to worry about them and had focused on my own
problems with Alerith. Mary hadn’t given me a timeline, and I
hadn’t been in this world all that long, anyway. I wasn’t aware
that the Church of the Daughter was in the Ost Republic, although now
I realized it made too much sense.

Since both countries were so vehemently
opposed to each other, why wouldn’t their churches also be opposed
to each other? Now that I thought about it, there seemed to be a lot
more flat-chested women on the streets in the capital. Most Osterian
women had rather small breasts, although Alysia was an exception. I
wondered if she had trouble getting married in the church given her
chest size.

As for me unifying anyone, that must
have spread from Mary. She was trying to make things happen and had
spread that I was some kind of religious symbol. My harem of women
was becoming a source of reform in the church. I didn’t know if I
should laugh or cry.

“M-my breasts aren’t that big…
although they have been getting bigger recently…” Raissa blushed.

“St-stupid pregnancy…” Eliana
added, feeling her breasts, which had also gotten bigger.

“Hmph… two mothers and a big-titted
elf! You don’t want to start a fight! You want war!” the woman
cried out accusingly.

“That’s not true!” I fought back.
“I’ve said before, I like women of all sizes! It’s just a
coincidence these women are pregnant and large-chested.”

“Then prove it!”

“Huh?”

“I see two flat-chest women by your
side!”

“Huh? Where?”

“Ai, ai… I keep telling them I’m
a man, but they don’t believe me,” Octin sighed.

“Is he the reason you feel the need
to talk down to yourself, sister?” the girl demanded.

“Sister?” Octius cocked her head.

The church leader grabbed each of their
hands. “You shouldn’t be ashamed of having flat chests! You need
not call yourselves men just because you don’t have those mounds of
fat!”

“Oh my…” Octin had an awkward
smile, looking slightly exasperated like he’s had this conversation
before while Octius just looked dumbfounded.

“And this man!” She whipped her
hand at me. “If he still calls himself a man, he would make you
both feel like the women you deserve to be!”

“Um… but they really are…” I
tried to explain.

“Silence! If you truly are this
so-called lover of all women, then give these women proper affection,
or… or… I’ll sentence you and your three boob bimbos to death!”
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an they really do that?” I cried out.

I mean, there was no way I’d allow it
to happen, but I also didn’t want to start an international
incident here, especially over what I considered a misunderstanding.
One of these guests was the princess! They wouldn’t be speaking so
boldly if they knew what they were saying. I turned to the Tibult
family for help. After all, they were the ones who had been here and
should understand things the best.

“Do you hate us?” Octin asked,
looking up at me with tear-filled eyes.

“You…”

“Father, perhaps you shouldn’t
tease him too much.” Octius laughed.

“Are you going to do it or not? I’ll
even tolerate a kiss!” The woman crossed her arms over her chest.

“Haha… don’t worry!” Octavia
stepped forward. “How about he just kisses me? Oh, but my chest is
quite large though.”

If they were describing her chest,
there wasn’t much sign of any breasts, just pecs, but they were
pretty large if you were being technical. Not that that option was
that much better.

“Ehhh…” The three church girls
didn’t seem to know what to make of the situation, either. “I’m
not so sure about that.”

“Fine! You say I don’t go for small
chests?” I snapped, feeling like I was losing my sanity there.
“Then, how about this?”

I reached forward and grabbed the girl
herself. She was flat-chested, after all, and also pretty.

“Wh-what?” She cried out as I
pulled her and kissed her.

“Ahhh… he went for her.”
Octin pouted.

“D-dad! You’re married!” Otto
cried out.

“That’s true!” Octin raised his
finger like he had just remembered that. “Then, good Deek here must
have been trying to protect my vows…”

“I’m almost certain that isn’t
it…”

“Mmm! Mmm!” The girl struggled
helplessly as I kissed her thoroughly.

However, she couldn’t say I didn’t
like flat-chested girls after that, right? I finally let her go and
she stumbled back, gasping for breath.

“Y-you… you!” she said it twice.

“Is that satisfactory now?” I
asked.

Her face turned red. “I-I’ll
remember this!”

She grabbed the other two girls, who
looked just as surprised as she was, and then fled the area. I let
out a breath as I saw them go. I wasn’t sure if that would make
things more difficult between me and the church of the daughter later
on. When I had time, I should bring Garnet over here. I regretted not
inviting her already. Well, she technically wasn’t in my harem.

To the best of my knowledge, she wasn’t
even effected by certain harem skills I had tried out on a certain
night. However, she had an association with the church of the mother
that I wasn’t too clear on, and she had the flat-chestedness that
the church of the daughter revered, so it was a good combo to have.

I had come here to relax, but I
realized now I knew far too little about the Ost Republic. I had been
dealing with issues in Aberis for so long; I didn’t feel ready to
start dealing with the issues of another country. At the very least,
we were through the door now. I could finally just sit back and enjoy
a wedding.











[image: 17]


[image: t]

	
	
	


fter the church committee had provided
us such a rude welcoming, we continued on into the church. We needed
to be introduced one at a time. We managed to get in line just as
they were announcing the last few guests. 


Technically, our party should have
arrived earlier. Arriving late would make Aberis look bad in the eyes
of the other guests, but there was no helping it at this point. The
giant cathedral had several stage boxes on the top. Aberis was
granted one of them, which ultimately also decided how many guests we
could bring.

The box fit only ten people. The four
Tibults and the four of us constituted eight of those spots. The
remaining two were reserved for the ambassador and his wife, neither
of which I had ever met. At the very least, they had arrived early
and provided proper respect, as was their job.

“Lord Octin Tibult, Duke of Aberis,
general of the southern border,” a man announced in a dry voice.
“He’s arrived with his three children, Marquis Octius, Count
Otto, and Countess Octavia.”

The four of them walked into the room
beyond.

“Princess Eliana Aberis, escorted by
Lord Deek Deekson, Earl of Aberis, keeper of the wilderness,” he
continued.

“Am I an Earl now?” I whispered.

“Shh… just accept it,” Eliana
whispered back.

The other two girls were just
considered servants, so they filed in behind. Raissa’s eyes were
big as she took in the beautiful scenery set up for the wedding.
Faeyna had initially been confident, but after the church had
insulted her breasts, she was slouching slightly and trying not to
bring as much attention to herself. I would need to make it up to
both girls later, but for the moment, we were in enemy territory and
needed to just deal with it.

“Deek Deekson!” a voice called as I
searched the direction Lord Octin had gone so that I could follow
him.

My eyes scanned the crowd to see who
had suddenly called my name when they fell on a man who had been
glaring at me. Of all the people I had thought it would be, I hadn’t
realized it’d be the groom. He was already at the front of the
altar, waiting to receive his bride. That would be Alysia, or so I
had heard from Harem.

Hearing the groom suddenly speak out,
the entire room went quiet, and all the eyes in the room fell on me.
The man stepped down from the altar and began to march up the red
carpet toward me. I pulled Eliana behind me before stepping forward,
trying to keep from showing my confusion and fear. The man’s step
faltered slightly as he approached. He had seemed to expect to tower
over me, but as he closed the distance, he started to realize I was
nearly as tall as he was. He was still taller than me, but only by a
bit. After a few slow steps, he regained his traction until he stood
right in front of me. A sneer formed on his face.

“Yes?” I asked, hoping this was
just another misunderstanding and finding myself regretting not just
staying in Chalm.

“You are Deek Deekson.” He stated
this as a fact.

“I am.” I responded.

“You thought yourself clever by
hiding to the very end.” His voice was loud and crisp so everyone
in the room could hear. “You thought that if you arrived late, I
wouldn’t upset the wedding to challenge you.”

“Huh?”

“Well, you failed! I challenge you in
the Osterian Karn!”

Several people gasped, including
Eliana. I looked over at her for verification.

“The Karn is a fight to the death.”
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o not act so confused,” he declared.
“I know you’ve been more than familiar with my future wife!”

This led to more gasps. The groom was
an Osterian man who wasn’t particularly attractive. He looked a bit
old to be Alysia’s groom as his dark black hair had just a bit of
grey in it. He wasn’t as muscular as me, but he moved with a grace
that reminded me of Octius or Octin. This was a man who knew how to
fight. His expression was filled with anger and disdain.

“We’re friends,” I tried to
defend.

“Hmph! Like I can believe that! I’ve
heard that you’ve seen her naked and that she has seen you naked in
turn.”

“That was… I mean…” I didn’t
know how to respond to that.

Technically, we had fought each other
until our clothing was in tatters. However, there wasn’t anything
sexual about it.

“You also declared her as your woman
and threw your arms around her.”

“Oh… that…”

I wasn’t sure things exactly happened
that way. I had been jumping off a cliff to rescue Alysia when I
grabbed her. As for declaring her my woman, I don’t recall that at
all. Then again, I had made that declaration to so many women. Maybe
I had? I needed to stop running my mouth! It led to situations like
this!

“It’s an archaic tradition from the
old Osteria. In Aberis, it has been abolished.”

“Heh… that’s because you puny
humans fear anything that takes away your safety.” The man
chuckled.

“What exactly is the Osterian Karn?”
I asked Eliana, rather hearing her explanation than his voice.

“When a groom is to marry a woman, he
can initiate a challenge to the death towards anyone he thinks his
woman has lingering affection toward. This way, there is less risk
that she yearns for someone else. He closes off all avenues for her
so that her heart becomes completely his. It’s supposed to occur
months or weeks leading to the wedding, but to initiate one now
disrupts the ceremony.”

“Hmph! I won’t be denied my right
just because the accused is a coward!” the man declared snobbishly.

“What if he dies?” I asked.

“Haha… you think I will die?” The
man laughed. “Nonsense. I am an Osterian, while you’re just a
puny human. Even if your levels were double what my sources say they
are, you wouldn’t stand a chance.”

I had no clue what levels they were
saying if they knew how many jobs I had, nor if what he was saying
was even true. All I could say was that he was pretty confident,
while I didn’t want to be involved in this fight at all.

“Eliana is mistaken about one thing,”
—
Octin had returned when he heard what was happening
— “this doesn’t necessarily need to be a
battle to the death. Although the groom will try to kill the accused,
if the accused kills the groom instead, he forfeits his life.”

“How is that fair?” I cried out.

“Of course, the groom can also spare
the accused if he defeats him, but I expect this won’t happen.”

So, it was a situation where he could
kill me, but I couldn’t kill him. This felt like the dumbest
tradition I had ever heard. It gave him a free shot at killing anyone
he considered an enemy, all while maintaining his safety.

“It isn’t completely risk free,”
Octin continued, as if reading my mind. “If he should lose, while
his life won’t be forfeit… the wedding will be. As the accused
must put a life on the line, so must the groom.”

“Whose life?” I asked as the groom
made an ugly expression, like he didn’t want me to know this part.

“The groom puts his bride as
collateral. If he loses, then the bride becomes the accused’s slave
to do with however they wish.”

“S-seriously?”

“Well, as Eliana said, it is an
archaic tradition. Many men would let the woman go. Others show their
true colors and take advantage of her. A groom who loses truly ends
up in a humiliating state.”

“Enough banter!” he shouted. “I
am General Draven Nova of the Osterian Bloodwights. Tonight, I will
offer Alysia a plate with your head on it as my wedding gift!”
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is challenge still hung in the air. I
looked around for help, but both Octin and Octius seemed at a loss
for words. I was hoping that Alysia would appear and make things
clear, but I guess that was too much to hope for.

“My King! Please allow me to postpone
this marriage for a brief spat so that I may send this man on his way
to death!” The general turned around and called out.

Another Osterian stood up. He was
wearing a fine robe and suit that I wouldn’t have been surprised to
see on Prince Edward’s body. This was the King of the Ost Republic?
Wait! Wasn’t this a republic? Why was there a king, anyway?

“Alysia is my sister, and you will
soon be my brother-in-law,” the other man said in a calm voice, his
lips lifted slightly in a grin. “How could I deny you this
request?”

“My lord!” This time, I was glad to
see General Octin step forward. “Deek Deekson is an upper noble of
Aberis. You can’t expect us to stand by and allow you to just kill
him! From what I understand, this custom hasn’t been honored in
over a hundred years.”

“That’s only because the Demon Lord
Aberis was controlling these parts over the last one hundred years.”
General Nova shrugged. “Technically, every law that passed over
from old Osteria is archaic until we decide to use it again.”

“That still means it hasn’t been
used in the last twenty years…”

“There hasn’t been a royal wedding
in twenty years. The former queen refused marriage. Her children are
the last of her line. That only makes it more prudent for the
continuation of royalty that she not be tempted, especially by some
foreign human.”

“I demand that this go through a vote
with the council.” Octin declared.

There were a ton of groans at these
words.

“The bride and groom are Osterian,”
the King said. “Osterians follow the King, it is humans who follow
the council, and this human isn’t from the Ost Republic, so there
is no reason to consult the council in this.”

The government sounded complicated, but
it looked like every species had its representation. The Osterians
followed a king, while the humans consulted a council. However, I
imagined that seeing as the Osterians was the muscle of the country,
what the king said the council often had to agree with. In other
words, they were there just for show to give the humans a feeling
like they had some power, all while the Osterian line ruled the
country. I was beginning to understand why a sword in the stone story
would flourish in this country where humans were being secretly
oppressed.

“If you are so worried…” General
Nova waved his hand. “Then I promise if he surrenders, I will not
kill him. He only needs to admit he is inferior to me.”

“Even so-” General Octin stopped
after I touched his shoulder.

“It’s okay.” I stepped in front
of him and up to General Nova. “I accept your challenge. Let’s
fight!”













[image: 20]


[image: w]

re you sure about this?” Otto asked
for the tenth time.

“Stop badgering him. I approve of
this. It’s how a man should act!” Octavia gave me a thumbs up.

“I’m just worried you’ll be
hurt,” Octius pouted, stroking my arm.

“You’re just using sympathy as a
chance to touch me, aren’t you?” I asked dubiously. 


“What are you saying?” Octius put
on a hurt look.

“If you like touching muscles,
brother, you can feel these!” Octavia immediately did a flex pose.

“I-it’s just not the same!”
Octius sighed.

Some time had passed, and I was now
waiting in a room in the church, not unlike a room the bride would
wait in before the wedding. The entire wedding party was being moved
to the training fields behind the church where paladins learned
battle. That would ultimately be where I faced General Nova.

“Are you certain about this?” Octin
asked, his arms crossed as he thought deeply, even his contemplative
features resembling a cool beauty.

“I’m not as weak as I once was.”
I shrugged. “I’m very interested to see how strong I am now.
Recently, my soul was damaged, but those souls were combined, and
rather than lose strength, I should have gained it. However, I
haven’t had time to test myself. Even if I lose, he already said if
I forfeit and admit he’s stronger, then he will accept my defeat.
Worst case scenario, one of us dies.”

“With resurrection, it is true that
death isn’t permanent.” Octin nodded. “And with your healing,
you could bounce back from near death with ease. However, if you kill
him, this will cause outrage among the Ost Republic, and if he kills
you, we’ll be forced to retaliate with aggression as well. Killing
an upper noble is a grave insult to the country, no matter your
personal feelings.”

“I see… then the best opportunity
would be if I won, but then forfeited.”

He raised both eyebrows. “Really? I
suppose that is a good plan. You show you’re powerful and give
honor to Aberis, but also allow the wedding to continue. He won’t
be able to easily cause any more trouble after that.”

“Of course, it still ends with Alysia
getting married to Draven.” I sighed.

“Is there a problem with that?” he
asked.

“No…” I shook my head after a
thought. “None at all. Tell me, what do you know of Draven?”

“He’s a general. Many think he’s
lazy, and maybe he is, but he makes up for it by being extremely
cunning. I’ve faced him a few times on the border, and it’s
always ended in a tie. He supposedly has a large harem of women that
he plays with daily. He surrounds himself with beautiful women, many
of which are slaves.”

“Seriously?”

“Yes, I’ve heard that he even
forces them to fight for him. You didn’t see them in the church,
but he has a personal guard made up of all women that he sleeps
with.”

“That monster! How can he dare think
about marrying a woman when he treats so many other women that way?”
I snapped.

Raissa leaned over to Eliana and
whispered, “Should we tell him?”

“A clueless Deek is a cute Deek.
We’ll let him figure it out on his own,” Eliana responded.

The two girls giggled together
playfully. Although I didn’t know what they were whispering, it was
nice to see that they were starting to bond, just as I had hoped.
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eek Deekson, I felt the need to stop by
for a bit.” It was the king himself who appeared at my door.

I stood up, keeping an eye out for
Octin to tell me if I needed to bow or anything else. When he only
turned thoughtfully, I gave a nod to the king.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“You’re taller than I imagined,”
the King spoke after a moment.

“Ah… Alysia has spoken about me?”

He shook his head with a laugh. “Not
at all. In fact, she’s made an attempt to not mention you. That’s
why it is so worrisome.”

I frowned, not quite sure what he
meant.

He walked over to a desk, where he
pulled out a bottle of drink and a couple of glasses stashed there.
He poured a drink for me, Octin, and himself before turning to the
pair of us.

“Normally, Alysia doesn’t hold
anything back, not from me or Mother. However, she’s remained
extremely tight-lipped when it has come to conversations regarding
you. She’s faced you two times now, and both times, she got the raw
end of the deal.”

“Wouldn’t that suggest that she
hates me?” I asked cautiously.

“If you know my sister as well as I
think you do, you’d know how ridiculous that question is.” He
gave me a look, and I had no choice but to look away.

“Is Ost Republic looking to have
peace with Aberis?” I asked

“Deek!” Octin cried out.

The King chuckled. “A direct question
requires a direct answer. I know General Octin here has been trying
to ascertain that answer for weeks now. If it was my mother you were
talking to, peace would be impossible. However…”

“However?” I looked back at him as
he stopped on that word.

“General Nova has a lot of sway in
this country, especially with the humans.”

“Seriously?”

“Is it so surprising?” Octin asked.
“You would be said to have a lot of sway with Beastkin and the
Esmere. In fact, the minority races idolize you. You’re a human
that accepts Beastkin as equals.”

I hadn’t really thought about it like
that.

“Many of his slave women are humans,
and he has many human children.” The King’s expression became
thunderous for a second. “As much as he goes on about purity of the
Osterians, he certainly is fine weakening our bloodline!”

“Where do I come in?” I asked.

“It’s simple.” He shrugged. “If
the humans somehow ceased to trust in him, and found a new hero to
admire… a human hero, then I wouldn’t need to sacrifice my sister
to that man.”

“Are you suggesting I should defeat
him in battle?”

He gave a slight smile. “We’ll see
if you are as impressive as the reports say. I will be finding my
place outside. Good luck.”

He left as abruptly as he came. After a
moment of silence, Octin shook his head.

“That man shouldn’t be trusted. He
has his own aims. It’s possible he wants you to defeat General Nova
for his own reasons.”

“I agree… I don’t think it’d be
a good idea if I defeated Nova.” I shook my head. “It’s time.
Let’s go.”

Something about the King felt strangely
familiar, and also off. He was definitely a schemer, and I feared
that this was all planned out from the beginning.
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he group of us finally left the back of
the church. The crowds created a path for me to walk down into the
center field. Meanwhile, seating had been hastily set up in a circle
around the courtyard, where the party guests had been moved.

“Is it not possible for Octius or you
to fight for Deek?” Otto asked. “A slave is considered the weapon
of their master, right? We can use his temporary slave ability as he
did once before.”

Octin shook his head. “At the moment,
this is about maintaining the dignity and respect of our nation. If
you or anyone else were to fight for him, it’d lose all meaning.”

“Thank you for concerning yourself
with me.” I patted Otto on the back. “I’ve decided to do this
on my own.”

I felt a bit touched that Otto was
worrying about me so much. Eliana ran up and hugged me next. Raissa
and Faeyna stood at the side. Raissa’s tail was lowered, and Faeyna
also had a slouch. It was clear they were both worried as well. I
reached out and embraced them all. This earned me a few glares and
dirty looks, but I didn’t care. When I turned away, I was shocked
to see that on the other side of the courtyard, a similar scene was
playing out with General Nova, except he was lewdly grabbing and
kissing several women.

This was his wedding day, and he was
marrying Alysia, but he was kissing and feeling up other women right
in front of the entire wedding precession. My eyes narrowed and once
again I felt anger toward this man. It really would be nice to put
him in his place. He seemed to notice my eyes on him because he broke
away from his kiss and then glanced in my direction. A grin formed on
his face, showing far too many teeth.

I parted from my group, who went to
find places to watch as I stepped into the circle. General Nova did
the same. The pair of us stopped a distance away from each other.
That’s when my eyes fell on a stage that had been hauled here just
for the noble family. They were above everyone else and included soft
chairs and cover from the sun. The King walked up onto the platform,
and another two Osterian women walked up behind him. When I saw them,
my body froze and my mind reeled.

Alysia was there, her head lowered, a
veil covering her face enough that it was impossible to see her
expression. She was wearing a dress made of blue silk, and it flowed
down her body quite alluringly. I had only ever seen her in her
military or adventuring clothing, so this was the first time I had
ever seen her dressed up. Her red curly hair flowed down her
shoulders and contrasted with the darker tanned skin of an
Osterian. She was shockingly beautiful, even with only her eyes
showing.

However, I barely glanced at her,
because my eyes were on the other woman who ascended onto the
platform. I recognized her as well. I had seen her features many
times before in many different forms. I had seen her as a human, and
I had seen her as a giant. This was the first time I saw her purely
as an Osterian. It was none other than Xin!
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ow can this be? How can Xin be here?”
I demanded, using slave communication to have Faeyna and Raissa ask
the Tibults.








	
	
	



“Hmm? Xin Greggar? Isn’t that King
Xerin Greggar’s mother?”

Ultimately, they didn’t know what I
was talking about. None of them knew the full story about Xin. So,
the nobility of the Ost Republic were the Greggars? I had only ever
heard Xin’s full name thanks to the Twilight Dungeon challenges. 


To Raissa, she was just a woman that
sort of resembled the boss monster in the dungeon. She never
interacted with Xin very much. As for everyone else, most had never
even laid eyes on her or had heard about her existence. They vaguely
knew that I had a dungeon I had more or less tamed, but they didn’t
know to what extent I had control over it. They didn’t know about
Xin, her monster clone, or the soul I had fetched from the Twilight
Dungeon.

As it turned out, the group with me was
the group least familiar with the situation, and explaining it to
them now was far too difficult. All I could determine was that Xin
was the queen here. As the story went according to Faeyna’s summary
of what Octin said, King Aberis had declared her and all Osterians
outlaws, and she fled across the border with the last of the
Osterians as their leader. Since Aberis was too young and still
forming, she was able to recover the last bits of Osteria, including
the capital city which was originally in the south, and form a new
country.

Not everyone agreed with King Aberis’s
pro-human rhetoric, and so Ost Republic was formed counter to Aberis.
Of course, not all blame could be put on the King. His people had
been oppressed by demons, and the Osterians had joined them in doing
it. Ultimately, the only Osterian ally he had murdered him, and led
to the ultimate sacrifice of his wife. He had felt his actions were
justifiable at the time. Thus, the two countries remained
antagonistic to each other for roughly twenty years.

A few years ago, Queen Xin resigned her
position and gave it to the royal prince, who became King Greggar.
This was all fine and good, except that I knew Xin did not go to the
Ost Republic. Halfway there, the Demon Lord Aberis took control of
her and she turned back. Once born, he tossed her into the Twilight
Dungeon where she died, and then he regained his power, took control
of Lord Reign, and then used him as a puppet for the last twenty
years.

In other words, there were two stories,
and they didn’t match up. Could it be that Xin was a dungeon clone?
Did the Ost Republic make a fake Xin? She had a lot of sway with the
people, so anyone who wanted to control the Osterians would have been
smart to try to clone her in a dungeon. However, that kind of thing
took time. My mind was still busy wondering when General Nova spoke
up.

“A bride and groom shouldn’t see
each other before the wedding,” he declared.

“Once my daughter heard of this
fight, she had insisted on being present to see how it turned out.”
Xin spoke in a voice that sounded familiar, but also strangely cold
and aloof.

“I truly hope she doesn’t hope to
intercede…” he said uncertainly.

“Rest assured, she will not involve
herself as any more than a spectator,” her mom spoke before giving
the woman herself a sharp look. “And she will abide by the outcome,
wherever it may fall.”

Alysia silently nodded, but her eyes
shot to me, and even though she was at a distance, I thought I could
see some reluctance in there. I noticed she was distinctly staying
quiet. It was clear by her entire body language she didn’t want
this to happen.

“Then, let the battle begin!”
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  re you ready to die?” General Nova
asked, pulling out a long spear. “What is your weapon of choice?”

  I was pretty surprised to see a spear.
I was used to most nobility using swords. Although my girls had a
variety of different weapons, from magical to physical, it seemed
like whenever I faced a human; they had a sword. Then again, this guy
wasn’t a human, and the spear he had in his hand didn’t look like
it had been made for a human either. It was thick, and when he hit
the ground with the back of the staff, it made a resounding thud,
reinforcing just how heavy it was.

As I pulled out my sword, it looked
pretty pathetic in comparison. I was larger and stronger than I used
to be, and this small sword in my hand just didn’t feel like it
belonged anymore. I might have been wielding a dagger for as light as
it was. However, it was a powerful sword, and while it wasn’t at
the level of a silvthril sword, or even the Star Sword, it was the
best the blacksmiths could make in Chalm. Until Garnet made me a
stronger one by incorporating magic or I lucked out and found a
powerful magical sword in a labyrinth, these standard swords were the
best I had.

“Hmph… a commoner’s sword…
fitting for an unremarkable man.”

I considered asking Octius or Octin for
a magic sword, but I had seen Octius’s sword and fighting style and
it didn’t fit me. He used elegant and light movements, flowing from
one attack to another. I imagined he had gotten that from Octin. It
called for light, flowing movements refined from years of practice. I
was self-taught, and my fighting had often been desperate as I tried
to survive in the dungeons. My attacks also relied on speed, but they
were sharp, aggressive attacks, intended for doing maximum damage at
minimum cost. It wasn’t that either way was better or even
preferred, but that I wouldn’t be any more comfortable with either
of their swords.

“When you are defeated by a
commoner’s sword and an unremarkable man, I wonder what it will
make of you?” I asked, strengthening my grip on the sword.

My words caused the malicious grin to
finally fall off his face. He glared at me and then lowered his body
to attack. I similarly got into position. I had already optimized my
setup for the battle, concentrating on the jobs that would make me
the strongest. True Hero, Hero, Mimic, Demon Knight. Why didn’t I
dump all my points into a 5th job? It was because I had
optimized my dungeon points as well, concentrating on abilities I
often ignored in the dungeons.

I had 62 dungeon points at the moment.
I originally had 42. Male Deek had earned 15 points from defeating
Twilight Dungeon and Female Deek had earned 5 points finishing off
the Bandit’s Respite. When my souls combined, so did the blessings,
and also my missing points. Combined, I could finally equip a
50-point skill. Most of these were extremely terrifying. Eternal
Youth, Earthshatter, Soul Reaver, and Dimensional Shift were a few of
the skills under this list.

Dimensional Shift likely functioned
similarly to my blessing's modification to portal. That meant that
technically, I could have used it rather than waiting the week.
However, that would have taken 50 of my points, and I didn’t know
the cooldown time for it. What if that cooldown was also a week or
even a month? I wasn’t willing to sacrifice 50 points for who knew
how long. Plus, I admit I hadn’t noticed it at the time, since I
had bigger things on my mind.

Thus, I put 16 points into Stamina
Increase. Instead of 10X experience and the extra portals, I had the
10-point skill Haste, 6 points to get level 2 in Increased Strength,
the 5-point skill Hawk Vision, and the 1-point skill Explosive
Movement. I could still drop the Advanced Learning levels to get six
more points, but I realized they were better than I initially
thought. They didn’t just make it easier to remember things, but
they were the reason I could glean more information when I had a job
equipped simply by contemplating the job carefully. In this case, I
was using it mixed with my Moderate Weapon Proficiency to understand
a spear’s strengths and weaknesses.

Hawk Vision gave me extremely precise
vision, and when combined with Mimic and Advanced Learning, I was
confident I could replicate the skills being used against me. I truly
was going all out here. It was finally time to see what I was capable
of.

“Begin!”
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  raven lunged toward me; his spear
outstretched in a direct attack. There were no feeling things out
with him. He went straight for a killing blow. I struck the tip of
the staff with my sword, directing the strike and causing it to move
past my shoulder. He pulled back and struck again, and then again;
his spear quickly launched a dozen sharp and dangerous attacks. Each
attack I countered with my sword.

  I suddenly got a prickly feeling, and I
leaped back. At that moment, a glow formed on his body, and the speed
of his attacks sped to the point of a blur. That attack was one I
couldn’t block. Had I been standing there; I would have become
mincemeat.

This was far different from the
fighting I was used to. When fighting, most people either attacked or
used skills. When they attacked with a skill, there was usually a bit
of forewarning. It was even considered common to announce what skill
you were using before attacking.

That’s how adventurers and gladiators
did it, at least. However, adventurers worked in teams, and it was
often important to know what your allies were doing before they
attacked. These verbal cues added cohesion to a team. As for
gladiators, they were fundamentally showmen, and crying out attacks
was a way of hyping up the audience, so it was likely taught and
encouraged. General Nova was a soldier, though. Soldiers put their
lives on the line. Skills weren’t showy attacks designed to
overwhelm or intimidate an enemy. They were simply a tool to
facilitate killing.

He blended his attacks with his skills,
slipping them into his attack. He did it a second time, swinging his
spear like a staff in a wide arc that would slash my body. Each time
it revolved, I had to take a step. He skillfully activated the
glowing skill just as the spear was behind his back, obscuring my
vision. When it came around again, it was moving faster. I had
another premonition, but I wasn’t able to get out of the way. I
blocked with my sword, which shattered as I flew back and hit the
edge of the yard.

The crowds didn’t yell or cheer like
they would in a gladiator match. The wedding attendants were mostly
nobles from foreign countries, so they acted more reserved than
commoners might. I could hear whispers and chuckles. A few people
clapped lightly. Looking to the side, I could see the three girls I
had brought with me looking on anxiously, holding each other as they
watched me fight.

“Is that all you have?” General
Nova spoke up. “After your previous confidence, I would have
thought you’d be able to put up at least a bit of a fight. Frankly,
you’re disappointing.”

I stood back up. Although I was a
little dusty, he hadn’t damaged me at all, and despite all of his
skills, I had used none of mine. I had managed to deflect two of
these skills, used with the precision of a general, while not
consuming any energy of my own. To most of the people present, it
might have looked like I had lost that exchange. Otto, for one,
looked increasingly worried. However, King Greggar, General Octin,
and Octius knew better.

They could see that I had been holding
back, trying to get a feeling for my abilities and how they matched
his. I pulled out a new sword from my inventory. It was my turn.
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  his time, I attacked General Nova. My
attacks didn’t have any flair. I didn’t know flair to give them.
All of my techniques were self-taught, which gave my attacks a more
abrupt and violent feel to them. I wasn’t precise like this man,
and I’d never had a rhythmic, fluid dance like Lydia. All I could
do was attack with all I had and try to survive. If my attack style
matched anyone, I fought most like Raissa.

  She seemed to catch that as she watched
me fight, and she’d occasionally cry out in excitement when she saw
something I used that she recognized. While Eliana and Faeyna were
worried, Raissa, who had been a gladiator herself and had often
fought for her life, found some appeal to watching her master fight.

Our attacks went back and forth,
dancing around the ring. He launched several skills at me. I was able
to block some attacks, especially the ones he depended on frequently.
My learning and mimicry allowed me to quickly gain a grasp on his
skills, as well as figure out their weaknesses and strength. Just
like the time I had fought Alysia; my attacks grew more confident and
certain as I learned from the battle.

Alysia seemed to notice this as well,
and her posture had changed. She was no longer slouching with her
head down, but had straightened and was leaning forward, her eyes
watching the match intently. Most people saw me as continually taking
the disadvantage, but those with discerning eyes could see that
General Nova was only managing to keep up through a steady use of
skills, and those skills were quickly dragging down his stamina.
Meanwhile, I still hadn’t used a single skill, and my stamina had
been increased many times over to where I wasn’t even sweating yet.

General Nova was keenly aware of this
more than anyone else. His cocky smile had disappeared, and his brow
had furrowed. He had stopped making jeers and speaking high and
mighty. He had hidden it well, but his concern was finally starting
to show.

I activated Haste for the first time
since the beginning of the battle. Having it as a dungeon skill
didn’t give me the ability of Haste infinitely, regrettably. Haste
consumed mana when it was active. When someone casts Haste on you,
they were using their mana to speed you up. When you activate Haste
on yourself, it is ultimately your mana that is used up.

My speed suddenly shot up as I used a
spell unexpectedly. General Nova’s eyes bulged as he noticed my odd
movements. I had used a skill I was very familiar with, Quick Attack.
My body reached a state that seemed like instantaneous movement to
the crowd. I blurred. General Nova formed a defensive shield around
him. My sword struck the shield and shattered. For the first time,
General Nova was thrown back.

“I need a better weapon,” I said
bitterly, pulling my last spare sword from the inventory.

The whispering crowd had become
extremely quiet. For the first time, a realization dawned on
everyone. I was stronger than General Nova, a lot stronger.
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  ou… you can’t defeat me,” General
Nova cried out, his calm demeanor slipping away.

  He was technically right. If I defeated
him, it would be bad. King Greggar suggested I should seek to win,
although he had never said it outright. I didn’t trust him. though,
so I was inclined to want to do the exact opposite of what he asked
me to do. It was best for Aberis if I conceded this fight, but did it
in a way where I was superior. I had already shown I could fight. In
fact, I might have gone a bit overboard here.

“I concede.” I put my sword to the
side.

This caused murmurs to grow throughout
the crowd. They sounded extremely displeased. They were expecting a
more vicious battle. This one was just getting interesting, and
suddenly a participant gave up.

“What is that?” General Nova’s
voice was hoarse.

“You are a general deserving of your
title. I am only a lord and adventurer, more suited for monster
fighting than people fighting. Ultimately, that was the best attack I
had. Since you survived, there is no point. I acknowledge you are the
superior fighter.”

The murmuring in the crowds grew
louder. I didn’t care what they thought. These people weren’t my
people. The small group from Aberis wouldn’t demand one of their
nobles fight for their entertainment.

“You dare!”

“You promised if I surrender and
admit I’m inferior, then you will end this.”

General Nova took a step forward. “You
will surrender when I let you surrender!”

“It’s over!” a voice yelled from
the stage.

General Nova spun with an ugly face,
but when his eyes landed on Queen Xin, he quickly shut his mouth and
smoothed his expression.

“My lady, if things end this way, I
will not be fulfilled. Your daughter may also continue to harbor some
feelings…”

She stood up, open fury on her face.
“Would you accuse my daughter of being some kind of harlot?”

General Nova took a step back. As
smarmy and smug as he acted to most people, it was clear he was
genuinely afraid of Xin.

“N-No, I wouldn’t dare… but…”

“Then, this competition is over,”
she declared. “I’ve already allowed you the hand of my daughter.
If you want to disrespect her by suggesting such things, then- 


“No! Your daughter is pure and
beautiful, and I am honored to be her husband!” His face turned red
as he spoke.

“Then, let’s get this over with!”
She slapped her hands like a thunderclap, and everyone responded.

All the honor that he had was
destroyed. He received supportive looks from his harem girls and the
other humans who respected him, but most of the Osterians just shook
their heads in disgust. Without any fanfare, our competition was
over. They filed back into the church, dispersing as if this entire
event had never happened. As I rejoined my group, I fought off Octin
and Octius who tried to give me hugs. Eventually, I used the three
girls as my buffer.

I noticed at that point that General
Nova was glaring at me. However, his look wasn’t the one that
worried me. I felt the eyes of the King on me too. He said nothing,
but it was clear he had expected this fight to end differently, and I
had somehow stepped on his plans. Whatever was going on, I had a
feeling that it wasn’t over.
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  thought that would end differently,”
Eliana whispered.

  “Hmm?” I raised an eyebrow. “What
do you mean?”

“Alysia… she really did marry the
General.”

“What’s wrong with that?” I
asked.

Her response was interrupted by the
sound of a firework erupting over the city, followed by ‘ooh’s
and ‘aww’s. We were currently at the reception. Compared to the
church, the reception hall was much larger. Many people who weren’t
allowed in the church for one reason or another came to the reception
instead, so it was more crowded. There was an outer celebration
prepared for the commoners. 


Naturally, we were in the main
celebration, which was for the respected party guests. However, there
was a celebration in the streets too. It had been set up for weeks,
and now it was finally here. It was a boisterous festival, and one
could hear the festivities occasionally rise over the rather demure
music playing in the more traditional reception.

“I wish we could be out there.”
Raissa sighed, her tail drooping slightly.

I had to agree with her. We were
sitting at fine tables listening to gentle music play while stuffy
people spoke about treaties and agreements. General Octin had
gathered a group of men around him, laughing playfully as he spoke
with them. They seemed to hang on his every word. Actually, they were
probably interested in him for reasons that had nothing to do with
his words. Should I tell them? Well, that will be for them to find
out. He can take care of himself.

“I’m surprised you’re not out
there more, talking it up,” I told Eliana, trying to change the
subject.

Not that I was uncomfortable with her
comment or anything, I just wasn’t in the mood to cause an
international incident. So why did it make me feel so uncomfortable?
I didn’t want to be one of those guys that felt ownership toward
women. Part of the reason I had initially been so bothered by my
slave master ability was that I didn’t want to take their choice
away. Yes, a lot of that had to do with me being unwilling to
recognize that I was good enough to be around these women, but even
if I accepted their love, I wanted it to be their choice.

Alysia chose to marry General Nova. She
might have been pushed into it by her mother, but it was ultimately
her own choice. She said yes. Whether it was for duty or love; it was
her decision. If she asked for my opinion, I would have told her not
to do it. If she had asked for my help, I would have given it.
However, she was silent, and it wasn’t my place to break things up
just because we shared a few moments several months ago. There were
certainly more fish in the sea, and I had caught several of them.

“I know it seems like I’m a social
butterfly, but the honest truth is I don’t get along much with the
aristocracy,” Eliana said. “In Aberis, they contribute to the
slavery I despise. Before I met you, Deek, I often went around trying
to bring down the slave trade. That’s why I tried to buy out your
slaves when I first met you.”

“Buy out…” Raissa glanced over at
her. “Did you ever buy out any slaves from Lord Reign in Alerith?”

“Hmm? Once, a long time ago… why?”

“I was freed from Lord Reign. They
told me it was done by a young noble… someone Lord Reign couldn’t
refuse. I think… maybe you were the one who freed me.”

“R-really?” Eliana’s eyes
widened.

She didn’t recognize Raissa. It was
likely something she had done spontaneously and without thought, but
she had done it because of the kind of person she was, and that meant
something too. Now, two women who were divided by status, a princess
and a slave, had a history. The princess had freed the slave, and now
they were both the mothers of children from the same man. It was
almost like fate had brought them together. The girls clasped hands,
their eyes tearing slightly.

It was truly a beautiful and touching
scene. So why did I still feel so uneasy?
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  lysia and her husband danced once
initially as part of the first dance, but after that, she sat down
with the rest of the wedding party, including her brother and mother,
while General Nova went off and spoke with others. Her veil was off
now, and I could finally see the expression on her face. Rather, I
should say I could see the lack of expression on her face. She showed
absolutely nothing. Her eyes stared down at her plate listlessly, and
she ate nothing.

  Her party, Titan’s Fall, seemed to be
doing the emoting for them. They all had weepy or unhappy expressions
on their faces. I had been the source of a couple of angry looks,
too. Like Harem, they had seemed to expect me to do something about
it. However, it wasn’t my responsibility to save everyone,
especially from their own choices. It only led to me feeling more
awkward.

Her mother, Xin, left the party
quickly, saying something about how partying was for the young. The
King remained in his spot, occasionally toasting or speaking to those
that were in a high enough position to approach him at the head seat.
Time passed, and I was considering abandoning the party so that I
could take the girls to the festival outside. Eliana really loved
food, so I was eager to have her show me some of the best foods at
this location. I was also eager as a cook to learn about the local
ingredients. Faeyna was right there with me.

We weren’t in a rush, though. I could
always portal home whenever I wanted, so we decided we’d be staying
a week. Most of the work would be done by Faeyna, who had some
experience speaking to suppliers. The goal was to create trade
agreements with local merchants. While I wasn’t interested in peace
deals or anything on the national scale, especially since I shared no
borders with this country, it’d be nice to secure some trade.

I was also interested in buying the
slaves up, just as I had done in Chalm. Yes, the slave trade did
exist in the Ost Republic, however, it was mostly humans who were
slaves. There were a lot of restrictions toward the sale of humans
from those who lived in Aberis, but those restrictions were
supposedly lifted with this trade agreement. That meant it was a
prime time to increase the population of free slaves.

“Deek,” a voice came from behind
me.

I turned in surprise to see that Alysia
had finally stood up. She walked over to me. It was the first move
she had made since the wedding took place, and it caused many eyes to
turn. The King’s look, in particular, was as cold as ice. I glanced
around to see that her husband had left the hall temporarily. She
must have chosen that moment to approach me on purpose.

“What is it?”

“Would you… care to dance with the
bride?” she asked.

“S-seriously?”

“Please…” she asked. “Can you
just give me this once?”

For the first time this night, she had
vulnerability on her face. I could see the woman who had done... No,
was still doing something that she didn’t want.

“Okay.”

After all, she had finally asked.
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t’s probably best if we leave after
this,” I told the girls through Slave Communication. “You guys go
on ahead of me. I’ll meet up with you.”

	
	
	



The girls seemed to understand. They
nodded and started gathering their things. I was going to have a
moment with Alysia, and it was probably better that they weren’t
there. I took Alysia’s hand and led her out onto the dance floor,
but I still couldn’t help but ask her something.

“What about your husband? Won’t he
be angry?”

“The Ost Republic has a saying, ‘A
blade is only as real as the cut it makes.’”

The pair of us put our hands together
as one song ended and another began. It was a slow song, allowing the
pair of us to dance slowly and close together. As we danced, the
floor cleared out as all the other dancers decided they had some
place to be.

“What does that mean?”

“It means that since my husband isn’t
here, and no one would shame him by mentioning it, then it is like
wind in the night.”

She wasn’t wrong. Most of the people
seemed to be looking the other way, as if they didn’t see the new
bride dancing with the other man. General Nova had already challenged
me, so it was already known I had some kind of relationship with
Alysia her husband didn’t approve of.

“I see… but can you be confident
that this blade won’t cut?” I asked as we moved across the dance
floor.

I wasn’t a good dancer before this
event, but I still had all the skills equipped from my fight earlier.
With quick footwork and fast learning, I was able to learn the basic
steps extremely quickly. My dancing improved noticeably, and within
half a minute we were flowing across the dance floor like two
practiced dancers.

Alysia smiled slightly; her eyes wet.
“I know it cuts. A thousand painful times, all across my heart.
However, I’m the only one who will ever see and know of it.”

“If that is how you feel, then why
did you marry him?” I asked.

“You don’t understand. It’s why I
was born,” she responded.

“Huh?”

“He… um… has a special soul. It’s
why he is so strong. It’s a soul of light and darkness. His
children will have a similar soul.”

“The yin-yang soul?”

“You’ve heard of it? Down here, we
call it the god soul. He’s a very strong man. I do not know how you
were able to defeat him.”

“Well…” I shook my head. “So,
what you’re saying is that you’re being forced to marry him not
just to win the human vote, but to have children with yin-yang
souls?”

“Is he not the perfect husband for me
as a princess?” she asked. “Bloodline, status, heredity… he
serves all the marks.”

“But… does that make you happy?”
I asked as the e song ended.

Our dance ended too soon. My girls had
already left the reception and were on their way to the embassy. The
Tibults had slipped away as well, either to return to the embassy or
to be in private meetings, like General Nova.

“Goodbye, Lord Deekson,” she said,
dropping her hands. “I wish this moment would last forever.”

I hesitate for a moment and then
sighed. I reached out grabbed her, wrapping my arms around her waist,
and pulling her body to me.

“Your wish is my command, my lady.”

“D-Deek!” Her eyes widened in
surprise.

I used Teleport, and with a flash of
light, the pair of us transported away. I had stolen the bride from
her reception.
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  he light faded, and the pair of us
appeared in an alley outside of the palace where the reception was
being held. The sounds of excited shouting and festivities turned
into a cacophony around us.

  “Wh-what did you do?” Alysia
gasped.

“I can’t promise you forever, but
perhaps we can have a little bit more time,” I responded weakly.

She looked out of the alley, and into
the festival being thrown by the citizens of the Ost Republic. There
were food stalls, games, music, and festivities stretched out as far
as the eye could see. The entire city was abuzz with celebration, and
that celebration was because their precious princess was being
married.

“Why would you do this?”

“You wanted some time. I gave you
some time. Would you rather I take you back?” I asked.

“N-no…” She looked back out;
temptation clear on her face before she suddenly thought of another
objection. “I can’t go out there! Not like this. I’ll be
recognized.”

“That’s an easy enough fix,” I
laughed.

I accessed my dungeon skill store, and
the tattoos on my body began to light up. Ever since I had recombined
the two bodies, the tattoos were no longer visible. They only
appeared when I was either pulling on the power of my blessings,
something I still couldn’t do reliably, or when I was accessing my
store. Alysia looked appraisingly as glowing light shone all over my
body, leaking out from the seams of my clothing and shining through
when the material was thin enough to allow it.

“Just… how many blessings do you
have?” she asked in wonder.

“Enough,” I responded, and the
light went out like a light switch.

She blinked a few times, and then let
out a cry. “Ah! You look different!”

A standard nondescript Osterian stood
in front of her. I was no longer wearing my fine outfit, but a
typical commoner guard. I have Mimic, but it was still too low of a
level that I wasn’t confident I’d be able to trick people with it
alone. Thus, I equipped the Transformation skill. It was a
twenty-five-point skill, but it allowed me to look like anyone I
wanted. The setback was that it could only work on one person at a
time and those points were used as long as it was active. However, I
could stack it as I did with Portal, thus it was twenty-five points
per person.

That was obscenely expensive, so I
really couldn’t use it before. Since it was so expensive, I had to
assume the Transformation was nearly perfect. This was a
Transformation that would hide someone’s appearance completely so
they couldn’t be tracked or identified. Wouldn’t that be an
ability that would create the perfect assassin? Twenty-five points
seemed kind of cheap when you realized the espionage-like
possibilities of a level 100 Transformation.

Dropping most of the dungeon skills I
had previously equipped, I waved a hand, and the princess in her fine
dress turned into another woman. She was still beautiful, but she
looked like a young girl ready for a festival, rather than a bride
who had just been married.

“Wh-what about my palace? We’ll
start a war!”

“We’re only going to be gone for a
few hours. They’ll sweat and rage, but there won’t be anything
they can do about it. Besides, I have ‘Slave Communication’, so
my girls will let me know if it gets serious. They’ve already
safely returned to the embassy. Besides, I have several spells. They
won’t take us off guard.”

“I’ve been meaning to ask you about
that. Just what is your job, anyway?”

I held out my arm. “My job is to help
the bride smile on her last night. Will you come?”

She looked down at my arm, and for the
first time that night, a genuine smile came on her face as she took
my arm. With that, the pair of us walked off into the festival.
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  f I had to explain why I took Alysia,
it was hard to say. She had asked me to give her more time, and I had
realized that I needed more time too. I felt a bit foolish. I really
should have shown up two weeks ago. Demon Lord Aberis had likely
chosen his time to attack extremely carefully. While the Prince had
his eyes on the peace summit built around this olive branch wedding
ceremony, he’d be free to conquer Chalm and claim the west. By the
time Prince Edward had time to worry about other things, the damage
would have already happened, and he would have just had to accept it.

  However, Demon Lord Aberis had never
predicted that I had survived the Twilight Dungeon, and that I had
also ended up with two souls who set up a trap for him by seemingly
working against each other. Thus, there was nothing I could have done
to arrive here earlier. It just felt like there wasn’t enough time.

Harem seemed to have known something
that the pair of us hadn’t realized ourselves. It was too late for
us to just part ways and pretend we never met. There was a bond, and
before she could walk off with her groom, we had to rectify these
feelings.

Deep down, we both realized that this
moment would be fleeting. Although her smile was genuine, every once
in a while, there would be a bittersweet tinge to her expression, as
if she knew that this date would be the last. She was married now,
and it’d be her husband that she would be returning to. If I pushed
things further than I already had, then we might genuinely start a
war after all. We both needed this moment. My girls understood it,
and that’s why they kept a watch out for me while they gave us this
one night.

The pair of us walked through the
festival. We bought various foods, and I was excited to find that
food in the Ost Republic was tastier than the typical flavorless
stews of Aberis. It turned out that it was just Aberis. They were
isolated on three sides, after all. Trade could only come through the
Imperial Cloud Meadow, which was a turbulent relationship, to say the
least.

Time passed, and we played games and
even went on a few rides. As one hour turned into three hours, I
started to feel a bit worried. At the very least, I had expected to
see some sign of the panic over the bride disappearing. However, I
hadn’t seen a single guard or searching soldier. It was extremely
quiet and peaceful. I had even gotten a look directly at the castle,
and they weren’t reacting at all.

“Anything?” I asked Faeyna
worriedly.

“The Tibults arrived home without
incident. They weren’t even aware you had taken off with the bride
until we told them.”

Was it really how Alysia had said?
Since no one at the party wanted to acknowledge that they were
together, then it effectively didn’t happen? Something about it
felt off.

“Alysia, perhaps it’s best if we
get you back,” I said.

Her smile finally dropped, and she
nodded her head resolutely. However, then her expression turned
serious, and she grabbed my hands.

“Deek, can we do one last thing
before we go our separate ways? I just want one more thing.”

“What is it?”

“I… I want to have sex with you.”











[image: 33]


[image: l]

  -sex?”

  “I’m a virgin.” She blushed. “I
just… I don’t want my first time… to be him. Not him.”

There was a resoluteness in her voice,
like this was something extremely important to her.

“Is that really okay? Your husband…”

“He doesn’t care. He’s banged
hundreds of women. He’s probably sleeping with one of them right
now. He’s too lazy to care about me. He just wants to possess me,
and he knows I’ll inevitably end up back in his hands,” she said
bitterly. “He-he has dated sluts, too. He tends to like slutty
women. He’d probably be happy that I had more experience.”

As she spoke, her voice shuddered, and
a tear fell down her cheek.

“Alysia, you’re not a slut.”

“I got married… sold my body to a
man for my nation. How am I not one?”

I wiped her tear-stained face, wrapping
my arms around her. “You’re not.”

She buried her head in my chest.
“Please, can you just give me this one perfect night? Can we end it
perfectly? I promise I will never ask for another thing from you. I
will swear on my life and the nation that this won’t negatively
affect Aberis. It will almost certainly be to your advantage.”

I opened my mouth, my head shaking.
“You… could get pregnant.”

Pervert had leveled by leaps in bounds
recently. Experiencing sex as both a man and a woman was extremely
favorable to it. Not only did I have control of the lust, but I
finally unlocked an ability called “Fertility”. I could shut it
on or off, deciding if I wanted a woman to get pregnant or not. As
long as I remembered to activate it, I’d never had another
unexpected pregnancy.

“Heh… that would be best.”

“Alysia…”

“It’s not so easy. We’re like
Animalkin in that respect. We don’t get pregnant easily. Some
believe that Osterians are just a line of Animalkin that separated
from Dioshin at some point and established our own culture. Our
species tends to have multiple children per pregnancy, 4-5, so we
breed nearly as fast as humans despite the pregnancy rate being
slower.”

“S-seriously?”

“You didn’t know? King Xerin is my
twin brother. Mother had both of us together.”

“I can barely believe that’s even
Xin.”

“What?”

“N-nothing…” I cleared my throat.
“Are you sure this is really what you want?”

She looked me in the eyes and bit her
lip. “You’ve gotten taller, you know.”

“I know,” I answered shortly.

She sighed. “You claimed me already
before. Now, I want you to take what you’ve claimed. Just for one
night. Just for us. Can we do that? Afterward… it doesn’t matter
what they want. It’ll be done.”

“Then, for the next few hours at
least, I’m yours.”

The pair of us were quiet as we found
an inn. Finding one that had a vacancy was easier said than done. We
seemed to luck out at the third place we checked, almost like fate
was driving us to this point. I took her up to the room, and then we
dropped our disguises. Our clothes soon followed, and then our
bodies.
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re you sure about this?” I asked.

	
	
	



I felt like a broken record, but I
didn’t want Alysia to feel like she had to do this or anything. We
had made our way into an inn, but it still felt awkward to me. With
most of the previous women I had slept with, they were generally
unattached. There was Elaya, but her circumstances were solely unique
to herself. She had died, and if you considered that death parted
them, then I wouldn’t feel like we had an affair. 


“I’m sure…” she said, an
insistent gaze in her eyes, like doing this had some kind of extreme
importance to her. 


“O-okay…” 


She blushed. “It’s just… my
family forced me into this relationship with that man, but if I’m
not a virgin, then ultimately everything would be fine. Ah! Not
saying that I’d be happy to go to him… just that it would be
better if it was with you.” 


“Alright.”

She looked at me and then lowered her
head again. “You’ll have to… I don’t know what I’m doing.
If it isn’t fighting, I’m not very experienced.” 


“R-right.” I coughed. “Then, I
guess we can take off our clothing?” 


You’d think after all the women I had
been with, that it would make this first time easy. However, a lot of
the times I had done this felt different. It wasn’t the woman’s
wedding night, for example. 


“Right!” she repeated my words,
slowly undoing her dress. 


In the end, she needed my help. I
slowly peeled her out of her wedding dress. As I did, I could see a
few scars on her back. As much as she felt like it in the moment, she
wasn’t an innocent maiden. She had fought for her life in dungeons
and was part of an enemy nation whose stance with us still wasn’t
known. The last two times we had met, we had fought to the death. I
hadn’t forgotten about that either. 


I gently touched one of the scars. “You
know, I can get rid of these.”

“I don’t want to get rid of them.”
She shook her head, not looking back at me. “They are a part of my
past. They are part of what defines me.” 


“I see…” 


“S-sorry…” She lowered her head
again. “It’s probably not very lady-like. I just can’t be cute
like the girls you travel with.” 


I chuckled. “You’re plenty cute,
and my girls aren’t so soft as you might think.” 


Compared to Eliana, Alysia was
definitely rougher and more rugged. Her wild red hair, her tanned
skin, and her finely-toned body, all spoke of a woman who had done as
much as possible to keep herself from being defined as a princess.
However, she was still undeniably beautiful. She had the beauty of a
warrior, and it was a beauty I wasn’t unaccustomed to with my
girls. 


I finished unfastening the back of her
dress, and it fell to her ankles. This world didn’t have
traditional underwear, but more like something people might have worn
historically. Female bras were strips of fabric that held up the
breasts but didn’t cup them. Down below, both wore something akin
to shorts or boxers. I had a seamstress create underwear for me and
the girls, and it seemed to have exploded with popularity in both
Chalm and the Capital. Of course, since going back to my world, I
bought plenty of underwear in all sizes for all the girls. That was
an awkward shopping trip. Eliana had told me the idea was becoming a
hot new trend. It’s too bad I didn’t capitalize on it when I had
the chance. 


Alysia was wearing the more typical
version of underwear for this world, so it looked like it hadn’t
reached the Ost Republic yet. It was a shame, too, because I thought
her body would have looked incredible in some lingerie. Even though
she was larger, I was confident I could find clothing that would fit
an Osterian. I wrapped my arms around her from behind, and she
shuttered under my touch. 


“Deek…” she breathed out, turning
around in my arms so she faced me. 


Since my soul recombined, my body had
changed, and as much as the girls talked about it, it wasn’t so
drastic. My hair was longer. My skin was smoother. I was taller.
However, I was still fundamentally Deek. I had muscles, but I had
earned those through hard work in the dungeons. They weren’t bulky,
but slim. My figure was tall and graceful, just short of being lanky.
As for my height, I was originally around 5’8’’, so the height
increase of nearly a foot was manageable. There were men in my world
who were even seven feet tall, so I wasn’t tall to the point of
being freakish. 


It left me facing her eye to eye and
left every other girl a head shorter. Her body was curvy and full,
but I didn’t feel intimidated by it. Truthfully, I had never felt
intimidated, but now I could more easily appreciate her cuteness. 


The pair of us didn’t say another
word. We didn’t need to. We embraced and kissed. Gradually, I
brought her to the bed and then took off my clothing. Lying down, she
was as alluring as any woman could be. Bare skin pressed against bare
skin. My lips pressed against hers. Then I kissed her cheek. I sucked
her neck. My lips worked their way to her breasts. These were
beautiful, large breasts that were probably blasphemy to that church,
or were Osterian exempt? 


“Deek!” she gasped again, growing
more excited as I continued to attack her with my tongue. “Please…
I need it.” 


I slid my cock into her. Just because
she was a larger woman didn’t make her pussy any less tight. I
slowly eased it in, making it a few centimeters at a time. Alysia was
the kind of woman who was used to strenuous training and could
tolerate a high level of pain, but I still took her as gently as I
could. I listened to the expressions on her face as she squeezed her
eyes as gasped to make sure I wasn’t hurting her. 


When I was finally inside her, she
opened her eyes and looked up at me with her light blue eyes. “We’re
one now.” 


Looking down at her, I realized I had
made a mistake. I didn’t regret taking her virginity. Quite the
opposite, I began to realize that I wasn’t the kind of guy who
could just sleep and run. We had gotten this far because she had
asked, and I had obliged and spoiled her, but now that it was this
far, there was no way I was just going to hand her to that general.
How did this world handle the ‘until death do us part’ when you
could resurrect someone? Well, I wouldn’t let her die anyway, even
to get out of a marriage. 


As my hips moved, pushing in and out of
her, my brow wrinkled. I hoped she just thought I was concentrating
on sex, or that this was the face I normally made. In reality, I was
thinking deeply about what we would do after. Would I steal her to
Aberis and start a war? Wait, didn’t the King suggest if I won the
will of the people, we could throw the wedding away? That was a
possibility. 


“Ahhh… Deek… Ahhh…” She was
breathing hard as I thrust into her. 


“Alysia…” 


“I-I’m yours…” She smiled. “You
finally got me.” 


“Y-yeah…” 


But for how long? Until we finished?
How could that be enough? The pair of us continued to move together.
Her movements were subtle, slight adjustments as she wrapped her legs
around me and accepted everything I delivered. As for my side, I was
very experienced, and I knew how to satisfy her, so she quickly came
under my care. I might have slipped in a little healing magic so that
losing her virginity didn’t hurt at all. It was nearly instinctual
at this point. If a girl wasn’t healthier after sleeping with me
than before, then I wasn’t a White Mage. 


“Yes… yes…” 


I had been meaning to slow down, to
draw things out, but I felt almost compelled to move faster and
faster. I started thrusting into her rougher and rougher, making
things more and more aggressive. 


“Deek… yes… yes…” She didn’t
seem to mind at all, but I felt myself being sucked into it. 


I had sex many times, and because of
Pervert, I had a distinctly high threshold of control. Countless
times losing control under Pervert had finally taught me how to
maintain my control. So, as I felt myself slipping, even though I
hadn’t equipped Pervert, I realized something was wrong. The virgin
Alysia was clueless, and for all she knew, this was how sex felt. She
was right, but also, there was something subtly wrong. 


I shouldn’t have been overwhelmed. I
shouldn’t be going faster. I shouldn’t feel like I was losing
myself. It all turned into a blur. There was a strange feeling, like
I was losing something. It felt like the Absorb skill was being used,
but instead of feeling weaker, I was feeling less. 


“Ahhhn! Ahhhh!” she moaned wildly
as she rocked against my thrusting, steady hips. 


My mind was filled with confusion and
shock, but I couldn’t stop it. I started to cum, and as I did so, I
started to lose something else as well.
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  immediately felt like something was
off. As soon as we finished, I had a feeling like something was
pulled out of me, immediately followed by weakness and exhaustion. I
gasped, falling to the side and clutching my chest.

  “D-Deek?” Alysia gave me a worried
look as soon as she realized something was off.

Did she poison me? It felt a bit like
poison. There was a growing pain deep down. I immediately equipped
White Mage and started to cast a variety of healing spells. That was
when I realized that I couldn’t cast spells. I couldn’t use mana
at all. It was like there was nothing there anymore.

“Deek!”

“Wh-what did you do to me?” I
groaned through clenched teeth.

The pain, the emptiness, and the
weakness were growing exponentially. Every second felt harder than
the last. I started trembling as I gritted my teeth.

“N-no…” Her expression turned
from worry to horror. “No, this can’t be happening. This
shouldn’t be happening.”

“Wh-what did you do?” I repeated,
even raspier than the previous time.

She was shaking her head in a panic,
but before she could open her mouth, a clapping sound could be heard.
Clap. Clap. Clap. The pair of us turned to the door, where the King,
Alysia’s brother, was inexplicably standing. He entered the room,
followed by Alysia’s mother and several guards. Alysia gasped,
grabbing a sheet and covering herself.

“Good job, Sister.” The King
grinned. “You’ve accomplished your task perfectly.”

“No! This… I didn’t do it!” she
cried out. “I gave it to Deek. I wrecked your plans!”

“Hah, do you think I would have
allowed you to run off with him if I didn’t have backup plans? You
were far too predictable, sister. Manipulating you was too easy. Why
do you think no one searched for you? I even picked the room you’d
lose it in!”

He… had tricked us into doing this?
As the discomfort increased, I had a harder time thinking. However, I
started to realize what was off. The King had done nothing to find
us. He had allowed our relationship to unfurl. When we couldn’t
find an inn, he had made sure the next inn we were heading to had a
room open. I had thought that innkeeper felt a little strained. He
must have had to kick someone out for us.

“This… it wasn’t supposed to
work!” Alysia cried out, and then her eyes widened. “Unless…”

“Unless he also has a god soul.”
The King chuckled.

“H-he doesn’t! He can’t!”

“Yes, your precious Deek has a god
soul. I was surprised as you when I detected it. His god soul is far
richer and more complete than the generals ever was. How do you think
he was able to defeat the other man, despite being weaker and more
inexperienced?”

“Deek…” She turned to me. “I
didn’t know! You have to believe me!”

“What happened?” I groaned, feeling
it increasingly difficult to even move.

“Your soul.” King Xerin chuckled.
“She took your soul.”
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  y soul… what… what does that mean?”

  “It means you’ll be dead in about…
oh… less than an hour? Your body won’t be able to survive long
without your soul, I imagine.”

“Y-you…”

“Oh… and resurrection, that is
impossible as well. Naturally, if you don’t have a soul, you don’t
have a means of being resurrected.”

The idea that my soul had been stolen
didn’t make sense to me. Typically, if your soul was destroyed,
then so was your body. Your soul is what allowed you to resurrect. It
also allowed you to use mana.

If I had no soul, then I couldn’t
access mana, since mana flooded through the soul to work. That’s
also why a person with a larger soul was more powerful. The larger
your soul, the larger the flood of mana you could pull on for
strength.

People who came from the world they
were born as, once they died, their soul would melt into the world’s
pool of mana. They would cease to exist, as all things should. This
was a world that once belonged to the Fey, and only the Fey
experience a permanent death when they died here. However, because we
all came from another world at some point, it took time for our souls
to get digested. In a dungeon, this happened rather rapidly. 


Someone might have days to hours to
resurrect someone before they died for good. Also, the soul was
trapped within the dungeon and couldn’t be resurrected outside of
it. Resurrecting a soul within a dungeon was difficult, as the miasma
openly resisted it. On the surface, this kind of digestion took
longer, since the mana was much thinner and less hostile. It could
take up to thirty days for the soul to finally dissipate.

This isn’t what happened. They had
taken my soul, and while it wasn’t returned to the world’s mana
pool, it also wasn’t within my body. My body was completely healthy
though, so it would only waste away as it was deprived of a soul. 


The only thing I didn’t understand
was how she was able to do it. Although it was possible to absorb
someone’s soul, it shouldn’t have been that easy. I had never
heard of anything like losing your soul during sex or having it just
fall out of you. The King must have been able to see the confusion in
my eyes, because his grin deepened even more.

“Are you wondering how this was even
possible? Naturally, it’s because I made it possible. When I
attached my soul to Xin, who would have thought that she would have
had triplets. She even tried to destroy me once, sacrificing one of
her children and a piece of her soul to stop me, but I merely
possessed another. Then, I got to work changing my sister in the
womb, altering her development, and engraving the magic deep within
her, turning her into the perfect vessel to harvest a fresh soul for
me. Once I finish turning your soul into mine, I will rise once
again!”

“What are you talking about,
Brother?” Alysia cried out.

“No…” My eyes grew wide as I put
things together. “Th-that’s impossible. You can’t be.”

“Oh? Did you figure it out? You’d
be the first to figure out who I am.”

“I don’t understand. He’s my
brother!” Alysia looked at me, her confusion growing.

“He’s Aberis. Demon Lord Aberis.”
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 should have realized it. He didn’t
look like the other man. He didn’t sound like the other man.
However, there was the same demeanor, the same insolent grin. Calypso
was convinced that the Demon Lord Aberis was in the Ost Republic
until I had convinced her he was in Alerith. We both were right.

	
	
	



Xin must have eventually realized she
was pregnant with not one, but three children. I had always wondered
why she never aborted the baby or killed herself. I had assumed it
was just that Aberis was too powerful. It turned out the truth was
far more complicated. There were two other innocent babies inside her
womb, and she was unwilling to take them with her.

She did the only other option she could
think of. Somewhere on her path to the Ost Republic, she sliced her
soul in two. She tried to chop away the demon lord, losing a piece of
her soul and separating her and her babies from him. It was a
sacrifice she was willing to make, just like the one I had made when
I tried to save my harem.

She succeeded, and she failed. Like me,
she had created two Xin’s. One Xin was pregnant with the possessed
demon lord baby, and the other was pregnant with Xerin and Alysia.
One Xin went on to the Ost Republic, while the other was too weak,
and was ultimately controlled by the baby, who steered her back to
Alerith. Neither knew that the other existed. However, their goals
were always the same, but because of the nature of their existence,
they never encountered or were aware that the other existed.

The one who went to Alerith was whole
and powerful. He was able to be born and then grow up. He tossed his
fragmented, broken mother into the Twilight Dungeon, where she
inevitably died. He sought to turn his soul into a yin-yang soul to
increase his power and experimented with dungeons to do it. 


The other Aberis was merely a fragment
with a much stronger mother. All he could do was to possess the
remaining son, and slowly unfurl a plot twenty years in the making.
His own soul had too much damage, so he sought to replace it.
However, why settle for any soul, when you can have a god soul?

“Demon Lord Aberis? Don’t be
ridiculous. Mother killed him! R-right, mother?”

Her mother didn’t respond. She just
stared blankly ahead, making no expression of her own.

“I had already consumed our mother’s
soul a long time ago. She barely put up a fight.” Aberis chuckled.
“It was how I was able to survive and possess this body. Just like
I will consume your soul and refine the god soul you stole for me.”

“Why won’t you just die already!”
I snapped. “I will stop you.”

I barely stopped myself from saying
again. I didn’t want him to know anything else. He already knew too
much.

“Stop me?” Aberis laughed. “You
won’t even be alive in a few minutes, although I’m tempted to
turn you into a puppet like mother.”

“Aberis…” I snarled. 


“Actually, I’m interested in how
you realized it was me. I presume there is some dungeon that has
given a hint to my existence? There are so many lores that I cut
short… so many curses. I despise dungeons!”

I had to remind myself that this wasn’t
the same Aberis I had met before. This was… everything else. It was
no wonder the man I knew felt so… unstable. For that matter, Xin
was hardly noble either. I knew she had been traumatized and put
through a lot, but I never would have guessed she was half of her
original self, and the weaker half too. No, that wasn’t entirely
right. That half of her might have been weaker, but it was a
survivor, too. Deedee was no weaker than Deek, and the Xin I knew
must have gotten all the resilience and fight, since those would have
been placed directly against Aberis and likely lost with him, just as
how my emotions tied closely to my girls went into Deedee.

It didn’t matter though, because I
had already lost my soul. Aberis had already won.
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  mash! The window on the second floor of
the inn exploded out, and the naked Alysia landed with me in her
arms. She had reacted quickly, scooping me up and leaping through the
window. Numerous cuts of glass caused blood to run down her skin. I
went instinctively to heal her, and then I remembered I could no
longer do that. Another spasm of pain struck me, but in her arms, I
went where she carried me.

  It was very late at night, and the
festival had already wrapped up. Most were already passed out or
drunk, leaving no particular witnesses to this event. She ran. Each
footprint was bloody as she had stepped on glass from the shattered
window. This wouldn’t do. They would follow us immediately.

“Find them!” A voice bellowed from
the room above.

This wasn’t the same Demon Lord
Aberis I had encountered before. He was likely weak. He would not
chase after us because he didn’t have the power yet. He only had a
small fragmented soul which he had used to control the King, if there
even was a king in there at all. No wonder the conflict between the
Ost Republic and Aberis had lasted for twenty years. The demon lord
had been whispering in the ear of the Osterian royalty since the
country's creation. In many ways, this weaker Aberis was more
successful than his Alerith counterpart ever was.

“Duck in this alley,” I instructed
Alysia.

I was surprised to see that she did
what I asked. I quickly had her bring out some clothing from her
storage ring. Alysia was close enough to my size that I could wear
some of her armor. Most of her clothing wasn’t girly, anyway. Or
rather, wasn’t my figure a bit too slim and feminine? I decided I
didn’t want to think about that any longer.

“Deek, m-my mother… she told me I
had a brother who d-died in a dungeon. Do you think…?” Alysia
asked as we were in the middle of changing.

“That she was talking about the demon
lord?” I finished her question. “I can’t say for certain, but
it’s possible. Even after trying to destroy it, she still couldn’t
reject it completely. Your mother… it would have been a slow
process. She wasn’t always like that.” 


“I understand,” Alysia responded,
her voice tight. 


After getting dressed and wrapping her
feet, she helped me get dressed as well. The clothing was extremely
civilian-like. The next thing I did was access my dungeon store. I
was relieved when the familiar tattoos brightened.

“I can still use the power of my
blessings,” I said.

I used Transformation on the pair of
us, changing our appearance to something else.

“This won’t work.” Alysia sighed.
“I know this ability is strong, but Broth… that man would have
already thought of it. He probably attached a magic marker to us.”

“I see…” So, we weren’t going
to be able to hide.

I couldn’t access magic, so removing
a magic marker was impossible. There had to be some dungeon skill I
could use instead.

“I’m sorry, Deek.” Alysia looked
over at me, her expression still filled with shock. “I thought…
if I gave my virginity to you, then my tainted body could no longer
take the general’s soul. It should have only been a god soul I
absorbed, and I thought you would have a normal soul.”

“I don’t blame you.”

She hadn’t known everything. She
certainly didn’t know her brother was the demon lord. However, she
did know that if she slept with someone with a god soul, she would
absorb their soul. That was why she was so depressed during her
wedding. She didn’t want to murder an innocent man. Between her
mother and her brother, though, she had felt pressured to do such a
thing. Ultimately, she had decided to shed her virginity before her
wedding night with the man she wanted to, spoiling their plans to
obtain the god soul. In a way, she had used me, but it wasn’t
maliciously. In her mind, by stopping the king’s obtainment of the
soul, she was only doing the country of Aberis a favor.

“I never realized that they wanted
the god soul for such a reason. I had never realized my mother… was
only a puppet of the demon lord.” She shook her head bitterly.
“I’ve spent my life fighting dungeons and curses. My family
disapproved. No, it was because they disapproved that I was so
passionate about fighting evil. Yet, the majority of the evil was
right there in my own home.”

“They fooled everyone,” I said.
“It’s not just you.”

“Even so… I was the closest to
them, I should have done something.” She tightened her fist until
it shook. 


“The question is… Ahhhhh….” I
keeled over, and Alysia just managed to catch me before I landed on
my knees. “We’re running out of time.”
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  hat are we going to do?” I asked.

  We were moving now. I was stumbling
along while Alysia kept me from collapsing to the ground. To anyone
who saw us, we looked like two common Osterians, a drunk and his wife
dutifully bringing him home. Meanwhile, we were talking to each other
while keeping our eyes out for any incoming guards.

“From what I understood, my soul was
supposed to hold the other soul in place, wrapping around it. Broth-
that man told me he had a method to extract the soul safely. I never
asked him why they needed the soul. They said it would provide our
nation the strength and power necessary to throw off our shackles. I
believed them. I was such a fool.”

“I think his extraction method was
refining the soul and killing you in the process,” I croaked.

“I agree.” Alysia nodded. “If he
gets his hands on me, he’ll have his hands on the god soul as
well.”

“That can’t happen.”

“Then, I have to die.”

“Wh-what?” I stopped, but Alysia
continued to drag me forward.

“I have to die. It’s the only way
to release your soul. Once your soul is released, you can be
resurrected like normal.”

“Are you sure? If your soul is
wrapped around my soul...”

“That’s why my soul can no longer
be allowed to exist.”

“What are you saying?”

“Have you heard of darksteel? Ah, I
think your people call it malacrum.”

My narrowed eyes popped open. “You
can’t.”

“If I die from a malacrum weapon, my
soul would burn away. However, your soul is a god soul, it will be
released. You will be saved, and their plan will be upset,” she
stated as she continued to pull me along.

“No! There has to be another way.
Besides, we don’t even have a malacrum weapon, so this point is
mute.”

“There is one,” she declared. “The
ancient sword.”

“The… ancient sword?”

She pointed, and I looked to see where
she was dragging me. It was the sword in the stone. It was the one I
had tried to pull out earlier. My eyes popped open.

“That’s malacrum?”

“Anyone who has ever died on that
sword has not been able to resurrect. In the ancient days, it used to
be the source of countless executions.”

“That…”

I had seen malacrum weapons. That
dagger had been buried in the ground for countless years but hadn’t
rusted a single bit. As for this blade, it was old and rusty. It
didn’t look like malacrum at all. However, if it did function like
a soul-reaving blade, then it could work. If Alysia died, then I
could just be resurrected again. Before I could say anything else,
she dragged me toward the sword again.

The courtyard was quiet, and everyone
was either drunk or sleeping. I pulled back against her hand.

“W-wait! I can’t access mana, but I
can access my dungeon blessings. They function a lot like mana. I can
make a portal to Chalm. We can escape.”

She turned back to me, frowning.
“Escape? Why? So you can die shortly after? If it’s between you
and me, I should be the one who dies. As long as I possess your soul,
I am a vulnerability. We do not have time to think about this.”

“We can go to the church. Maybe,
they’ll have an option.”

She still didn’t seem convinced.

“Look, I have a malacrum dagger in my
treasury. If we exhaust other options, then we can do your option.
You can free my soul after I’m dead. Until then, we need to look
for a different option. Agreed?”

She slowly nodded, and I started to
breathe easier. I didn’t know what to do, though. Going to the
capital and consulting the prince was the best option I could think
of. He was a surprisingly deep well of information at times.

I lifted my hands and began to summon a
portal.

“Watch out!”

Halfway through its creation, Alysia
slammed into me, shoving me away. A fireball struck where we were
standing and exploded. The two of us were thrown to the side, and our
chance to escape ended there.
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  ou’re so predictable,” Demon Lord
Aberis laughed.

  I struggled to lift my head, looking at
an army of soldiers lining up. They were all Osterians, covered in
heavy armor and swords. There were at least two dozen knights
surrounding every exit to the courtyard. Aberis stood calmly among
them, that same insolent grin on his face as if he had everything
under control.

“Do not listen to him!” Alysia
cried out. “This man is not the king! He’s been possessed!”

“No one will listen to you” The
King shrugged. “This will be less painful for both of you if you
stop struggling.”

“So I can die?” Alysia snarled.

The king chuckled. “You will be
serving your nation. Once I gain the power, we will sweep across
Aberis. The Ost Republic will rule the south, and one day we will
sweep across the Imperial Cloud Meadow and even the demon land will
fall!”

“And we’ll be serving under a
demon!”

“What’s wrong with that? Did the
Osterians not serve under Demon Lord Aberis once before? If it wasn’t
for Princess Xin’s betrayal, your people would have only continued
to have power under me. Xin… Mother, has paid the price.
Furthermore, I am Osterian myself now. Why would I not lead our
people to glory? We are the strongest race. We are the greatest race.
It is time the world comes to realize this.”

His words were tempting to any
Osterian. He was right. Back in the day, the Osterians were treated
well under the demonic rule. Now, all the demons were gone, and Demon
Lord Aberis was reborn as an Osterian. He had no reason not to help
the Osterians. He would help them by driving them into war after war,
but he would also share power and wealth as they enslaved all the
lower races. This Aberis might have been different, but he was also
as clever as always.

“R-really?” Alysia walked
hesitantly toward him.

He smiled. “Of course. You will be a
hero to the Osterian people. Those human kings pushed us from our
rightful place of power and forced us to cower down here. We can
rise. All it will take is a single sacrifice.

“I see now…” Alysia relaxed for a
moment. “The Osterian people will rise, and all we must sacrifice
is Deek.” 


“Just one human.” The Demon King
started to put down his guard. 


“As if I would!” 


Alysia pulled out a blade from her ring
and then closed the distance between her brother and herself. She
sliced down with the blade. Throughout all of this, he barely
reacted, his smile remaining plastered on his face. 


Just as she was about to strike him, a
blade appeared with a flash to meet hers, and Alysia was thrown back,
hitting the wall of a building behind them. Standing in front of the
demon lord was her new husband, General Nova.

“I’m sorry, wife. I can’t allow
you to do that. It’s time I brought you under proper charge.
Allowing you to run around on me and disrespect me so. How can I call
myself a man and allow this to continue without putting you in your
place?”

“N-Nova… he’s… he’s the demon
lord! You have to…” Alysia’s words grew weaker as she realized
they didn’t affect the general. 


“I told you that Deek managed to
brainwash her. He has many strange abilities. He is a trickster,”
the King explained.

“Yes, my lord.” General Nova
stepped forward and pointed his spear at me. “Deek Deekson. You
cheated to win our first match. Then, when you lost the prize, you
decided to steal my bride. You are a coward. I hereby sentence you to
death by my blade!”
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  ova, you need to listen,” I declared.
“He’s the Demon Lord Aberis. After Xin defeated the demon lord,
his soul abandoned his body and hid within her. Then she became
pregnant by the Hero King. He took over one of her children. Your
current king is that child!”

  As I spoke, Demon Lord Aberis’s
expression grew increasingly dim. I was revealing more about what I
knew from his history. It was probably far more than he could have
ever predicted. However, I felt if I didn’t do everything I could
now, there wouldn’t be a later. I grew slightly hopeful as Nova
stepped back, clearly caught off guard by some of my words. However,
a moment later, he regained his momentum and raised his sword.

“You dare slander the name of our
King?” He made a face. “To-to make such a ridiculous claim!”

“He is the reincarnation of the demon
lord!”

“Who cares about that?” he growled.
“To suggest our great lord is half-human… that is appalling! Not
only do you say the king is half-human, but so is my wife? Your lies
have no limit!”

Given the dark expressions on many of
the Osterians present, I began to realize that being the demon lord
didn’t spook them as much. He was Osterian. Who cared if he was a
demon lord? He’d bring the Osterians power and glory. The thing
that caused them alarm was the fact he was the child of King Edward
Aberis. While most immediately assumed I was lying, a few looked at
each other questioningly.

“His words are a falsehood. My
husband was an Osterian general of great renown!” the puppet known
as Xin said. “Do not listen to this beast’s lies. He has always
confused and led my daughter astray. Now he attempts to use lies to
confuse all of you as well!”

This seemed to be enough to settle
them. At this point, I had no means of proving anything. It wasn’t
like this world had DNA tests. When Xin had cut her soul, she had
also cut away the human aspect. That was why she was a human in the
Twilight Dungeon. It wasn’t the dungeon forgetting how she
originally looked like, like I had thought, but that the Xin who went
to Alerith cut away the humanity from her children. Perhaps she saw
humanity as the weakness that would keep her children from living.
The surviving form ended up a human with the human Demon Lord Aberis,
while the other side ended up completely Osterian.

“This man is extremely dangerous,”
Demon Lord Aberis’s words cut in. “Kill him.”

“Yes, my lord.” General Nova pulled
a sword and threw it to my feet. “I won’t fight an unarmed man.”

I considered not picking it up, but I
had a feeling that wouldn’t matter. I grabbed the sword and stood
up. No sooner had I straightened than he attacked. Gritting my teeth,
I went to meet him. I still had the dungeon skills, and their power
was fueled by my blessings. That’s what I had hoped, but I found
that other than blessings that had a particular cooldown time, they
weren’t functioning.

I began to realize that the blessings
were sort of like a storage unit for mana. They were an extension of
my soul. The reason there were limits on cooldowns was that blessings
could only store so many mana reserves used to cast the spell. So,
while I could still cast a portal, that would use all the respective
mana stored up in a single powerful burst.

Here was the kicker. I wouldn’t be
able to restore it. After my first portal was used, I not only lost
the ability of one of my dungeon points, but I wouldn’t regain that
ability without consuming a mana potion, as I had no mana regen
without a soul. That meant that all of my current skills were on a
timer, and once I used up the mana stored in my blessings, even
maintaining extra jobs would be impossible.

I managed to fight General Nova for
about a minute, but I was quickly growing overwhelmed. The growing
weakness and pain made it impossible to keep up. He struck me across
the chest, and while I wasn’t cut open, I knew from experience it
was a grievous blow. I stumbled back and collapsed to the ground.

“Too easy.” Nova grinned, and then
his face looked above my shoulder and turned to horror.

I spun around, hoping for a miracle.
Alysia had gotten back up. She was bruised and battered, having
previously taken several cuts when she jumped out the window and then
attacked by her husband. She kneeled directly next to the sword that
was stabbed into the stone. Her eyes met mine, and in a moment, I
knew exactly what she was thinking.

“No!’ I shouted.

“I’m sorry, my love. It’s the
only way.”

“Noooo!” This scream came from
Aberis as he realized what she was doing.

Before anyone else could react, she
slammed herself against the blade. The sword struck at her neck with
her full force. Her head came off and then fell down on the pedestal,
red hair rolling until it stopped at my feet. Alysia had killed
herself.
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  hock… Anger… Fear… These emotions
filled me as I looked down at Alysia’s lifeless head. It wasn’t
too late. We could have done… something. She killed herself just
like that. After everything we had been through, she had thrown her
life away.

  “You bastard! You’ll die for this!”

“You’re the one who will die!” I
shrieked.

With her dead, I held nothing back. I
leaped to my legs and attacked him at full force. I slashed rapidly
with attack after attack. My blessings glowed as power filled me and
I used Quick Attack. Then I used True Strike. I attacked with
reckless abandon, and Nova’s cocky expression quickly turned to
fear.

“Die! Die!” I screamed, my blade
striking faster and faster.

He was retreating, but I didn’t care.
I’d cut him down, and then I’d cut Aberis down as well. Alysia
had given everything for me. This was all I had left. He let out a
scream, trying to use his abilities, but he was quickly accumulating
more and more wounds. As for me, I was unstoppable now. They would
all die. 


Even Aberis started to look alarmed.
Xin was getting ready to jump in and defend her new master. I decided
that once I killed Nova, I would use Return. Then, I would bring an
army directly into the Ost Republic and lay waste to it. I no longer
cared. There clearly could be no peace as long as the demon lord was
on the throne. I had to kill him while he was still weak.

Nova stumbled back to the ground. He
was looking up at me with terror. It was exactly the kind of terror I
wanted to see. I raised my sword and our eyes met. At that moment,
the blessings flickered out and were followed by extreme weakness and
exhaustion. All of my abilities shut off, and I barely kept from
collapsing to the ground unconscious. Xin leaped forward and struck
me. I went flying. I didn’t understand what happened, and for a
moment, I blacked out.

My shoulder struck the sword in the
ground. It cut into the flesh, nearly severing my arm. My sword was
gone, flying off somewhere. I desperately tried to stand, but I found
myself no longer able to. I just managed to raise my head, only to
see that hateful Aberis walking cautiously toward me while Xin helped
the embarrassed Nova up.

“It looks like you’re out of
energy,” Aberis said, and then laughed. “Looks like your soul
didn’t return to you when she died, huh?”

I wanted to deny it, but he was right.
After Alysia died, my soul did not return. I had drained all the mana
still in my blessings and initiated my skills. I suppose I could call
it something like overdrafting. If done with a soul, it was a way to
expand my power to execute amazing feats. Without it, it was enough
to allow me to fight, but only for a brief period. Now, those
blessings were as empty as my soul.

“I’ve been denied your soul,”
Demon Lord Aberis said bitterly. “But, so have you. Alysia is dead,
destroyed by the ancient soul reaving sword, and so was your soul.
It’s game over.”
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  t… at least, we stopped you…” I
spoke weakly, feeling the last bit of my life leaving me.

  “Stopped?” He raised his eyebrows
and then chuckled. “You delayed me at best. You have stopped
nothing.”

“…”

“Oh, don’t get me wrong, you’ve
been a major pain in my ass. I never would have thought Alysia would
be so determined as to end her own life, even if it meant destroying
the two of you.”

She thought she was saving me. My soul
should have survived. I didn’t know what happened. I should have
escaped when I had a chance. With mana potions, I could have lasted a
bit longer. With Elaya and Astria’s help, I’m sure they could
have come up with some way to keep me alive. Elaya had a karmic soul
created by a dungeon. There had to be a way to replace mine, even if
it left me bound to a dungeon for the rest of my life.

“I really hate you…” I muttered,
glaring at that irritating grin.

“Heh, well, I haven’t even gotten
to the best part.”

“What?” I asked dryly.

“When I made my move on you, my
troops were also ordered to move on your so-called embassy. That
ridiculous general’s family fled, but I managed to capture the
princess and the elf. Your other woman escaped, but it’ll only be a
matter of time before I find her too.”

My eyes widened. “You… bastard,
don’t touch them!”

I tried to reach out, but my arm
wouldn’t move. He let out a piercing laugh.

“You set me back. I lost not just
your god soul, but my incubator, too. I’ll be needing to create a
new incubator. Thankfully, you’ve given me the perfect
opportunity.”

“Wh-what?”

“I think I’ll have fun turning that
baby of yours into my new incubator. It’ll take a while, and Eliana
may not survive the birth, but your child will serve me well.”

“I-I’ll kill you!” I cursed, my
body shaking, but still unable to move.

“Don’t worry… I’ll raise your
child like it was my own… until the day I use her as I used Alysia.
She’ll fetch me the god soul you took away from me. Isn’t that
justice? Oh… as for the elf… she might be fun to play with.
She’ll serve me well.”

He grinned one last time before turning
away. Showing his back to me was his last insult. He was telling me
that there was nothing I could do against him. Anger continued to
boil within me. I had to do something. If I could use the last of my
life to cut him down, I should try. I noticed the headless body of
Alysia lying only a foot from me. I grabbed the ring off her hand and
using the last bit of power, I pulled out a mana potion and drank it.

As I had hoped, mana flowed back into
the blessings. I ignited them again, accessing the store and
switching everything to strength. I used all of my strength to pull
myself off of the sword and stand up. With a roar, I grabbed the
sword’s handle and stood up, causing the King some shock. I would
pull out a sword from my inventory, strike him down, and kill him
with the last bit of strength if I had to die trying. That was the
only thing on my mind when a voice suddenly spoke up.

“You have met the requirements for
the Soul Trial. Initiating entry in 3…2…1…”

“What?”

I let out a cry as my body broke away.
It started at my hands and then covered my entire body. Just like
that, I was gone.

From that moment on, a story spread
like fire, hitting the borders of Aberis and even reaching Chalm.
Deek Deekson was dead. He kidnapped the princess, attacked a general,
and spread rebellion to instigate war. After Deek killed the
princess, General Nova killed him in response. Even his soul was
destroyed, as witnessed by hundreds of soldiers and citizens. Both
the Ost Republic and Aberis began to prepare for war, the cease-fire
now broken.

Somewhere, in a place that transcended
time and space, my eyes snapped open.

{You have entered the Illusory Sword
Dungeon. Complete the trial or die. There is no other option.}
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  he pain, the discomfort, and the
wariness were all gone. Slowly sitting up, I took in my surroundings.
I seemed to be in a vast meadow, staring up at a piercing blue sky.
An occasional cloud lazily passed by.

  “Am… I dead?” I asked.

I had been dead many times, but I had
always returned to life. I was partially expecting that if I had died
fighting Demon Lord Aberis, someone would have been able to resurrect
me. My soul may not have returned to my body, but it also shouldn’t
have been destroyed by the soul-reaving sword that Alysia killed
herself on. Since I had conscious thought, my soul should have been
free to be resurrected.

I felt a sharp pain in my heart,
remembering all the events that proceeded this. Demon Lord Aberis was
alive. Alysia killed herself. Eliana was captured. Assuredly, Aberis,
and the Ost Republic would be going to war, and from the outside, it
would look like I was the cause.

However, there were no priests around
me. I wasn’t in the castle, a life insurance center, an adventuring
guild, or anywhere else that might put effort into resurrecting me.
Surely my next thought should have been me snapping awake in a newly
constructed body.

“That’s right… did my body…
disappear?”

I could remember at the end my body
disintegrating into ash. A voice told me something about entering a
trial, but that didn’t feel like any teleportation or portal I was
familiar with. I knew enough from my Blue Mage job that I was
familiar with how that would feel. This felt more like
disintegration. 


“Welcome to the Illusory Sword
Dungeon.”

I jumped as a voice spoke up. Getting
to my feet, I turned to see a little girl around ten years old. She
had not been there a moment before. Would that make her the Dungeon
Master of this place? I had to admit, this was the first dungeon that
had ever welcomed me before. It only made me more cautious.

“Dungeon? I was… touching a sword.”

“Yes… the sword you touched was the
access point to an illusory dungeon,” the girl explained. “This
dungeon is a trial for those who meet the requirements.”

“Requirements?”

“You must have a soul of sufficient
strength, and the branding of a dungeon blessing. With those two
conditions, you can complete the trial, if you have the ability.”

I made a bitter expression. “I’m
sorry, but my soul was taken from me.”

She cocked her head. “That’s
impossible.”

“How so?”

“This realm doesn’t exist on the
physical plane. When you met the requirements, your body was
destroyed, and your soul was transported to this world. If you did
not possess a soul, then you wouldn’t be here right now talking.”

“What are you saying? I’m… a
soul?”

I touched my body, but as far as I
could tell, I hadn’t changed in appearance at all. For a second, I
had feared I might look like my original self before I came to this
world or something like that. However, I felt like the tall and
muscular Deek I had become.

“Your soul has manifested into a
physical form for you to grasp and contemplate this realm. In
reality, this is a soul world. Everything you see is a reflection of
your mind.”

“Are you saying I’m not standing in
a peaceful meadow with a blue sky?”

She frowned. “Strange. The shape the
soul world takes should reflect your mind. You should see an endless
battlefield or city under attack or some kind of warrior’s world.”

“No… I just see a peaceful meadow
though.”

She frowned, as if thinking for a bit,
before shaking her head. “No matter, if you finish the trial, then
that will be the decider.”

“The decider of what?”

“Whether you obtain the ultimate
reward.”
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  ou… mentioned a master? Is that the
Dungeon Master of this place?”

  “I don’t know what you’re talking
about,” she responded.

“You just said…”

“I did not.”

Her face was rather expressionless, so
I wasn’t able to get anything from it. I was pretty certain that
she was the voice I heard when I grabbed the handle earlier today,
the one that called me ‘master’. However, she wasn’t the voice
that brought me into the dungeon. That was more robotic, like an
automatic response.

“Are you the Dungeon Master of this
place?” I asked, trying a different line of questioning.

“I am merely a guide, created to
assist you in your trial.”

I took a breath, or was I even really
breathing? “What is the trial?”

“You must work your way down ten
levels. Each one will test your abilities, disposition, and
character. When you reach the end, you will receive the ultimate
gift.”

Although she spoke in an emotionless
voice, it felt like whenever she said the word ‘ultimate gift’,
her voice quivered slightly.

“What is this gift?” I asked, only
half expecting an answer.

“The gift you will win is the
ultimate weapon.”

“A weapon? Is that the ancient
sword?”

She didn’t respond, but it made
sense, didn’t it? The sword in the stone was a trial, giving you
access to the powerful sword. However, instead of the sword itself
being the trial, the trial was actually this soul dungeon. Once you
completed it, you would gain the sword as a prize. It seemed pretty
simple to me. There was just one thing that I still didn’t
understand.

“Why was my body destroyed? Couldn’t
I slip into a peaceful sleep or something?” I asked.

“For your body and the sword to be as
one, you must be pure soul energy, uncontaminated by the mortal
world. You need not be afraid. If you complete the trial, you will
have a new body, stronger and more durable than you could ever
imagine.”

“Can you explain the trials?”

“No.”

Her words were dismissive, but her tone
didn’t shift at all. I made a face, but there didn’t seem to be
much that I could do about it.

My mana pool did return to me, but the
second I reequipped Hero and used the Return skill, nothing happened.
I tried to subtly cast portal as well, but that was also a dud. I
even went for dimensional travel, and that was denied.

“You will be unable to use physical
transportation in a soul world. Even if you managed to escape this
place, you’d be an aimless ghost without a body, no longer able to
resurrect, forever severed from the physical realm.”

I had always wondered about the
difference between ghosts and free souls. It seemed like when the
bond between a soul and a body was severed, if the body survived, it
became an undead, and if the soul survived, it became a ghost. Well,
I had read that stuff before, but this is the first time I came to
understand what it meant. At the moment, I was nothing but a ghost.
My body wasn’t just destroyed, but the connection to my body was
severed. I still didn’t grasp fully why. Perhaps this ultimate
weapon was combined with my soul somehow. It sounded dangerous, but
powerful.

“I see…” I sighed and decided to
confirm one last time. “And if I complete this trial, I will be
given my body back?”

“You will be restored to the physical
plane,” she responded.

“Okay… then let’s get going.”

Since it seemed that I had to complete
this challenge and there was no other choice, then I would do
everything that I could to complete it as quickly as possible. Eliana
and Faeyna were in trouble. No, all of Aberis was in trouble. I’m
the only one who knew and accepted that the Demon Lord Aberis was
back. I had to save my girls and warn the prince. Time was of the
essence.
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  he girl who called herself my guide
didn’t take a step. Instead, she merely waved her hand, and the
world around us melted and reformed. The light darkened, but I didn’t
feel like I needed any time for my eyes to adjust, even though we
were indoors now. I was in a large room, and there were rows and rows
of weapons in front of me.

  “Pick the weapon you wish to use in
this battle,” she said. “You will not have access to your dungeon
blessings.”

I instinctively reached for the dungeon
store and realized for the first time that I couldn’t. My tattoos
were invisible since I had gotten my last blessing unless I was doing
something with them. That included accessing my store, or
overdrafting them for some temporary strength, something I had only
finally figured out how to do not too long ago. Nothing made them
appear.

“My blessings really are only part of
my body, huh?”

“This is not true. Although they
appear grafted into your body, they connect to your soul as well.
Each blessing adds to your strength and ability. Heh… I had three
blessings in my time!” She pointed to herself with her thumb, and a
small, smug smile appeared on her face.

It was the first time I had seen an
expression on the little girl’s face. As I raised my eyebrows, she
quickly schooled her face.

“Ahem, how many blessings did you
have?”

“Um…” I started counting on my
fingers. It had been a while since I had thought about it. If I
counted the ones that were turned into blessings, there were quite a
few. “Eight?”

“Eight!” She took a step back, her
face slipping in surprise. “Hmph… no one likes liars! It’s okay
if you only had two!”

She decided that I was lying. I didn’t
want to hurt her pride, so I left it at that. She was still glaring
at me, though.

“So, just take any weapon?” I tried
to move on as quickly as I could manage.

She crossed her arms, and although she
still held an aura of displeasure, her face returned to the
expressionless void. “Yes. Pick the sword that you have the most
affinity with. Whatever feels the most natural to you. It’s a
kinship.”

“Ah… is this the first test? If I
pick unwisely, will my face melt off?”

“What? Well, you could consider this
the first test, I suppose. There are only nine more levels after this
one, and this is all that you will find on this level,” she
explained. “However, there is no wrong choice. You may pick
anything. It may reflect your success through the rest of the
dungeon, but that depends on you.”

I nodded and took a step toward the
racks of weapons before I stopped again. “Wait, shouldn’t I pick
a weapon that resembles the ultimate weapon? If this is a test to win
that weapon, shouldn’t they match?”

I was trying to act innocent while
gleaming more information about this alleged reward. Frankly, I knew
far too little about this dungeon to say anything. No one even knew
this was a thing.

“You speak like the ultimate weapon
has selected a form! Your progress will ultimately decide what the
weapon becomes,” she responded.

I took that to mean that whatever
weapon I chose from these racks would become the form I’d
ultimately get. So, if I used spears, then the weapon would end up a
spear. If I used swords, the weapon would end up a sword. Then again,
this was the Illusory Sword Dungeon. Did that mean that the final
product was supposed to be a sword? It could just mean that the
ultimate weapon’s previous form was a sword. Wait… was that rusty
blade the shell of some ultimate weapon? 


There were too many questions to ask,
but I didn’t have time to ask them. I also had a feeling that the
girl wouldn’t answer them. Something about the entire situation
felt off to me, I just couldn’t put my finger on what.
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  ince the weapon I chose seemed to
matter, I wanted to take my time. Thanks to True Hero’s weapon
proficiency boosts, I had a general understanding of most weapons. I
was like a well-established musician who understood music and the
chords intimately. They could pick up any instrument and be able to
play it to a certain extent, certainly better than someone with no
musical training. It’s different from Hero and Swordsman’s sword
proficiencies, which allowed very specific knowledge about swordplay.

  Since Hero had given me sword
proficiency, I had always leaned on that. It was the weapon I was
skilled at using. Just because I could pick up other weapons and
understand how to use them didn’t mean they’d be as smooth as the
weapon I was experienced with. I would require a lot of practice to
get acclimated to another weapon. If I wanted to switch, now could be
the time. 


My girls had all left Chalm to go out
into the world and learn to become self-sufficient. They didn’t
want to depend on my harem and party boosting skills to protect me.
They wanted to become powerful on their own right. This dedication
inspired me to do the same. I wanted to become strong enough to
protect my girls without relying on their strength. So, even though I
could change, I decided to fall to my strengths.

That would mean remaining with the
sword I was familiar with. I had used a sword until this point, and
it made little sense switching to anything else. However, just
looking at the sword section, I saw swords coming in hundreds of
shapes and sizes. If this was the sword that I wanted to use from now
on, then it had to be one that I was most comfortable with.

First, I felt I needed a two-handed
blade. I wasn’t nearly elegant enough to manage a single hand.
However, those came in many sizes too. There were claymores,
longswords, sabers, and even swords in shapes I couldn’t even
guess. Some swords had no sharp edge at all, only depending on a
pointed tip, while other swords were one-sided. Some could slash, and
some could stab. Some were curved, and some looked more like a
chainsaw of blades.

As hurried as I felt, I took my time
walking past each weapon. A few I picked up and considered, but they
never quite felt right. Some felt too small and delicate. Others felt
too weak and uncomfortable. That was when my eyes landed on a sword.
As soon as I looked at it, I couldn’t look away. It was a large
sword. I supposed they called it a greatsword. It was double-edged
and pointy, with a large hilt. It was nearly six-feet tall, almost as
tall as me.

Generally, I would have considered
using a blade that long to be ridiculous. However, the blade seemed
to pull at me. It was like we belonged together. I reached out to
grab the sword, but I was still a foot away when the sword itself
leaped off the rack and into my hand. At this point, the little girl
was standing at the entrance, waiting for me to finish.

As the blade reached my hand, I heard a
whisper near my ear. “Deek?”

It was a voice I was very familiar
with. I looked around the room, but I didn’t see her anywhere
close.

“A-Alysia?”

“What is that?” the little girl
asked.

“N-nothing!” 


For some reason, I had an intense
feeling like I didn’t want her to know about Alysia’s presence. I
couldn’t say what it was, but I didn’t think Alysia was supposed
to be here. The guide seemed to accept that and went back to tapping
her foot.

“Okay, where are you? Why can’t I
see you?” I whispered.

“I… don’t know. It’s dark. I
just… I felt it when you were close, so I jumped toward you. I can
feel your hand. The warmth… it’s nice.”

I looked down at my hand, and in that
hand was the sword. What was going on in this dungeon?
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  s that the sword you’ll be taking?”
my dungeon guide asked.

  “Yes!” I coughed, quickly pulling
the sword to me like I was afraid she’d take it.

“Ah… D-d-don’t touch me there!”
Alysia gasped.

My hand was on the side of the blade. I
pulled it away.

“S-sorry…” As the little girl
approached me, I straightened up. “Sorry I took so long!”

“You’ve picked a splendid blade. It
was this dungeon’s newest addition. It was just forged,” she
explained, and then frowned. “Hmm? There was another blade here,
too. They came together. It was a companion to this blade.”

“It’s fine!” I forced a smile. “I
only need the one. We probably should continue with the trial.”

“Very well. We shall. Please leave
through the exit. I won’t be able to follow, but I will see you on
the other side for the first trial.”

“Thanks, I will!”

I realized I was coming off a bit too
excited, but the girl didn’t seem to notice my change. What she
said left me extremely alarmed. If my guess was right, then anyone
who died by that blade had their soul sucked into the dungeon, where
they were then turned into a blade. Alysia and my soul were sucked
into this dungeon and became these weapons.

This didn’t seem that unbelievable.
Souls could be turned into miasmic monsters, so why not weapons?
However, she mentioned two souls, which meant that my soul had been
in this room, too. We must have done something strange. People who
died on the blade became weapons for the trial, while people who
grabbed the hilt and met the requirements were given the chance to
perform a trial. She died on the blade, but my soul went with her.
Then, when I initiated the challenge, my soul must have been
transported to the point to start the challenge.

At least I turned back into a human,
and it didn’t seem like this guide even realized it had happened.
It was probably something automatically done that sat outside of the
curse’s awareness, like safe rooms. This gave me some hope. Not
only did I now understand why I had my soul back, but if I could turn
back into a human, so could Alysia!

The pair of us left through the door
the little girl had indicated, holding Alysia tightly in my hand. As
soon as I walked through the door, I realized why she couldn’t
follow. This was a safe room. It also contained a stairway. This
dungeon was built a bit differently than the ones I had seen before.
It looked like the safe room sat between the 1st and 2nd
level, rather than being hidden somewhere in the level for us to
find.

“Okay, we’re safe here.” I
sighed, after closing the doors and locking myself in the safe room.

This wasn’t a physical place, but a
soul realm, so it stood to reason that this similarly wasn’t a real
place. It didn’t contain the dungeon transport system. There was no
returning. You could only move forward. I supposed since the dungeon
had no physical location; it didn’t need to have a connection with
a clearly defined way out, or perhaps it was better to say that I
wouldn’t know the way out. I wished Miki was here. She might have
been able to figure this out.

“Where is here?” Alysia cried out.
“I don’t see anything. It’s dark. Please… don’t let me go.”

I looked down at the sword in my hand,
not sure how to explain things to her. “We need to talk.”
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  ow long have you been like this?”

  The reason I felt I needed to ask this
question was that I needed to understand if the time was off in this
world. In the Twilight Dungeon, I had gained quite a bit of time.
Weeks out here translated to months in there. If this dungeon was the
same, then I would have a good amount of time to finish. If it was
the opposite, I would probably panic.

“I don’t… I don’t know… I
remember… I remember dying. Then, everything went black. I thought
I was dead. I was just trapped with my own thoughts, not knowing
anything. It wasn’t until I felt you coming toward me that I became
aware of things. I can hear and feel, but I can’t see anything.”

“I see… to me, it’s only been
maybe thirty minutes since you died.”

“Only thirty minutes?” She gasped.
“It’s felt… like an eternity. What has… what has happened to
me?”

“That ancient sword was a dungeon.
The dungeon destroys your body and uses your soul. They call it a
soul dungeon. Anyone who dies becomes a weapon. If you activate the
trial, they give you one of the weapons. That’s all I know.”

“That’s… so, you’re saying I’ve
become a sword?”

“I’m holding you in my hands right
now.”

There was a moment of silence. It would
probably take a while for someone to come to terms with being turned
into a sword. Actually, I had read many different isekai on Earth,
and often people would reincarnate as objects. I still couldn’t
imagine it. I came to Earth as myself. 


“To what end?” Alysia finally
asked, her voice croaking slightly. 


“I don’t know.” I shook my head
as I glanced around the room, finally noticing a mural on the wall.
“Ah, we’re in a safe room and they have a dungeon mural. It might
shed some light on things. Hmmm…”

“Well? I can’t see anything,
describe it!”

“Oh… right. The mural depicts the
story of a man and his daughter. He appears to be a soldier or
adventurer of some kind. From what I can see, the daughter went out
one day to pick fruit. However, she never came home. Then reports of
a dungeon forming in the area struck. The man desperately went out to
find his daughter. After untold challenges, he discovered that she
had died in the dungeon, never to be resurrected.

“That’s heartbreaking.”

“I think… I think the woman who is
guiding me through this might be his daughter.”

“Are you sure?”

“No… I’ve only ever made guesses.
The drawings on the murals aren’t exactly picture perfect.”

“This is useless! Just destroy the
dungeon and let’s get out of here.” Her voice sounded aggravated.


“Understanding the dungeon will help
us conquer it. You’ll just have to trust me on that, okay?”

“O-okay.”

“In general, you’re right. Demon
Lord Aberis has Eliana, and he’s likely planning to go to war with
Aberis, too. We need to get out of here as quickly as possible. Our
one advantage is that everyone likely believes we’re dead.
Fortunately, this dungeon doesn’t destroy souls. That’s probably
why it hasn’t grown past ten levels despite all of this time. It
can’t be absorbing very much mana, or the church nearly on its
doorstep would have noticed and blocked it. Once we destroy the
dungeon, your soul will be free and I will be able to resurrect you.”

“We’ll both make it out of this.”

“Yes,” I agreed, and then slapped
the flat end of the blade against the wall.

“Ow!” she cried out. “What was
that for?”

“That was for killing yourself! I’m
still angry about that!”

“Th-there was no other choice! You
were dying! It worked, didn’t it? It separated our souls?”

“You mean too much to me for you to
do something so foolish again. Promise me, if we ever get in a
desperate situation, whatever we do, we do it together.”

“Deek…”

“Promise me! We fight together!”

“O-okay…”

With that taken care of, I relaxed a
bit. It was time to take on the next part of the trial.
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  efore I was willing to continue the
trial, the pair of us remained in the safe room to conduct some
tests.

  “If you are going to be functioning
as my sword for this trial, then we need to understand your ability
and limits. I hit you against the wall. If that hurts you, then how
can I use you as a weapon?”

“That!” Alysia’s voice came out
flustered. “When you hit me against the wall earlier, it didn’t
hurt. It was more like a shock. I just wasn’t expecting it.
However, when you hit the walls, I could feel it and have some
awareness of it. I feel like when I strike something, I’m able to
see it.”

“Well, let’s test that.” I tapped
her against a few different items lying around in the safe room.

“That’s a pillar. That’s the
dungeon transport panel. That’s you! Ahhh… where are you putting
me!”

“Huh? I just tapped my leg.”

“Y-you tapped your thigh right next
to… n-n-nevermind!”

“Alright, I’m going to try putting
you down.”

“Okay. I’ll trust in-” As soon as
I let go of her, her voice cut off; after a pause, I grabbed her
again. “-you… huh? What happened?”

“What did it feel like to you?”

“Everything went dark, and then it
lightened up again. It only lasted a few seconds.”

“I had let you go for nearly a
minute.”

“A m-m-minute?”

“It seems like you’re only aware
when we’re very close, almost touching.”

“Are you saying I could go dark, and
weeks or months could pass?”

“In theory.”

“Th-that’s scary… the darkness…
I don’t like it.”

“How about if I have you on my back
but I don’t hold you…”

After doing that test, we found that
she could still sense me as long as I was within about six inches of
any part of her, although I could only hear her with close contact.
Gloves worked, so it didn’t need to be complete contact, just
within an inch or so.

We also tried several strike tests, and
Alysia proved to be as resilient as Terra. She said that it didn’t
hurt her. We practiced for a while longer, getting her used to being
swung around. She could feel herself being moved, but it felt like a
breeze, even when I was using quick attacks. Ultimately, she grew a
bit more used to the sudden strikes, although I didn’t use my full
strength against the dungeon wall.

I worried that the guide would get
suspicious if we wasted too much more time, so I ended our practice.
We finally left the safe room. I walked down the steps, leading to
the first challenge. I entered a room that looked like a boss room.
It had a feel like a colosseum, although there were no seats for
spectators. It left me feeling slightly confused. We were only on the
second floor; don’t tell me I was against a boss already?

“This is your first trial,” she
declared.

The little girl didn’t seem to point
out how long I was in the safe room. Perhaps she had no real grasp on
time. I had a feeling like it didn’t matter how long I was in
there, whether I remained overnight or just a few moments, she would
probably always react the same way. That’s when I remembered my
test with Alysia. As soon as I let go of her blade, she also seemed
to lose awareness of the world around her. Did that mean this soul
world only existed when I was present to observe it? That would
certainly save on magical power.

As I was considering such things, an
opponent came out of the coliseum. The second I laid eyes on them, my
mind went haywire.

“Wh-what is this?” I cried out.

“This is the opponent you must defeat
to continue!”

“I won’t do it!” I took a step
back.

“Hmph… don’t tell me you’re
afraid of killing a woman! Don’t worry! This person died long ago.
This is just a creation based on her soul.”

I shook my head. “You…”

“This is your trial! If you don’t
kill her, she’ll kill you!” The little guide disappeared with
those taunting words.

The woman lunged at me, and I leaped
out of the way to avoid her.

“What is it, Deek?” Alysia spoke
up. “If you’re afraid of using me to fight, don’t be. We
already tested this out.”

“It’s not that…” I grimaced,
backing away as the enemy slashed at me over and over again.

“I can’t see! What’s going on!”

“It’s you!” I finally spat out.
“The enemy she wants me to kill is you!”
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  e? Huh?”

  “It’s a doppelganger… or
something like it. I’ve had to deal with these things before in
another dungeon. It has an independent will, but it possesses every
skill that you have.”

“You… really have a lot of
experience with dungeons… don’t you?”

“Yeah. Well, I’ve found something
new every day,” I responded wryly.

Although I didn’t have access to my
dungeon points in this dungeon, I wasn’t helpless either. Power in
the soul world was passed on to the power of the soul. In short,
because my soul was a yin-yang soul, I wasn’t helpless. I could
pull from two jobs, and my status seemed to still be boosted.
Although Alysia was at a higher level than me, I was confident I
could defeat this clone. We were evenly matched when we had fought
each other on the beach and I had come a long way since then.
However, that would involve going all out against her, and I had my
doubts.

“Why are you hesitating?” Alysia
asked.

“Just because it looks like a
doppelganger, what if it’s connected to your soul? If I destroy it,
what if I hurt you?”

“Deek…”

“I already thought I lost you once. I
don’t want to risk it again.”

“I stole your soul, Deek. I helped
the demon lord. Why do you want to protect me?”

“I… I just do!”

What else could I say? We had sex and I
felt a connection? This was just the person I was. I gave my heart
out easily. Even after coming to another world, that aspect of my
personality had never changed. I still felt attachment and connection
to everyone I loved.

I tried to pull away again, but
suddenly my sword yanked my arm, and I met the blade that Alysia was
using.

“H-hey!”

“Fight me!”

“I won’t!”

I tried to pull away, but as soon as I
did, the sword jerked again. I had to drop and roll to avoid the
sword from striking me.

“You’ll get hurt!” she said in
alarm.

“I wouldn’t if you’d stop
pulling!”

“Look, this is the trial. If we’re
doing it, there has to be a reason, so do it!”

My sword started to slash out wildly.
“Stop it!”

It turned out I was fighting Alysia on
two fronts. It wasn’t just the Alysia doppelganger, but also the
sword Alysia. Both of them seemed to want to fight, and I was the one
trying to resist. This doppelganger wasn’t like the one in Widow’s
Dungeon. It didn’t seem to have a personality. Rather, it just came
at me like a robot, ignoring my spastic and strange movements.

“This is part of the trial.” The
guide from earlier suddenly appeared from a safe distance and began
speaking. “Your sword may resist this. You must control it, force
it to do this. It’s part of the refining process. Oops, I said too
much.”

She disappeared as quickly as she
appeared, but she left me much to think about. She had said that this
was part of the refining process. The sword wasn’t a reward… I
was making a sword? 


The entire dungeon was a soul forge,
intended to turn a human soul into a sword! However, she had
completely misunderstood my spastic movements. Normally, I supposed a
sword, realizing it was attacking itself, would resist. I was having
the opposite problem. My sword was trying to kill itself!
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  ou heard her, right?” I asked.

  “Yeah… I heard.”

“I don’t know how it works, but it
seems this dungeon is trying to forge you into a sword.”

“I know…”

“You know? Well, we definitely can’t
do it now! If you’re a sword, I’m pretty sure I won’t be able
to resurrect you ahhh-” I nearly got my head chopped off, forcing
me to dive out of the way again.

In truth, the way I was fighting now
should have killed me a dozen times over. However, the Alysia enemy I
was fighting didn’t use any skills, and it moved stiffly and
robotically. It may have Alysia’s stats and abilities, but it
wasn’t using them at all. It was almost like the doppelganger was
seeking its death. I could have defeated it in an instant if I put in
any effort. Then again, I guess this was the first trial. It couldn’t
be too difficult, right?

“Deek… let’s not talk about this
here. Defeat her, and we’ll talk when we get to the next safe
room.”

“What if… that first step is
already too late?”

“You need to stop hesitating!”
Alysia cried out. “Do it!”

“Fine!” I sighed. “But we will be
talking about this.”

I lifted the Alysia sword. It felt
comfortable in my grip. Now that she stopped fighting me, lifting her
felt surprisingly natural. I swung out, exploding forward with a
Quick Attack. I used two more attacks, throwing the doppelganger off
balance. Then made a final attack, bisecting her.

“Ahhhhhhhhh!” I could hear
screaming in my ear, causing me to fall off balance.

As I stumbled forward, the dead Alysia
had already turned to dust. Just as I recovered my grip, the sword
was yanked out of my hand. It flew away from me and then landed in
the hands of the guide once again. Compared to her, the thing looked
massive. She didn’t hold it by the hilt though, but laid it across
her palms.

“What’s the big idea?” I took a
step forward.

“The blade just made its first kill.
I’m giving it my blessing! This is a good thing!” She declared,
smiling.

She didn’t move or attempt to be
aggressive, so I held back. The sword glowed for a few minutes and
then it flew back to me. I grabbed the sword.

“Alysia, are you okay?” I asked as
soon as my hand touched the hilt.

There was silence for a few moments,
causing the anxiety in my heart to grow.

“I’m… okay…” Alysia spoke in
a shaky voice.

“Congratulations, you have finished
the first trial. Continue to the next trial.” She disappeared once
again.

I walked through the doors that opened,
finding myself in another safe room, but I barely acknowledged it.

“Alysia, what happened?”

“It… I felt all of it. It felt…
just like when I died.”

“Alysia… we have to find a way to
get out of this.”

“There… is something else.”

“What is it?”

“When that guide was touching me, she
lied. She wasn’t blessing me or anything like that.”

“What? What did she do?”

“She… um… she showed me the
fight, from your point of view.”

“What?”

“I could… feel everything you
felt.”

“…”

“The pain of dying… it surprised
me. I can’t say that I liked the feeling. It wasn’t what bothered
me. The feeling in your heart when you cut me down was far worse! I’m
sorry, I didn’t know.”

“I should be the one who is sorry,”
I sighed. “I’m just being foolish.”

“What… what are we going to do?”

“I… have an idea.”
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  can make you a slave,” I explained my
idea.

  “A s-slave?” 


“Your soul is still intact, so I
should be able to enslave you.”

“I’ll do it.”

“This may not be the best thing, but
it has many benefits- wait, what?”

I had expected her to at least argue,
but Alysia agreed to become a slave without question. She was a
free-spirited princess and could be stubborn, so I was pretty
surprised that she didn’t resist at all.

“Deek, I spent my life trying to
fight the dungeon and remove curses. In the end, I had only ended up
being the tool for a demon lord to regain his powers and spread
curses across the land.”

“Alysia, my soul is back in my
possession, and he wasn’t able to get anything out of you.”

“It’s more than that… it’s hard
to explain.”

“Try me.”

“Alright. My mother, Xin, I don’t
believe she was always a puppet of Brother… the demon lord.” She
explained. “When I was younger, I think… at least, that she still
had control of her mind. As for when she changed, it happened so
slowly, I’m not confident I could even say I knew when I had lost
her.”

“Okay.”

I wanted to tell her that a part of her
mother still existed, but this didn’t feel like the best time, so I
continued to listen.

“When I was younger, she used to tell
me stories. She explained to me why she defied the Osterians and join
the Maid Hero in destroying Lord Aberis. Her betrayal cost her much.
Lord Aberis went after her family. He killed every royal in
retaliation for her deeds.”

“Oh?”

I was extremely interested in this. I
had never known what happened with Xin. I didn’t know about her
family dying and it was possible that the Xin I knew didn’t know
either. Since she cut her Osterian part away, it possibly included
the memories of her family.

“Demons aren’t like other species.
You might be thinking that since we all came from another world, we
all have an equal right to be here. That might be true in most cases,
but when it comes to demons, they use dungeons to their advantage.
They spread the curse over the land, and use its power as their own.

“The Demon Lands in the north are a
desolate wasteland, carpeted with monsters, dungeons, and demons. The
Demon Lord castle, home of the Demon King, and the Hell Dungeon have
both routed their influence across the entire country, a massive weed
sucking the life out of the world. That is how they grew their
territory. That is how they survived.”

“Demon Lord Aberis was no different.
The reason the Aberis and the Ost Republic contain so many dungeons
is exactly because of his influence. He knowingly planted cursed
seeds across the landscape, as all demons do. That is what makes them
dangerous. That is why they need to be stopped.”

“All of that responsibility… that’s
not something to put on your shoulders.” I shook my head.

“You’re right. That is why I want
to be your slave. You know more about dungeons and have done better
in the last half-year than I had in three years. I believe if I
follow you, my abilities will be put to better use. I followed my
instincts for years, and my instincts led me into being manipulated
by a monster. Now I want to follow you, and make a real difference.
Please, Deek, I want to be your slave.”

“Then, I agree.”

There was nothing really to it. I just
had to be close to her and use the skill. Since I was already holding
her hilt, I activated the Bond Slave skill. It triggered, and a few
moments later I could feel an awareness of Alysia in my head. At that
moment, another alert appeared.

{You have committed to the path of
the magic sword. You have unlocked the job, Magic Swordsman.}
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 Magic Swordsman job was a well-known
job in this world. It was usually the job of famous heroes. It was
nearly as elusive as the White Mage, and for good reasons. Typically,
to become a Magic Swordsman, one must reach at least Advanced Mage
status as well as Advanced Swordsman. Although Lydia was an Advanced
Swordsman, she had no aptitude for magic, and thus would likely never
become a Magic Swordsman. I had thought about encouraging her to
learn some magic, but it was far too difficult for normal people to
learn such skills, even if I gave her Advance Learning.

	
	
	



However, it looks like there was
another way to get Magic Swordsman, and that was by bonding yourself
to a magic sword. I noted that Alysia’s status was all wrong. It
gave her no abilities, and it even called her a soul sword. Maybe it
was too late for her to ever become something other than a sword.

“Deek, I can see! I can see through
your eyes,” Alysia exclaimed.

“Mmm…” I answered noncommittedly,
lost in thought.

“What’s wrong?”

“It’s your status.”

I explained to her what I saw after
making her my slave, and ultimately what I figured out from it. She
remained silent for a bit, thinking the same way I had.

“The moment I decided to kill myself
on the ancient sword, I had prepared to never come back,” she
finally said. “If this is a dungeon that will turn me into a sword,
then a sword I will become.”

Now that she was my slave, I could feel
her emotions with Slave Empath. I could feel her determination. She
wasn’t frightened, or giving off a front. This was genuinely how
she felt.

“Then we will continue down the
dungeon, but if you have any issues, we will stop immediately,” I
declared.

She wouldn’t be able to hide it if
she did have any problems, that was one more advantage of having this
bond with her.

The pair of us didn’t move on right
away. We decided to do a few more tests.

“Is this really how all of your
slaves feel?” Alysia asked in the middle of the testing.

“What do you mean?”

“I feel powerful, and… something
else.”

“Something else?”

“I feel… warm,” she whispered.
“Like, I’m no longer alone.”

“You’re not alone. You will
continue to have me.”

“Y-yes, De… I mean Master.”

“You really don’t have to call me
Master,” I sighed.

“Yes, Master. I’ll call you Master
though.”

I wondered if there was something to
the Slave Bond that made people call me Master. Only Eliana was
willing to use my name. Every slave just called me Master from then
on.

Before we left the safe room, we ran
through a couple more tests as well. With the Slave Bond in effect,
it was easier to get a feel for her and to control the blade. She
could move more, and even used her movements to aid me in battle,
increasing the precision of my strikes. More importantly, when I let
go of her, she still held awareness. Her eyesight and hearing would
go out, but she could always sense where I was and maintained a
feeling of time. We could also communicate using Slave Communication.
My communication with the girls outside the soul world was cut off.

We ended up spending the night in the
safe room. I did want to hurry, but I didn’t want to rush Alysia.
From everything that happened earlier, we needed a night to rest and
grow more acclimated. Come morning, we prepared for the 2nd
trial.
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  efore entering the second trial room, I
naturally made sure to check the updated mural. There was still no
dungeon transport panel, so it was the only thing of interest in the
safe room. The mural showed the man fighting his way down to the
bottom floor of the dungeon, defeating the dungeon boss, and then
coming into contact with the dungeon lore. I supposed if I lost
someone in the dungeon, my goal would also be to destroy the dungeon
as quickly as possible.

  Unfortunately, the mural didn’t show
any progression of time. It wasn’t clear how long she had been in
the dungeon before he found her, let alone how long it took him to
clear it. Even with my ability and a full team, it’d take me at
least three days to clear the smallest dungeon. If the dungeon was
mapped out, I might be able to do it in a day, but I had to assume it
took him longer than that.

I wouldn’t have any more answers
until I beat the next trial. If this dungeon had a safe room on every
level, then it also had a mural on every level. That was eight
chances to reveal the story. I left the safe room, ready to continue.

The second trial room was identical to
the first trial room. That was to say, it was a large oval stage
resembling a coliseum without the seats. As soon as I left the safe
room, the guide appeared once again. Despite the time that had passed
since I went into the safe room, she didn’t look alarmed or curious
at all.

“I believe you have figured out the
true nature of this dungeon, yes?” she asked.

I nodded. “My weapon isn’t the
reward for defeating this dungeon, it’s the result of defeating
this dungeon, right?”

She nodded. “Correct. You selected
one from a group of weapons with potential. Each level, you will
further refine that weapon, turning it into a weapon shaped for you.”

I felt a bit reassured we were on the
same wavelength, but something still felt a bit off. My unease came
from the nature of dungeons. They were curses, not blessings. A
dungeon wouldn’t give you something for free. Dungeons didn’t
want to be destroyed, they wanted to be completed, and I had a
feeling if I did everything that the dungeon wanted, it would result
in my demise.

My running theory was that after Alysia
was finished, she’d be used against me. The boss of this dungeon
might be a Gilgamesh type, collecting swords made by its enemies,
enjoying the thrill of a new sword made to someone else’s
specifications. Perhaps I had just consumed too many isekai, but I
felt like I had a good grasp on this. At least I was prepared for a
betrayal.

That was the final reason I had decided
to bond with Alysia as a slave. It would keep her from being used
against me. I knew that if she had known my theory, she might not
have been as willing to continue forward. She wouldn’t stand being
used against me again. Thankfully, I had nipped that in the bud. Now,
we just had to make it the rest of the way down, spring and destroy
their trap, and get out of here.
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er again? Wait… two?” My eyes
turned to pinpricks as the next challenge was placed before me.

	
	
	



It was another Alysia doppelganger. No,
it was two doppelgangers. I thought we had gotten past this trial.
Don’t tell me every trial was just an increasingly large number of
Alysia doppelgangers! Furthermore, now that I knew that she felt the
pain, forcing her to kill herself over and over again seemed cruel.
Alysia could see through my eyes with our bond, so she was aware of
what was going on

“Deek, it’s okay. Kill them.”

“Alysia, this…”

“This is the path I’ve chosen to
walk. If I need to destroy myself piece by piece to become a sword,
then I will do it.”

Alysia seemed to read my mind and was
busy reassuring me. I felt like the situation should be the opposite.
However, while she couldn’t feel my emotions, I could feel hers,
and they were steady and determined. She was prepared to do this,
whatever the cost.

The supposed guide wasn’t going to be
much help, either. She disappeared as soon as the doppelgangers
appeared. I had a feeling she wouldn’t get involved again until
this match was over. With a sigh, I used my experience wielding
Alysia and attacked her clones. I was surprised to find them fighting
in tandem. They used each other to defend and block. It wasn’t just
twice as hard fighting them, but they seemed to have some level of
tactics.

“Ahhh!” Alysia cried out as I cut
one of their arms.

I hesitated and ended up getting
stabbed even worse. I leaped back to give myself some room. I
immediately swapped my jobs and healed myself with White Mage while
keeping a distance. Thankfully, they moved slowly rather than rushing
me or this would have been difficult.

“I-I’m sorry… that was my fault.
I got you hurt.”

“Heh… I hurt you too.”

“No… you hurt them. I just… I’m
still not used to it. In the past, when I felt pain, I could control
it. I decided when I felt it and when I didn’t. This feels far more
helpless.”

“They’re coming!”

“Y-yes!”

The two clones attacked me once again.
I had healed my wound, and now I was fighting them again. Once again,
they weren’t at the level of the true Alysia, however, if I had to
fight, again and again, I feared the clones would grow more and more
capable. What would I do when I needed to fight four or five of her?
Never mind protecting Alysia, it would be enough to protect me.

“I’m going to make this as quick as
I can. I’m going all out.”

“Okay!”

I launched several of my skills
simultaneously. The first lost her head, and then I stabbed the
second clone in the heart. The pair of doppelgangers collapsed to the
ground, dead. It was a very clean kill, and I didn’t even need to
take any damage on my own. Alysia remained silent too, but I could
feel the panic and distraught emotions tumbling through the bond.

“Both of them?”

“Y-yes… they both felt just as
bad.”

“It’s over now. We can-” My words
caught in my mouth as the two clones rose again.

The severed head of the clone stopped,
floated back up, and reattached. The blood of the other clone sucked
back into it and the wound disappeared like it had never been hurt. I
realized the arm wound I had previous caused had also repaired at
some point. 


“Alysia… I don’t think this trial
is exactly like the last one.”

“Me neither…”
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  had experienced death several times in
my life. As consequence-free as death was in this world, it was never
a pleasant experience. You took trauma every time. Even if I
protected my soul entirely, I wouldn’t wish to feel death. Alysia
was in a situation where she was being forced to experience her death
at my hands repeatedly. I couldn’t even understand just how that
would help her become a weapon. Was it to remove all fear of death?
It felt more like torture.

  “I-I’m ready… cut them down
again.”

“What if… what if they get back
up?”

“Then kill them again! We’ll keep
killing them until they stay down!”

“Okay, but I have a slave ability
that might help with the pain.”

“Slave Masters can even dull the
pain?”

“Yeah… something like that. I guess
it’s more effective to make a slave work themselves to death if
they feel nothing, or something like that,” I said.

“I see. Then let’s try that.”

“Will do!”

I came at the clones once again. I
wanted to get through this quickly, so I activated several skills to
speed things up. As I cut them down, my face turned white, but I
managed to keep myself from making a peep. I let out a breath as they
collapsed to the ground.

“I… didn’t feel anything!”
Alysia cried out. “It was fine.”

“G-good.” I nodded. “Good.”

“Wow, your abilities are really
awesome. We can kill these girls as many times as we need to!”

“Well, let’s hope that was it.”

It turned out to be too much to hope
for. The two clones got back up again only a few moments later. I
groaned and lifted Alysia back up. I attacked again, and a few
minutes later, I killed them both off at once. I had prepared myself
this time. As soon as they hit the ground, I struck them with fire,
burning them to bits. My hand clenched tightly on the hilt and my
body shook, changing from white to red.

“Master, are you okay?”

“J-just anxious.”

It felt like it lasted forever, but
finally, the doppelgangers turned to ash. They didn’t get back up
again. I let out a breath, my hand relaxing on the hilt.

“I didn’t feel anything again, and
it looks like they aren’t getting back up.”

“Yup,” I said. “It looks like our
guide won’t appear this time. Let’s move on.”

I rushed her out of the room and into
the safe room. Once we were there, I put her down.

“I’m going to put you down for a
moment.”

“I-is there a problem?”

“Y-you’re heavy.”

“H-heavy! Saying that to a girl…”

“Sorry…”

I let go of her anyway. As soon as my
hand left her hilt, I collapsed to the floor and let out a scream.
With my sweaty hands on the floor, I took in big gulps of air. I
switched to White Mage and cast Heal several times, but it did
nothing. This wasn’t something I could fix, because this wasn’t a
pain that occurred to me.

I didn’t have a slave pain tolerance
skill or anything like it. What I did have was Pain Transfer. I’m
sure its use was to transfer pain to slaves, so that the slaver
didn’t have to feel anything. The Slave Master job could be
ruthless that way. However, I used it in reverse, taking on the pain
that Alysia should have felt. I felt myself burning her alive.
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’m taking a break,” I told Alysia.

	
	
	



“Already? We didn’t go that far. We
should get this finished quickly. Since I don’t feel any pain, I
feel like I can handle more.”

“I had to use a lot of skills in
quick succession to kill those doppelgangers swiftly,” I explained.
“Just give me an hour or so.”

“Okay…” she responded, somewhat
quietly.

“Did you feel anything wrong? Like
with your soul?”

If she was being turned into a sword,
shouldn’t her soul be changing? So far, I didn’t see any of that
happening. It felt more like torture than functioning toward some
kind of end.

“No, I feel great,” she said.

I could sense through the Slave Empath
that she was relieved and quite happy. That was good. I just wanted
to give myself a little time to prepare for the next trial. I hoped I
was done with the doppelgangers, but I had a feeling that I wasn’t.

“What does the mural say?” she
asked after a bout of silence.

My eyes snapped open. I wasn’t sure
if I had drifted off or not. “Right… that.”

I looked up at the mural, hoping to see
some answers. It was a single image depicting a sword impaling a man.
It looked like he was committing seppuku, his hand on the blade as he
plunged it into his chest. His hands were bloody, and his mouth was
open. This was the father? I described it to Alysia, who didn’t
have any other insights. These stories didn’t always come in order.
I felt like this must be the end, or at least close to the end.

After recovering a bit, I grabbed
Alysia and stood back up. “Time for the next trial.”

“Yes! We can get through this
dungeon!”

The pair of us headed out to find our
guide waiting there once again. 


“You didn’t do bad. Only had to
kill them three times.” She smiled. “Let’s see how long it
takes you now!”

My expression fell as I saw two
doppelgangers again. Well, at least it wasn’t three. They were,
once again, more difficult. Trying to distance myself from the pain,
I killed them and set them on fire quickly. As the feeling of being
burned finally dissipated, I turned to the exit, only to see that it
was still closed. Turning back, the ashes formed back together, and
the two doppelgangers reappeared 


“Hmm?” Alysia remarked. “They’re
not dead with that?”

“I think I see how these trials go.”
I shivered as I came to the realization. 

“How is that?”

“Every time you kill them, the next
trial is immune to that death. We already sliced them to death in the
first trial, so they no longer can be killed by a blade. I burned
them alive in the second trial, so they are immune to burns.”

“Oh, so we just have to find a new
way to kill them?”

“I can come up with a few ways, but
what are we going to do when we reach the ninth trial?”

I had already used two ways to kill
them. Could I come up with another 7 ways? More importantly, could I
handle dying seven more ways?
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e began working our way down, one trial
after another. After the 4th trial, it moved up to three
clones. Each time, I had to figure out a new way to kill them. Then,
the pain of that death was transmitted to Alysia, although I secretly
took it upon myself.

	
	
	



In the third trial, I electrocuted them
to death. At least that was pleasantly numbing. In the fourth trial,
I used Absorb until I had completely eaten away their souls. It was
an unsettling feeling, but I had experienced enough pain in my soul
that it was something I could handle pretty well. In the fifth trial,
I took them out by removing the oxygen around their heads,
effectively asphyxiating them. My lungs ached after that one.

After each one, I needed to take longer
and longer rests as bringing them down often took more and more
effort. The last one took nearly ten minutes of continuous casting,
and that was already after wearing them down. Although I was growing
increasingly shaken, Alysia seemed encouraged and upbeat. I did
everything I could to keep her from noticing my problems.

The murals were, of course, on every
level too. However, it was difficult to make heads or tails of the
ones I saw. One of them depicted the man going around killing people
with his sword, bathing it in blood. Another one depicted him forging
the soul of his daughter into the sword. The final one depicted him
leading villagers into the dungeon.

If I had to put things together, I’d
say that the man made some kind of agreement with the dungeon and
sacrificed the villagers. In exchange, he got her soul back, but, for
some reason, he didn’t resurrect her. Instead, he made her into a
sword. Either way, he wasn’t a good person. It wasn’t a surprise
he killed himself in the end.

“How will you defeat the next ones?”
Alysia asked eagerly.

“I was thinking of crushing them.
There is also falling to death. That would be difficult, though.
Maybe I could use portals so that she gains enough momentum and…
splat,” I spoke without thinking.

“Ah… Deek.” Alysia sounded
awkward.

I coughed. “Ah! I’m sorry. It’s
just…”

“It’s okay,” she said. “I know
you’re trying your best. I’m happy to be by your side. I feel…
comfortable, in your hands. I just wish I could help more in the
upcoming battles. Since they are immune to my slice, I feel like I’m
useless. I just wish… I could be something else.”

As she spoke, her body suddenly
morphed. I let out a cry of surprise as her body reformed, and a
moment later, I was holding a giant hammer.

“Wh-what did you do?”

“Ah! I don’t know! I was just… I
was wondering if crushing would be the same as slicing, and then I
hoped that I could be a hammer, and then I was a hammer!”

“You… you can be any form you want
to be!” I cried out in surprise.

That would make the last few trials a
lot easier. The two of us walked out into the sixth trial, and we
continued to fight. I didn’t seem to unlock Magic Hammerman or
anything like that. Although her appearance was that of a hammer, I
guess her soul was still a sword.
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  mashing was not a pleasant feeling at
all. I tried to make it swift, but that was impossible when I was
fighting three of them, and they were all more powerful than before.
The good thing was that my Magic Swordsman had gained many levels
from this trial. Even without my dungeon bonus, I had already reached
level 5. I probably would have been level 10 if I had all of those
bonuses. As the last of them fell, I desperately tried to maintain my
focus.

  “Your weapon has transformed,” the
guide noted. “Impressive. It would have done this a long time ago
if you hadn’t been using your tricks. I almost considered banning
them.”

So, it really was like that. The pain
that Alysia felt was meant to force her to evolve. Every time I
helplessly cut down her soul, she’d become desperate enough that
her shape would change and she’d kill it a different way. This
trial wasn’t just testing my ability to defeat the clones, but
Alysia’s ability as well. I had been cheating up until that point
by using spells, but I was supposed to be depending on my weapon.

Most people who would enter this world
would likely only have a handful of similar jobs, so, it’d make
sense that a swordsman wouldn’t be able to defeat them in nine
different ways. I was simply far too versatile for this dungeon,
making it far easier than it was meant to be. That was something I
was extremely used to, and it actually caused me to relax a bit. For
a while, I had been worrying that this dungeon was a bit too easy.

I worried that Alysia needed to feel
the pain for some unknown reason. My hope was that her refining
process was in fighting alongside me, and not in feeling some kind of
soul torture. My mind was still a bit shaky, but I felt like I could
make it to the end of this dungeon now. It was in sight.

“The next trial will be your final
match.”

“Match?”

She nodded. “The last two trials will
be… special. They will finalize your sword.”

I nodded, and then continued on into
the 6th safe room and rested up. After being crushed three
times, I took my time. At this point, I had been in the dungeon about
three days by my count. So much could have happened outside by now.
It was best to complete this trial soon.

“Deek.”

“Hmm?”

“I think there is more to this than I
originally thought.”

“How so?”

“I’ve been acting passively and
letting you handle me, but what’s the point of that?”

“Like a girl just lying there during
sex.”

“Wh-what did you say?” she yelped.

“N-nothing!” I quickly sat up.

“I’m just saying that I feel like I
could do more. I should use my strength to your advantage.”

“You may be right. Most people can’t
do that. Most people would just be a single fighting class. How would
they be able to kill an enemy in so many ways? I believe the trick to
that is you. You’re supposed to be learning about yourself, and
growing more powerful.”

I didn’t mention the pain part of it.
She had long forgotten about it, but I could not. It was a truly
Spartan form of training.

“I… will grow stronger. I want… I
want to be Master’s weapon!”

“Mm… I’ll be counting on you.”

I was still recovering from my own pain
and trauma, so I was answering nonchalantly. I hadn’t realized that
this would be an oath that would carry us together through a
turbulent future.
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  lysia wanted to remain in the safe room
longer so she could get a grasp on her abilities. We practiced a bit,
and then I allowed her to contemplate on her own. One of the best
parts of the Slave Bond between us was that she didn’t go into
sleep mode anymore. While this might mean she spent a lot of time
alone, it also gave her the time to think and contemplate. This was
something none of the other soul weapons in this dungeon could do.

  While she was taking a breather to
think about things, I surveyed this mural. It showed the little girl.
At first, she was hopeful and bright-eyed. Then, it slowly showed her
facial expression changing. She grew less and less enthused, and in
the final image, her expression was downright hateful. That didn’t
help me.

“Deek,” Alysia contacted me through
the Slave Communication I left open for her.

“Yeah?”

“I’m a sword made out of a soul,
right?”

“I guess so.”

“And this is a soul dungeon, which is
created out of a world of souls, right?”

“I mean, I don’t know what a world
of souls is, but that sounds about right.”

“Then, shouldn’t I have the ability
to cut a soul?”

I stopped, only coming to realize what
she meant. Soul-reaving weapons were rare magical items that could
damage a soul. Even rarer were the malacrum weapons, which were
capable of not just hurting a soul, but poisoning it with a
soul-destroying miasmic infection. Other than certain spells, magic,
fairy fire, and jobs like the Spiritualist, I didn’t know how else
to attack a soul directly. However, she might very well be right. She
might be able to chop through someone’s soul. That meant she could
kill someone permanently. She’d be better than a soul-reaving
weapon because she’d be able to choose if she wanted to damage
their soul or not.

“You… might be on to something
there,” I agreed.

“I think I’m ready to start.”

“Okay.”

I grabbed Alysia, and her form returned
to the sword I had grown used to.

“I’m going to try to cut their
souls, destroying them completely.”

“Then, I’ll follow your lead!”

The pair of us headed the 7th
trial and the last of the battles. As I waited, five Alysias
appeared. That was two more than the last level. I took a step back,
feeling a bit worried.

“It just occurred to me… if this is
the final match, then these Alysias… are probably at your level.”

The women immediately circled me. Their
eyes seemed to contain cunning and knowledge. This battle would be
like fighting Alysia, the powerful S-class adventurer, five times at
once, and every bit of damage I did to them would be reflected onto
me. I suddenly felt like I could have taken another few days’
break.

The girls began their advance. I lifted
my sword. I had to give it my all.














[image: 61]


[image: i]

  blocked with the sword, jumping away in
a roll and then coming up again only to meet two more swords. Every
place I turned, there were clones ready to attack. They were giving
me absolutely no room to back up or strategize. I had taken several
cuts and struggled even to use a quick heal before being cut again.

  If this dungeon had done anything for
me, I could now ignore some pain. Compared to the feeling of dying
over and over again, minor wounds were nothing.  


“Watch out! She’s using a fire
blade!”

“What’s a fire blade?”

One of their blades ignited on fire,
and with a single strike an arc of fire came flying my way. 


“Don’t block it, the fire will just
breakthrough and hit you in the face!”

“Darn it!” I leaped away again,
taking a nasty strike on the shoulder by one of the other clones.

I was taking Alysia’s advice the best
I could. After all, who knew her skill layout better than herself?
She could predict what they were doing and when they were going to do
it better than anyone else. Her words were the only reason I was able
to stay on top of these doppelgangers.

“What’s going on with your soul
attack?” I demanded.

“It’s not as easy as it looks! I
barely even know how I turned into a hammer. I’m trying to figure
it out.”

“Oh, crap!”

Things just turned from bad to worse.
As I was backed into a wall of the coliseum, all five of them ignited
their blades. They all brought their swords down, coming at every
angle and making it impossible for me to dodge. I was going to have
to take several of the blade cuts directly.

“Deek!” Alysia called out with
alarm.

I raised her and helplessly struck out.
At that moment, the sword in my hands glowed blue for just a second.
It looked like it split into two swords, a translucent blue
superimposed over the original sword. As it struck the fire blades,
they broke in half and then dissipated away before hitting me. Three
blades were destroyed in an instant, and the remaining two I dodged.

“What was that?” I asked. “Didn’t
you say these blades were unblockable?”

“They… they’re supposed to be!
Even if you cut the flame, it will continue! Unless…”

“Unless?”

“I didn’t cut the blade! I cut the
mana!”

“The mana?” My eyes widened.

“That’s it! I can cut anything! I’m
not a physical blade, I’m anything I need to be. It’s not just
about changing my physical form; it’s about manifesting and cutting
through energy!”

“I don’t get it, but you can cut
spells, right?”

“Not just spells! With enough
practice, I should be able to cut only what I want. I can cut a soul
free from the body without hurting the physical form, cut a person’s
ability to access mana, even cut dungeon monster’s access to
miasma,” she spoke excitedly as she considered the possibilities.

“Alysia, I’m really glad you’re
having an epiphany here, but it’s getting kind of desperate here!”
I cried, taking two more cuts as I desperately blocked the
doppelgangers converging on me.

“Right! Do it! Attack them all!”

“Alright! I’ll do it!”

The sword glowed with a black light
much like miasma. With a roar, I did a wide sweep of my blade. To my
surprise, it cut right through all the girls. It went through their
blades, their armor, and their bodies without even a bit of
resistance. When I completed the arc, I felt an unimaginable pain,
but what confused me was that the girls and their swords were
completely fine. There was no damage to their bodies or swords at
all.

However, as I instinctively crouched in
pain, all five girls collapsed to the ground, dead, just like their
strings had been cut.














[image: 62]


[image: a]

  e did it!” Alysia cried out.

  “Yeah… we did!” I chuckled as I
stumbled into the safe room and put her down.

As soon as I lost contact with her, I
collapsed to the ground. Having the feel of your soul being chopped
in two, and then multiply it by five, and that’s exactly what I
felt. Just to keep from passing out, I cast Refresh several times. It
kept my mind lucid, but the pain lingered for some time.

Thankfully, Alysia was too excited to
realize what was going on. I had to admit that if she could do even
half of the things she claimed, she’d be seriously powerful. I was
even tempted to go through with the trial and turn her into a sword,
rather than return her to a physical body. However, if I had a
choice, I’d return her to her original body. 


It took nearly a day for me to recover
from the pain. I claimed I wanted to let Alysia grow a better
understanding of her newfound ability, and also ponder on what the
final two trials of the dungeon would be. That last part was at least
a little true. I checked out the mural. It didn’t really show me
anything. It showed the man happy in a village with his daughter.
Meanwhile, there was a dark threat growing in the distance. If I was
ordering the murals, this probably should have been the first one.
That threat was the dungeon, which ultimately killed his daughter and
led him on his dark path.

When the pair of us were back in top
condition, we prepared for the 8th and possibly hardest
trial yet. Unlike the previous 7, I had no clue what this one would
even ask me to do. That was why I was only further confused when I
walked into the room to see the similar colosseum stage, except with
a forge in the middle. 


“This trial is about sealing your
sword.” The little girl guide appeared just as suddenly as she
always did.

“Seal?”

“Mm… the sword has been forged in
blood. Now it must be forged in fire. You will have to place it in
the forge and stick it there. It will likely try to escape, but you
must place your personal sigil on it.”

“My sigil? I don’t have a sigil,”
I admitted.

“You are not a lord?”

“I am, it just… never came up.”

“That’s fine. You will need your
sigil.” She waved her hand, and a table appeared on the side,
filled with dozens of tokens. “Choose the sigil you want.”

“Do you have a sigil?” I whispered
to Alysia as I walked over to the table.

“My family does. We don’t have last
names like the human nobles, but our family crest is a Banewolf. I
supposed that makes my family the Banewolf family. Well, there is no
one from our family left.”

“I think I recall seeing that sigil
on some livery at the wedding.”

“The humans are more interested in
their sigils. I’m surprised you don’t have one.”

“Ah! Maybe I do!”

I suddenly recalled that I had been
handed a token of nobility by Aberis. It had been to designate me as
a noble to anyone who asked. Perhaps that was my sigil. Well, it was
fine to come up with a new one and make it mine. I scanned the table
filled with sigils. I wasn’t sure where she had gotten these from.

That was when my eyes fell on a certain
sigil, and it immediately called to me. It showed two circles
superimposed, kind of like a Venn diagram. In front of it was a
doorway, which appeared to be the doorway to a dungeon. I realized
the circles behind it were actually worlds. Dungeons are a doorway
between worlds. This sigil seemed to represent that union.

I picked it up. “This… this is my
sigil.”
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  ood, then your task is simple, heat the
blade, and place your sigil on it.” The guide smiled innocently.

  She was being innocent, but I had a
feeling it wasn’t that simple. Would Alysia feel the forge?

“Deek. It’s okay. I-I want you to
mark me.”

“Alysia…”

“Ah… I already gave you… that, so
in a way, you already have marked me. This will… just make it
official. From now on, I will always be yours.”

I took a deep breath and then nodded.
“Fine.”

By the time I turned back, the little
girl had already vanished again. I was on my own again. No, I still
had Alysia with me. I’m not sure I could have done it without her.

It’s not like I could argue. If we
stopped now, it wasn’t like we could just go back up. My only
choice would be to somehow take over the dungeon with Dungeon Master.
That was my second plan. I’d need to challenge the Dungeon Master
and become the Dungeon Master myself. If there was a master, they
would assuredly be on the final floor.

“Just one more…” I whispered to
myself. “One last one.”

“What, Master?”

“Nothing.”

I walked up to the sizzling forge and
shoved Alysia into it. I also transferred the pain to me. At first, I
felt nothing, but the pain quickly grew more severe. I could feel the
burning of a molten forge. I clenched my teeth and shivered. The
sword was turning red. It felt like an eternity, and the pain grew
more and more severe until I was shaking. It finally reached a point
where even Alysia noticed something was off.

“M-master? What’s happening?”

“GGgghhaaaaaa!” I screamed, falling
to my knees. “No!”

“Master!”

I stood back up and pulled her from the
forge. I put the coin down where the hilt met the blade, and then I
pressed the coin against the molten metal. Picking up a hammer, I hit
the sword. It felt like I was being hit with the hammer. One. Two.
Three. As the seal surrounded the sword, I felt like I couldn’t
breathe.

“Master! What’s going on? Something
is wrong! Master!”

I couldn’t hear her. The pain finally
overtook me. I collapsed to my knees and then passed out on the
floor. I gasped, waking up. I was still on the floor. I had no clue
how much time had passed. I could still feel the ache. It felt like I
had been branded with a cattle prod while being cooked over a lava
pit. I slowly stood up to my feet. That’s when I saw the guide
standing there, grinning at me.

In her hands was Alysia, who was now
cool. I reached out to her, and I heard nothing. The Slave
Communication was being blocked.

“Y-you…”

“I never imagined you’d be such a
lightweight as to pass out over the heat of the forge. You only made
it too easy to take this…” she said, her hand stroking the flat
side of the sword.

“Give her back!” I said.

“Hehe… You may think that this is
just a sentient sword or something, but actually…”

“I will take this dungeon, and
everything in it!” I yelled, switching my job to Dungeon Master.

{You are a rival Dungeon Master. You
have declared war on this dungeon. Defeat the Dungeon Master to claim
the dungeon as your own.}

The little girl stumbled back as the
sword flew from her hands. It was the first time she showed a strong
emotion.

“Y-you’re a Dungeon Master!”

The sword landed between the pair of
us, and then flashed, turning into the form of Alysia. Her eyes
looked at me in shock.

“D-Deek. Y-you’re a Dungeon
Master?” She looked just as shocked.

“I have that job,” I admitted. “It
was my backup for when she betrayed us.”

“You… use dungeons… just like the
demons?”

I blinked, only then realizing I had
never really told Alysia everything. She had no clue about my dungeon
back at home. In her mind, I was a True Dungeon Diver who destroyed
dungeons completely. The expression on her face, the one that had
been filled with happiness even as we made our way down, was now
filled with confusion, fear, and apprehension.

“We can talk about this later. Right
now, we need to take care of her.” I took a step forward, but
Alysia took a step back, as if repelled by me, her head shaking.

Before she could say anything else, her
body returned to a sword again and then flew back into the little
girl’s hand. “She’s made her choice, and that choice is your
death!”
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  et her go!” I took a step forward.

  “Oh? Sad you lost your sword? Then
again, all you ever wanted is power, right?” The girl teased.

“You don’t understand anything!”

“I don’t have to! It’s always the
same with your kind. You… daddy… all you ever wanted was power! I
wonder what will happen when that power is unleashed on you.”

“I’m giving you one last chance…”
I took another step forward.

“Not here.” She grinned. “This
reunion is for the final trial! Oh, don’t worry though. I won’t
leave you defenseless. Here, take this trash!”

She threw out her hand, and a blade
appeared, landing on the ground and rolling to me. I went to charge
her, but she disappeared, taking Alysia with her. Making a face, I
reached down and grabbed the sword. I immediately recognized it. It
was a broken, rusty thing. This was the ancient blade, the form that
the dungeon took in the physical world. It left me feeling even more
confused. As I thought, she had been the ancient blade. Just what did
this mean?

I took a step to head to the next
trial, only to see five more clones of Alysia. They had appeared in
the place of the little girl. They immediately surrounded me, acting
much like the one from the previous trial. No, these girls were even
more powerful. They might even be stronger than the original Alysia,
and I wouldn’t have her to help me. 


“It looks like I’m going to have to
depend on you,” I spoke to the old sword in my hands.

There was no response from the sword.
Whether or not it was a spirit sword, I didn’t know. It didn’t
seem to be able to communicate with me if it was. Then again, I had a
feeling my ability to communicate with Alysia had been an
abnormality. It was probably because our souls had been wrapped
around each other. It created some kind of connection between the
pair of us that this dungeon couldn’t predict. That connection must
have severed at this point.

I held up the blade as the girls
attacked. As I fought, I felt helplessness and pain. I didn’t want
to hurt Alysia. My only choice was to take on all the pain myself.
After searing my soul in the fires earlier, I had barely managed to
recover. I fought with all of my strength and will, but the damage
grew. I took cut after cut. This ancient blade just wasn’t Alysia.
I needed her. I wanted her beside me. I wanted her voice and the feel
of her in my hand.

I executed Final Blow and gave out my
strongest attack, and it was able to obliterate two of them. I was
relieved to see that it counted as a new attack.

{Last Chance has been activated.}

I would have fallen there, but I was
saved by Last Chance. I started healing, desperately trying to
restore my health as the remaining three Alysias attacked. I raced
forward and attacked again. After some furious battle, I finally
destroyed them. It took plunging us all into darkness, infecting them
with Fear, and then using Mimic to trick them into attacking each
other. By the time I reached the safe room, I was bloody from head to
toe and barely standing.

I collapsed to the ground and passed
out, unable to continue to the 9th trial.
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  wasn’t sure how much time had passed
when I regained consciousness. I was still in the safe room, as safe
as I could expect to be. I immediately healed myself, trying to
recover from the damage I had taken. Two days passed by the time I
had regained my strength and recovered. As I lay down, a silent sword
at my side, I stared up at the final mural. It was an image of the
girl holding the ancient sword. Darkness was closing in around her.

  At first, I didn’t understand what it
meant, but since I could barely move, I had enough time to dwell on
it, and I came up with a theory that I thought was accurate. Time
passed, and I slowly forced myself to my feet. I had to get Alysia
back, defeat this dungeon, and then save Eliana and Faeyna from the
demon lord. The me from before might have fallen into despair.
However, now, I would keep walking forward until I was dead.

Taking a deep breath, I continued
forward and left the sanctity of the safe room for the final trial.
As I had predicted, the final trial was no longer a coliseum. It was
a boss room. Sitting at a seat at the end of the boss room was the
little girl. She had a malicious grin on her face.

“I know who you are… and what you
did,” I said.

“Oh?” She raised an eyebrow. “And
what did I do?”

“Killed your father… turned him
into a sword.”

“Heh… I didn’t do anything to him
that he didn’t do to me first.”

“He didn’t kill you.”

“No.” She made a face. “He let a
dungeon do that for him. My father was an accomplished dungeon diver.
He had lived an adventurous life, but retired from it before I was
born. He used to regale me with stories of his adventures in the
dungeon. How could a young girl not grow fascinated when she stumbled
upon such a dungeon one day?”

“He should have cautioned you.”

“I was only ten. You know… it
wasn’t the monsters that killed me. The dungeon… it took pity on
me. It left me alone. But… I was lost. And scared. And alone. I
starved to death in that dungeon. I cried for Papa as I died, but he
never came!”

“That… that might be so, but he
didn’t know. He did look for you.”

“Hmph… look, maybe.” She
shrugged. “But when he found me, the dungeon had left my soul
alive. That wasn’t good enough for him. So… he conquered the
dungeon, and replaced the Dungeon Master for himself! Then, he took
my soul... No, he didn’t just take it. He harvested it. He
was bad at controlling miasma. He could only make a little of my soul
at a time, which he put into boss monsters. He’d then kill me, over
and over again, collecting my soul one piece at a time! When he
finally had recovered enough, he turned the entire dungeon into a
sword, locking my soul inside!

“But that wasn’t enough for daddy.
He became obsessed with power! He started to kill and slaughter, and
reforge me, burning my soul over and over and over until I was strong
enough! I didn’t kill my father! I stopped him! And then I did what
he did to me. I turned him into a weapon, and I tortured him night
and day. I made him feel all the pain that he gave to me!” She
looked at the sword in my hands. “Eventually, he just went dead and
rusted away. I hope you got familiar with that wretched sword. It’s
now going to be your fate.”

A force ripped the sword out of my
hands suddenly. It collapsed on the floor somewhere between the pair
of us. A chain came out of the floor and grabbed my ankles. As I went
to grab them, more chains grabbed my wrists. They immediately pulled
taught, stretching me into an X. In a few seconds, I was chained up
and unable to move.

“How does this pass the rules of your
trial?” I demanded.

The little girl laughed. “This trial
was never yours. It was hers.”

She waved her hand, and Alysia appeared
once again.

“D-Deek?”

“Go forth! Kill this man! Kill the
one who wronged you! Turn him into a sword and fulfill your destiny!”
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ho… are you?” Alysia asked, looking
at me with questioning eyes.

	
	
	



“Why does that matter? He’s the man
who tortured you! He’s the one who used you like a toy! He’s the
one who chopped you up a hundred times! Kill him!” The little girl
screamed.

“I am… who I have always been.” I
sighed.

“You… you use dungeons.” She
swallowed hard.

“The dungeons… they aren’t
inherently evil. They’re just… misguided. Confused. They’re…”
I glanced at the girl on the chair. “They’re like children
lashing out. The reason you never became a True Dungeon Diver is that
you never understood what it took. It wasn’t strength. It wasn’t
power. It wasn’t the ability to destroy. It was the ability to
forgive. To build. To grow. And… to accept.”

“Wh-what are you saying?”

“The dungeons aren’t curses,
they’re just blessings that don’t know it yet.” I chuckled.
“They destroy because they don’t know any better, and if you’re
lucky, you can turn them into a positive force in this world. That is
what I believe. That is what I aim to do. You can’t fix a cursed
world by continuing the path of hate and destruction. That will only
make more curses. You have to build, and create peace.”

“Enough of your nonsense!” the
guide snapped, waving her hand and causing a gag to cover my mouth.
“Abandoned soul, I’ve already told you everything you need to
know! Now kill this man who violated you and broke your soul! Kill
him, and we will make him feel every pain he made you feel!”

“Pain?” Alysia looked over at her,
confused.

“Heh… maybe you didn’t realize
it, but this man maliciously chopped down your body over and over. He
was filled with hate and aggression! I will show you what he felt.
See the thrill and pleasure he felt as he cut you down. Understand
the hatred and annoyance he had as he tortured you.”

“Mmm!” My eyes widened, and I shook
my head, but it was too late.

White light flooded from the little
girl’s hand and struck Alysia in the head. She blinked for a second
as if she was processing what she saw, and then she turned to me, her
eyes narrowing angrily. I gulped.

“Yes! Go, kill him!” The guide
waved again, and Alysia’s hands turned into blades.

Alysia took a step toward me, and then
another. She approached me, a growing fury in her eyes. I tried to
pull from my chains. I tried to explain myself, but all that came out
were mumbles. She reached me and raised her blade-hand, and then
swung it down.

Thump. Her hand changed into a fist,
and she hit me in the chest. She lifted her other blade, and it
turned into a fist, and then she hit me again.

“I-idiot!” she screamed.

She hit me again and again on the
chest. Each time she hit me; her hits got weaker.

“Idiot! Idiot! Idiot!” She wailed,
tears falling down her eyes as she continued to thump on my chest.

She collapsed against my chest, crying
her eyes out as she pressed against me.

“Wh-what is this?” the little girl
cried out in confusion.

I managed to finally spit the gag out
of my mouth. “Ow…”

Alysia looked up at me. “Why did you
do that? Why…”

“Haven’t… you suffered enough?”
I responded, not sure what else to say. “I just… liked seeing you
smile.”

Alysia’s teeth clenched, and she
grabbed the back of my head. Then she pulled me into an aggressive
kiss. Although I was tied up in chains and couldn’t move, and I
didn’t have much of a choice, I preferred this over the other
options.
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h-what are you doing? What is this?
This is all wrong!” The little girl who had been antagonizing us
flew into a tantrum as she watched Alysia kiss me.

	
	
	



The pair of us parted after a few
blissful moments, Alysia turning to look at the girl. “You don’t
understand anything.”

“You… what is wrong with you? You
died, and your soul was trapped in here and corrupted with my miasma.
This man… he wielded you like an object, forcing you to kill
yourself over and over again. You can see his frustration and hate as
he cut you down.”

“Deek never felt such things.”

“I-impossible! This doesn’t make
sense! This is not how it’s supposed to go! You turn on him, as I
turned on my Master! Why aren’t you turning?”

“I don’t want to.”

“You… wait… souls came into this
dungeon bound together. I had to peel them apart and then one of them
suddenly disappeared! You cheated! You cheated me!” The little girl
raged.

“So, what if our souls are connected?
What if we spoke to each other? That’s the difference between us
and you. We communicated!” I looked over at Alysia. “I just wish…
I had communicated more.”

“Deek, I understand why you didn’t
want to show your pain. You want to be strong.” Alysia touched my
cheek again. “That… has been my mistake all along. I’ve always
thought I had to endure. I had always thought I had to accomplish
everything on my own. I killed myself, not because I didn’t think
we could escape that situation, but because I felt I had to atone for
my sins on my own. After traveling down this dungeon, I realized that
I no longer want to walk this path alone.”

“Alysia… you can rely on me.” I
tightened my fist.

“Deek… I will.”

“Stop looking all lovey-dovey!” the
girl shrieked. “This isn’t how it’s supposed to go! You should
hate each other! Despise each other! Resent! Kill! This is the only
way this will turn out. No one would be happy belonging to another!”

As she raged, her arm grew into a large
sword. I activated Phase Shift and then stepped out from my chains,
causing them to fall harmlessly to the ground.

“Y-you could have escaped at any
time,” Alysia gasped. “Then… you just, when I came at you…”

I laughed. “Actually, I forget all
the skills I have sometimes, especially when I’m panicked. It’s
not as easy as it looks.”

It’s not like I have a complete list
of all my skills in front of my eyes, where I can calmly pick them
out to take the best course of action in any situation. I’ve only
had these skills for a few months, and I’ve rapidly acquired so
many of them. I’m not some skilled Ronin who had spent a decade
refining his craft. Although I was speaking the truth, Alysia gave me
a dubious look. She seemed to think that I deliberately let her
attack me. It wasn’t worth correcting, especially since the little
girl was growing more and more furious.

“Since she won’t do as she’s
told, I will do the task for her! I will kill you and turn you into a
sword, as you deserve! Everyone deserves it!” she screamed.

“Alysia, will you be my blade again?”
I asked.

“Deek”—
she turned to me and smiled—
“I never stopped being yours.”

I took her hand, and in a flash of
light, her body turned back into the blade I remembered. It still had
the sigil on it that we had forged in the previous level. I lifted
the blade on my shoulder and faced the little girl.

“We’re leaving this dungeon.”
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  eave?” she sneered. “You’ll never
leave this place. Do you really think you have the strength? In my
prime, I was a sword that bathed in the blood of thousands of people.
Your little weak sword will crack under my strength. I’m more
powerful than you.”

  There was a truth to her words.
Although she might look like a little girl, she was backed by the
entire dungeon. I had faced many dungeon masters in my time, but most
of the time, I had won by pure luck. I had never defeated one without
the assistance of all of my girls. This was the first time I was
going against a Dungeon Master in a direct one-on-one battle. It was
an ancient soul sword against Alysia and me.

I equipped the relevant jobs. I had
been getting better at job swapping on the fly and could manage it in
just a few seconds. In the middle of a battle, a few seconds was a
lifetime, but as long as I could get some distance, I could usually
manage. True Hero, the only position that gave me a second job
without the benefit of my blessings, remained locked as my first job,
but I had been swapping my other jobs from White Magic, Blue Mage,
Magic Swordsman, and so-on to keep up.

At the moment, I depended on Magic
Swordsman as I went out and fought the girl. She leaped at me, and
her speed couldn’t be underestimated. She jumped around, slashing
at my blade repeatedly. There felt like a disconnect between my
movements and Alysia. This wasn’t an issue when I was fighting the
clones, because ultimately, their fighting style matched Alysia’s,
so my strength added to her strength was enough to overwhelm them.

However, Alysia was a direct fighter,
depending on pure aggression to knock down an enemy. She didn’t
have the elegance of Lydia, nor the stoicism of Carmine. I had faced
her many times and felt the aggression of her attacks. They relied on
power. 


The problem came in my own fighting
style. Since I wasn’t always strong, I depended on speed. Alysia
depended on powerful attacks while I tried to do rapid attacks, and
the results were that we weren’t quite in sync.

As for the little girl, she was the
blade and the person in one, moving with a fluidity that couldn’t
be stopped. I was cut and then cut again. It wasn’t long before I
wasn’t in much better shape than I had been when I had fought the
five clones. Alysia also grew more enraged the more I got hit, and
she responded by fighting me further.

The girl let out a laugh. “Do you see
it now? Your souls may have been connected, but that doesn’t mean
you can fight as one. You are nothing!”

She jumped and slashed down. As she
did, her entire body glowed. I raised Alysia to block the blade, and
as her sword arm struck Alysia, there was a crack. Alysia let out a
scream as a piece of her broke. I flew back, hitting a wall and
collapsing to my knees. Looking down, I could see a crack running
along Alysia’s blade.

“Do you understand the difference
between us now?” she asked. “A blade forged by trust and love
will never be as powerful as a blade forged in pain and fear. You
might as well get rid of that trash and accept your fate.”
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  ’m sorry…” Alysia’s voice came
through, slightly shaky. “I’ve messed up again.”

  Her voice was filled with defeat. Just
as she thought she had found a new purpose; she had been beaten down
by the Dungeon Master. It would surely cause someone’s resolve to
waiver. The guide stopped her attack. Apparently, she was happy
gloating over her victory.

I stood back up slowly. Blood was
dripping down my face, but I had lost blood before. After the other
pains this dungeon had forced me to face, this level of hurt was
practically nothing. I was getting better and better at ignoring such
pain, especially when there was a fight to win.

“What are you saying? We’re not
done yet,” I said as I worked my way to my feet using the wall as
support.

“I-I’m broken… if you continue to
use me, you’ll fail. You need to use something else to fight her.
We have to depend on one of your tricks.”

“No.”

“Deek…”

“We’re in this together, or don’t
you remember?”

“I… I can’t…”

“Do you want to quit now?” I asked,
accessing White Mage as I spoke. “Frankly, I want to keep going.”

First, I used Heal on myself,
recovering the damage from my injuries. Technically, this body wasn’t
real, but skills seemed to work the same way even though I was just a
soul. Since that was the case…”

“Moderate Repair.”

At level 48, I had unlocked Moderate
Repair, the next level from Light Repair. It allowed me to fix
damaged armor. It wasn’t at the level a blacksmith could repair
stuff, but it was good enough on the fly. I rarely needed to depend
on the thing, since most of my items seemed to get destroyed
regularly. It was still a useful trait. The crack in the blade
disappeared.

“Y-you healed me?” Alysia asked in
disbelief.

The little girl had been waiting for
us. Perhaps it was a show of her confidence. However, when she saw
the blade heal, her eyes went wide.

“Y-you… you have far too many
tricks up your sleeve! It doesn’t matter, you won’t be able to
change the outcome of this fight. You will become a sword like
everyone else!”

“I-I’m not sure I can do this.”

“Didn’t you agree to rely on me?”

“Ah… y-yes.”

“Then, we’re going to win this
together. She thinks she’s more powerful. She thinks that a sword
forged by love is a weak sword. I don’t believe any of that.”

“L-love!” Alysia cried out, and I
was pretty sure she’d be blushing if I could see her.

“Alysia, I’m trusting my life with
you. Will you fail me?”

“I won’t! I won’t ever fail you!”

“Then you have to be strong enough to
protect me.”

“I will.”

“Strong enough to cut through
anything.”

“I am!”

“Then trust in me, and I will trust
in you.”

“Deek…”

Just as I was about to attack again,
Alysia began to glow. For a moment, it felt almost like the night
when we had sex. It felt like her soul was wrapped around mine. I
could almost read her mind and her mood. I could feel the bond. I
could feel Alysia.

“What are you doing?” The little
girl took a step back. “Th-that’s not possible!”

I held the glowing sword toward her.
“Let’s see who is truly stronger.”
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  y blade clashed against the sword girl
again. She was just as quick as ever, and at first, I was faring no
better. However, as we fought, Alysia slowly surrendered control, and
I began trusting her instincts. As we danced around the boss room,
our movements grew smoother and quicker. We slowly grew more
comfortable, and my quick attack style merged with her strength,
creating something in between.

  The more skilled we grew, the more
worried the expression on the little girl became. She started to
attack more aggressively, using up skills to try to break through us.
She glowed once again and then threw all of her weight at Alysia. I
could tell that this attack was similar to the one that had broken
Alysia the first time. My instinct was to dodge it.

“No! I can take it! Meet it head-on!”
Alysia urged me.

I didn’t hesitate to defend, raising
her glowing blade to meet the little girl’s arm blade. A strike
erupted between us. I skidded back a few feet, but the little girl
was thrown back farther. I quickly checked Alysia’s blade to find
that there wasn’t the least bit of damage on her. She had deflected
the other girl’s attack completely.

“Keep going! Attack!”

I activated Quick Attack and then
launched at the little girl. She had been stunned that her attack had
thrown her back. She hastily raised her sword arm as I drove Alysia
down on her. The blades struck again, and the little girl’s blade
arm shattered. I threw the dungeon master back, causing her to hit a
wall. She let out a grunt as she collapsed to the ground.

“H-how are you doing this?” she
demanded while backing away.

Her arm was reforming. We couldn’t
allow her to do that. I launched another Quick Attack. I didn’t
expect it to be a killing blow, but it would be the first major
damage we dealt to the little girl. I leaped off of a pillar, making
the trajectory of my attack unpredictable. As I came at her, the
blade she was trying to reform was still unfinished. It was weak and
feeble, and if I shattered it again, there was no telling if she
could repair it.

“No!” she screamed out, holding the
half-formed blade in front of her desperately.

I gave the attack another bit of power
by using Create Step to push off the air again. I finalized it with
the skill, Accelerate. As the attack bore down on her, a sword came
up and met it. The sword pushed back against us with incredible
force, but it didn’t cut into Alysia. Rather, the force seemed
directed at me. The pair of us flew back, but our final blow proved
to be too much.

I could only focus on the ancient sword
blade for a moment before it shattered into a dozen pieces. I landed
on my feet and stood up, but didn’t run forward to attack again.
Instead, I watched as the blade pieces fell to the floor. The handle
struck last, bouncing several times before landing at the guide’s
feet.

She looked down at the parts, a dazed
expression on her face. At that point, her blade had finally returned
to just a hand. Her body started to shake, and then she started to
bawl her eyes out.

“D-d-daddy! Waaaaaaaaaaaaah!”
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  s the intimidating Dungeon Master I had
been fighting to the death suddenly turned into a bawling little girl
crying for her daddy, I couldn’t help but feel awkward. I towered
over her, using a sword twice her size, and had been doing my best to
break her. Now she was in tears, ignoring us and looking
inconsolable. The crying lasted for several minutes, and just as I
was thinking of stepping away, it stopped as quickly as it started.

  “You!” she screeched. “You killed
him!”

I turned back to see both of her hands
had become blades. “H-hey now…”

“I will destroy you! I will kill you!
I’ll make you pay!” She began to take several steps toward me.

I raised Alysia, ready to begin the
final part of our battle.

“Hasn’t there been enough death and
destruction?” a voice echoed out from the void.

The girl who was gaining momentum to
charge me, froze.

I looked to the side to see a blurry
energy hovering just above the sword. I suddenly had a revelation and
knew what I had to do. I put Alysia down, and then equipped White
Mage.

“Wh-what are you doing? We need to
attack while she’s distracted!”

“No, I have another way.”

“We can end this dungeon!”

“Alysia… do you trust me?”

“Deek…”

“Please, trust in me…”

“I… always…”

She stood down, allowing me to do
things my way. It was always her instinct to end the dungeon quickly
and violently. To her, defeating the Dungeon Master was the only way.
However, I had to trust my instincts. I just hoped I was right. I
casted the spell Resurrection. Thankfully, I was powerful enough now,
and the energy started to coalesce. The little girl could only watch
in disbelief as a form appeared in front of her.

A middle-aged man appeared in between
us, right next to the sword blade. He was a fit man, with a beard,
and eyes that seemed to hold a calmness to them.

“F-father…” The little girl
stepped back.

“Daughter… it’s good to speak to
you, once again.”

“Y-you…” She looked confused for
a second, but then her expression turned angry. “You should have
remained a sword! You took everything from me. You ruined my soul.
You killed. You’re a monster!”

“You’re right.” The man’s
expression didn’t change. “I failed. I failed myself, and I
failed you. Yet still, you cried over me.”

“D-don’t flatter yourself!” She
looked away. “I just was upset that I wouldn’t be able to torture
you some more.”

“Is that so? Why?”

“Wh-why? Y-you killed me! You killed
me over and over! It hurt. It hurt so much! Every moment of my life
was agony,” she screamed. “And you used me. You used me to kill
those people. I killed the people I cared about, and I killed
everyone else! All so you could claim more power.”

For the first time, a look of shock
appeared on his face. “Are you sure you’re not remembering things
wrong?”

She took a step back, shaking her head.
“What are you saying? I remember… I remember you… sacrificing
everyone. You… baptized me in blood! The dungeon only wanted to
spare me, but you wouldn’t have it!”

“The dungeon was using you,” he
declared, his voice breaking with emotion. “Daughter, the dungeon
had possessed your body!”
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  … what…” The little girl grabbed
her head. “What happened to me?”

  “I’d never seen anything like it
before or since,” the man explained. “This dungeon… it seemed
to want to escape the boundaries of its cursed prison. It lured you
into its depths and then tried to possess you. It trapped you,
starved you, weakened you until it could infect your soul. It wanted
to take over your soul while it was still bound to your body. It
would have been impossible for an adult, but a child might be weak
enough.”

“He promised… he promised I’d see
Daddy again if I let… if I let him in.” She shuddered quietly.

Usually, when a monster created by a
dungeon left, it would slowly lose its miasmic infection. The
dungeon’s influence on the monster would ebb away until it became
free of the dungeon’s will. However, it seemed this dungeon wanted
to create an avatar, someone that could leave the dungeon, to lure
people into it or some other nefarious purpose. The man continued his
story.

“By the time I found you, you were
half dead, and the Dungeon Master was trying to possess you. I
defeated him, but he had partial control of you. I had to… I had to
make a pact with him. If I helped him leave the dungeon, then he
would release you.

“I… became a Magic Blacksmith after
years of being an adventurer, so I thought up the idea of putting him
in a blade. It required his dungeon as the power source. He betrayed
me though, and dragged your soul into the blade with him. I never
thought he would go so far. Then again, he also didn’t realize I
had prepared the blade to capture and destroy him. We had both
betrayed the other, and you, you were permanently trapped within the
blade, never to be freed. It was the perfect prison I created.

“I destroyed him, but he clung to
your soul. The only way I could save you was to cut away at your
soul, over and over again, destroying every piece of him. I left the
dungeon with you, hoping to find a way one day to restore you to your
body. When I was done, I thought I had succeeded. However, it was a
failure. It might have been impossible from the start.

“I couldn’t hear my daughter like
you can hear your woman. I never knew that the corruption was slowly
breaking her mind and body. She became a cursed blade, and I also
became cursed. For a time, I was known as the Cursed Hero. The curse
twisted my mind. My methods grew more erratic, my sword thirsted for
blood. I could understand her desires. I could fulfill her desires.

“In the end, we were both monsters,
endlessly sacrificing any who got in our way to satisfy our thirst
for blood. Then one day, you took my blood as well.” He ended his
story there, but I already knew the rest of it.

Blaming her father for everything, the
little girl turned on him. The mural I saw of him stabbing himself
was her impaling him. He was trying to stop her, grabbing the blade
with his bloodied hands. She then turned her father into a blade,
using her cursed nature to torture and punish him for all the wrongs
he had done. She pulled his soul into her sword body, and then the
curse manifested, creating a dungeon where she could torture him for
all time.

The blade likely remained exactly where
the father had fallen, except he decayed away with time and only the
sword remained. Eventually, she grew bored of torturing her father
and started to pull more souls into her blade. Anyone who died was
turned into a sword or forced to endure her trials where she forced
others to relive the pain that she had to experience.

“I only have one question,” the
little girl insisted, her face unreadable.

“Yes?”

“After everything I did… why did
you save me?” she demanded. “Why did you give your life to block
that blow?”

A small, sad smile came onto the man’s
lips, and he gave a simple shrug. “Because… you’re my
daughter.”
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  lysia?”

  “I-is his story true?” she asked.

“When it comes to dungeons and their
curses, there is no such thing as a truth. Stories change and warp
with time, and every person there observes things differently. That
story is very likely his truth, just as her story was her own truth.
That’s ultimately what creates a curse. People not knowing the
whole story, their lives being forever poisoned by their story being
cut short, or falling in a direction that was far too cruel. Just
like every story is different, so is every dungeon.”

“I… didn’t know…” she
whispered.

“Few people on this continent do. To
the Fey, dungeons are just points of invaders, threatening to eat
away their mana and poison their world. Even humanity has forgotten
where we came from.”

I knew there were humans on Earth. Was
there a dungeon between Earth and this world? Maybe, humanity came
from somewhere else, and Earth was just a detached dungeon, or a
world invaded. I wouldn’t even be able to guess. I was able to use
magic over there, but the mana wasn’t particularly thick like on
the Fey continent.

“The Fey?” she questioned.

“You see-” I stopped just as I was
about to explain myself to her because the middle-aged man had
approached me.

“You have lowered your blade,” he
stated.

“I have,” I confirmed.

“You were the one who resurrected
me?”

“I was.”

“Then, I owe you my thanks. I owe you
one.”

“If you owe me, then my goal since
entering the dungeon has only been to leave it. As our souls are
trapped in here, people I care about are in trouble. The both of us
were kind of in the middle of something. A demon lord, countries at
war, and so-on. If you’d let me leave with Alysia, I would be
eternally grateful.”

“Regretfully, that is something I am
unable to do,” he responded, a bitter look on his face.

I felt a pang of anger, but I quickly
repressed it and took a breath. “Then I would ask that you
explain.”

“This dungeon isn’t completely
controlled by my daughter. In the way that she was able to control me
like a sword, I also had some modicum of control while I was in that
blade. The trials were ultimately created by me, in the hopes of
finding a successor. I was looking for a person who wouldn’t be
corrupted by a cursed blade like I was. A god soul, one blended with
darkness and light.

“That was the prerequisite?”

“One of them. The second was someone
who had completed the lore of another dungeon. When you activated
your blessings, you met the conditions to enter this dungeon.”

“Alright, continue…” I had a bad
feeling about this.

“The only people who can enter this
dungeon are those who have been completely detached from their
bodies. Those like Alysia, who died against my blade, their souls are
sucked into the dungeon. However, for you to enter the dungeon, your
body also had to be destroyed. However, when I went to take your
soul, your body was absent.”

“What are you saying?”

“First, the only way to bring you
into this dungeon was to destroy you. Your blessings were absorbed by
this dungeon, as were all of your essence. In short, to the world
outside, you are dead. Not only would you not have been able to be
resurrected, but any indicators that would have suggested you lived
would have shattered. You were completely disconnected from your
world. I cannot return you, because you are not alive to return.”

I shook as I heard this. I felt a hand
grab me. Alysia had returned to her human form to keep me from
falling. I still had to ask.

“Slaves?”

“The bond would have been destroyed
for all of them.”

I barely managed to keep standing.
“That’s… it’s only been a couple of days…”

The man looked down. “As to that…”

“Wh-what?”

“Your soul entered this dungeon in a
nontraditional way, being dragged in with your partner. Although this
allowed you to see through this dungeon’s true nature quicker than
others, there was a time where you were… for lack of a better word,
lost. It was I who pulled your soul out of the weapon and placed you
in the trial.”

“H-How long?” I demanded through
gritted teeth.

“Two months. You were in this dungeon
for two months.”
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  hat was the point of it, then?” I
demanded, still trying to keep my cool, which would have been
impossible without Alysia beside me. “Why put me through a trial if
I cannot be resurrected?”

  “This dungeon… has always had a
single mission. This dungeon sought to correct my failure. It was
supposed to create a weapon from a soul. Perhaps that purpose became
corrupted, but had the trials finished, all of the power of this
dungeon and the souls within it would have been passed on to your
sword.”

“What about now?” I asked.

He pointed up as a white ball fell from
the ceiling. It gently floated down, and he caught it in his hand. He
held it out to me.

“If you destroy this, then this
dungeon will disperse. You, and Alysia, will be freed. The body will
be reformed, and Alysia will be released to be resurrected.”

I reached out to grab the orb, but as I
did, a soft hand fell on mine and held it. I turned to Alysia, who
was looking at me tearfully.

“We… shouldn’t destroy this
story. We don’t have the right.”

“I’m sorry for the trouble we-”
The man stopped as he felt a tug on his shirt. 


He looked down to see his daughter
pulling on his shirt and looking up at him.

“Is there nothing that we can do?”
she asked, her eyes wet with tears.

He raised an eyebrow. “Do you want to
help?”

She nodded her head. “I… want to be
a good girl.”

He smiled gently, kneeling and stroking
her head. “Oh, my child. I also wish to do something good for
once.”

“Can we complete it?” Alysia asked.

He turned to us. “Complete it?”

“The dungeon… can you finish
turning me into the blade. Deek will be the swordsman, and I will be
his blade, right?”

“If you do this… it won’t be
painless.”

“I can take it.”

He turned to me, but I was looking at
Alysia.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“I want to walk this path with you. I
want to save more dungeons, and turn misfortune into blessings.”

I nodded. It was something I needed to
hear at that moment. I was still in a bit of shock over the previous
declaration. All of my slave bonds had been severed, and two months
had passed. That was two months where everyone believed me to be
dead. Just what was going on up there? Was it too late to save
Aberis? What about all my girls? Who knew where they were after two
months? 


As my Slave Master grew, I had gained
the skill Bond Conditions. It allowed me to set the nature of a Slave
Bond. Normally, the bond would reconnect to someone else, usually in
the slave guild. I had set my bonds to disperse upon my death,
effectively freeing the girls. This was technically against the
rules, but I wasn’t expecting to die permanently. Even upon death,
the bonds remained intact as long as your soul was alive. It took the
soul being destroyed, or the bonds being severed from the soul, to
truly end the bond. That’s why when I cut my soul, one part of me
ended up with all of the bonds, rather than them being duplicated or
something.

“Then let’s finish this dungeon
right.” I firmed my resolve.

I would fix everything. I would show
this world my strength, and I would resolve myself to reclaim what I
lost.

“Good.” The man stood back up.
“Then let’s begin.”
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  he man clicked his fingers, and the
forge appeared in front of him. “In order to create a sword, the
first thing we must do is create the physical body. This dungeon
isn’t just a trial, but a repository. All the energy we saved on
traps, mobs, and treasures has gone into storing the finest materials
this world has ever known. Silvthril, malacrum, mithril, orichalcum,
astral, proteus ore, deep steel, I have enough of it all.

  “This dungeon has existed for quite
some time. Believe it or not, although my conditions of entry were
originally less strict, you’re not even the first True Dungeon
Diver with a god soul to enter this place. Many heroes have fallen in
this dungeon and become weapons under my daughter’s hand.”

“S-s-sorry!” she cried.

He reached out and patted her head
before turning back to us. “I will make the ideal body for you.
Then, we will infuse your spirit into it. The final step… well,
we’ll get to that when it comes.”

“So, she’ll be only a sword? She
can’t change into other shapes?”

“You’re able to transform?” His
eyes widened. “That’s incredible! To do such a thing, a person’s
mind must truly be committed.”

“You mean that wasn’t an
intentional part of the dungeon? Just how were we supposed to beat it
then?” I looked at Alysia, who was more incredible than I
originally thought.

“I just… decided I had to be…
whatever Master needed me to be.” She blushed.

“I could do that if I wanted to!”
the little girl protested. “I… just didn’t feel like it!”

“To answer your question, if she can
transform, then she should still be able to. It might take more
effort. In here, the sword is just a soul construct… and the
manifestation of your will. One can accomplish a lot with their will,
but when it comes to physical use, it will take time and practice.”

“I see…” I nodded as I took in
what he said.

“Oh, and another thing… she will
end up cursed in the end. This is a dungeon, and we are miasma, so
ultimately, she will become miasma as well. I believe with her mind
she will be able to resist the bloodthirst and corruption that comes
with it. However, in time, her mind will inevitably degrade. On the
bright side, by that point, you’ll be long dead.”

“Th-then, when I die, I will be
buried with Master.” Alysia didn’t look put off at all.

“Deek, you will be the only one who
can wield her. Anyone else would be slowly corrupted as I was. This
is why someone with a god soul is needed.”

“There… might be another way,” I
said.

“Hmm?”

“I can… absorb and purify miasma,”
I explained. “As a White Mage and a Dark Priest, well, I have some
tricks up my sleeve. I once used myself as a sieve, purifying the
miasmic infection of a budding demon lord. Upon reflection, that was
probably the act that set me on the course of getting a god soul in
the first place. However, with Alysia, I can purify the magic.”

“The amount of miasma being used…
to use you as a channel…” He held up his hands.

“If she can take it, so can I.”

“Very well… then instead of a
cursed blade… perhaps we’ll create the very first blessed blade.”
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  ig sister, I’ll help you become the
greatest weapon this world has ever known.” The little girl smiled
up at Alysia.

  “B-big sister!” Alysia grew
flustered.

The little girl was sitting on Alysia’s
lap while her father worked the forge. There was a feeling of
familiarity between the two. This was likely how she had spent many
nights before she had been lured into the dungeon and had her world
destroyed. This was the alleged Dungeon Master, and the person who
had been trying to destroy us for the last few days. We had been in a
bloody fight to the death with her not two hours prior.

Yet, now that little girl sat in
Alysia’s lap and called her big sister. The conflict that Alysia
used to have seemed to be disappearing. She had lived her life
despising dungeons and destroying them at any cost. Now a dungeon was
about to help us, and the same beings she had once thought were evil
turned out to be so normal.

“It’s too bad my assistant’s soul
wasn’t sucked in here,” the man sighed.

“You need help?” I asked, standing
up and walking into the forge with a bit of familiarity.

“Sorry, no offense, but unless you
have a blacksmith job, you should stay out of the forge.” The man
held up his hand.

“No offense taken.” I chuckled,
setting my job to Apprentice Blacksmith. “I’m an Apprentice
Blacksmith. Oh… level 7? I must have gone up when I put my sigil on
Alysia.”

I had naturally used the job during
that time, but I had passed out shortly after finishing the job.
Besides, I was in far too much pain to notice some announcement
appearing in front of me.

“You’re an Apprentice Blacksmith?”
He spoke in an alarmed voice. 


His words were loud enough to be heard
by Alysia and the little girl. 


“Deek is an Apprentice Blacksmith?”
Alysia inquired. “I thought you were a White Mage with True Dungeon
Diver.”

“I-I am…” I laughed awkwardly.

“I think I recall you mentioning Dark
Priest.”

“Don’t forget Dungeon Master,”
the little girl piped up.

Well, technically, I was a Dungeon
Builder.

“You’re also a Hero, right?”
Alysia frowned. “And a Slave Master. Deek, just how many jobs do
you have?”

“Haha… Let’s not get into that
right now.” I redirected the conversation. “I can help you with
the blacksmithing.”

“Well, level 7 is better than
nothing, I guess.” He muttered and then nodded to an apron.

I grabbed it and then took over the
forge. After getting the fire up to the temperature he wanted, I
worked swiftly and quickly. It wasn’t as smooth as it had been with
Garnet. In her case, we were bound together and I could read her
wants and needs. However, I did a good enough job since I was
supplementing with my Cook job, which offered me excellent Fire
Control and Temperature Gauge.

“Not bad,” he said after watching
me work for a while. “Since you will be the one to wield her, then
being part of her creation is ideal.”

He quickly loosened up and trusted me
with the larger tasks. I fell into the work, not entirely sure how
much time passed. He hammered while I fetched him supplies and kept
the forges hot. Time passed, and before we knew it, there was a
finished blade. It looked much like the blade she had originally
appeared as. However, the metal had a slight red tinge to it, and it
somehow was more imposing than before.

“Time for step two.”
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  eek, I must warn you. I’m not sure
what will happen. This sword was forged in my dungeon, and touched by
my miasma. I had once thought my daughter was free of miasma, but it
slowly cursed her. As for your Alysia, the same may be true in the
end.”

  “We can only do our best.”

I was confident in my ability to remove
that infection. Even if a bit of miasma ended up left inside her and
it started invading her soul, I’d be able to purify it again and
again. Once I reconnected with Miki, she’d likely be able to help.
I was sure Elaya and Astria could figure out something as well.
Either way, I had a lot of resources to pull from, so even if things
went bad, I was confident that we could figure it out.

“Alright, then let’s begin.” He
turned to Alysia. “If you will…”

I wasn’t sure what he meant as he
held his hand out, but the little girl jumped off of Alysia, and then
she flashed, turning back into a blade. That blade flew toward the
blacksmith, who caught it in his hand. He now had two swords, one in
each hand. One of them was a real blade forged by metal, the other
was a soul blade formed by Alysia’s soul. Once they were combined,
it would create a magic sword unlike anything ever seen.

Some magic weapons in this world were
powered by a soul, but it was usually the soul of a monster. The most
common blades included the souls of wolves. One might even find a
dragon blade. This sword was going to contain the soul of a human. To
some, this kind of action might be seen as evil, but I knew little
about such things. All I knew was that I needed the power to defeat
my enemies, and Alysia wanted to keep the power of this dungeon from
being wasted.

“This is the part that will hurt,”
he explained.

I reached out and grabbed the table, my
hand squeezing as I readied myself. Yes, I still planned to accept
the pain on my own. He shoved the two blades into the fire. Now they
were being merged at a spiritual and physical level. This wouldn’t
be possible to do in a real forge without a great deal of magic and
preparation. However, a soul dungeon was a special location. 


I clenched my teeth as the searing
feeling shot through me. The blacksmith looked down at Alysia, a
slightly confused expression on his face. He then looked at me, the
pained expression on my face and the red cheeks, and he nodded to
himself.

“Deek… I can handle it.” Alysia
said through our reestablished Slave Communication.

“I-it’s okay…”

“Please… don’t do this all by
yourself.”

The pain was growing worse. The little
girl who was sitting by herself watching us work looked at me and
finally realized just what had happened. She gasped.

“H-he’s…” She pointed at me
accusingly.

“Had I known… I would have done the
same,” her father said calmly.

“O-oh…” She blushed, looking down
at her hands awkwardly.

“This…” The blacksmith suddenly
grew alert as Alysia’s blade started to shift. He grabbed the
handle, but it struggled.

“What are you doing?” I demanded.

“Deek! I won’t let you experience
all of the pain on your own!”

“If she keeps this up, the sword will
fail.”

“It’s okay… I’m doing…” I
wasn’t able to finish that sentence as the pain became too much.

“Deek… we’re in this together,
remember? We need to do this… together.”

I looked up at the sword glowing red in
the forge, and I shakily nodded. “Okay… I think I can… select
how much…”

I stopped talking and just did it. I
sent some of the pain her way, lightening the load on myself. It felt
relieving as I gave her some.

“Th-this…” Her voice came through
shakily. “You’ve been… holding back.”

“That was… only 10%…”

“Deek…”

“I began to share more and more with
her as the pain increased. However, when I reached 50%, the pain was
still increasing. The burning and searing grew more and more, but I
refused to give her more than 50%.”
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  t’s time for the final part!” the
man announced after what felt like forever. “Deek, I will send
miasma your way. You must purify it and send it into the blade.”

  Through the pain, I opened my eyes and
could see that the two blades were now superimposed together. It
looked like when Alysia went to cut souls or mana, a translucent,
glowing sword slightly out of sync with the physical blade.

Since I had declared myself a Dungeon
Master, I was able to pull in and tame the miasma from this dungeon.
Since the other dungeon masters wouldn’t be fighting me, it flowed
easily. I could still feel the pain with Alysia. It was nearly
unbearable, but I had to remain lucid. If I couldn’t, then Alysia
would end up cursed. With a roar, I sent purified mana into her.

The flow of energy moved from the
dungeon into her. At first, it started as a trickle, but it grew more
and more, flooding through me and into her like a sieve. Between the
pain of the forge and the stress of the miasma, I felt like I was
breaking. I was shaking defiantly as I tried to manage everything by
myself. Time passed, and the flow kept coming. After I thought enough
time passed, I turned to the blacksmith, who was holding his daughter
peacefully as he watched us.

“H-how much more… until she’s
done?” I demanded.

He raised an eyebrow. “Oh, I didn’t
say? All of it.”

“Wh-what? What do you mean?”

The little girl looked up at him, and
he smiled at her, patting her head. “I said, we were going to pass
on our power to Alysia. The power of our ancient blades, and all the
souls taken by us. All of it, the entire dungeon… is a massive
reserve of power, and all of that power will flood into you.”

As if to make this point, the dungeon
suddenly shook, and I could hear cracking sounds. My eyes widened. He
had said as much, but I had never realized what he truly meant. He
planned to destroy the dungeon, to distill its entire being into pure
essence, and give that power to Alysia.

When I took a blessing, that was
essentially what happened. The dungeon would give up all of its
miasma, convert it to mana, and then give it to me. However, this was
happening differently. He was breaking down everything in the
dungeon, converting it into mana using me, and then putting that into
my sword. In a normal dungeon, there would be some stuff surviving
that would collapse and decay. In this dungeon, since it was a soul
world, all would be converted into energy.

I continued to pull on the energy,
losing focus on the man and his daughter as more and more power
flowed through. The ground began to shake, and even the room seemed
to shrink. Suddenly, the forge crumpled, collapsing in on itself and
being sucked into an epicenter like a black hole. The flow of energy
quadrupled. The pain didn’t lessen at all, and the flow became too
much. Miasma flowed into the sword from the surrounding dungeon.

I couldn’t even see the sword
anymore. All I could see was a glowing light that sucked in all the
darkness. I tried to feed that light mana, but the faster it sucked
in this world, the more minuscule my converted mana became. I had
failed to create a blessed sword.

“You will know what to do next.” A
voice came from my ear.

I turned to see the man standing there,
smiling. He reached out and handed me a crystal.

“This is the crystallized soul of my
daughter. Please find some way to make use of her.”

“I will…” 


“Are you a father, Deek?”

Something about the man’s peaceful
look gave me a moment of clarity. “I have… two babies on the
way.”

He smiled. “Take care of them with
everything you have.”

“I will.”

“Then with this, I am content, and my
story is complete. Goodbye, Hero.”

His body shimmered and turned to light,
floating up into the sky before being consumed by the massive vortex.


As everything was sucked into the
vortex, the world around me became darkness. It was just me and the
vortex, floating in a void of infinite nothingness. The flow of
energy slowed and then stopped. The pain I had been feeling
dissipated.

Floating in the void was a spinning
orb, a dungeon lore. Except, it didn’t look like any dungeon lore I
had ever claimed before. It was a mixture of black and white. The orb
was 50% of each, blended seamlessly together.

“A… god soul…” I breathed.

The orb shot toward me. I had expected
this, though. I didn’t turn away. I didn’t run. I didn’t curse
my luck. I held out my hand and grabbed the orb as it slammed into
me. It entered my body. I didn’t writhe in pain. This level of pain
was nothing compared to what I just experienced. Instead, I closed my
eyes and did something I had never done before. I absorbed it all
willingly.

{Congratulations, you have completed
the Illusory Sword Realm.}

{True Dungeon Diver has increased by
ten levels.}

{For completing the lore, you have
gained 10 dungeon points.}

{The Sword lore is now a part of
you. You have gained the Illusory Sword’s Blessing.}

{You have gained the God Sword
Alysium.}

{You have an increased affinity with
magic swords. You can call your sword from anywhere. Defeating
dungeons and absorbing blessings increases your sword’s power.}

{Magic Swordsman has increased by
ten levels.}

{Apprentice Blacksmith has increased
by ten levels.}

{You have become one with the sword.
You have unlocked the job: Master Swordsman.}
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  n the middle of a large plaza, a sword
was shoved into the ground. This sword was a mysterious artifact that
had been there for as long as people could remember. It had been too
difficult to remove, so it had remained there, even as the capital of
Osteria grew around it. There had been many myths regarding the
sword. Some stated that people often went missing around it. However,
when any investigations came, it was difficult to find just who these
people were. The more prevailing theory was that the one who drew it
would become a great king, leading the Osterian people into their new
destiny.

  Eventually, the sword was discovered to
remove the soul of anyone who died from it. This became a prime way
to kill people permanently. It had served as an execution block for
many years before it was eventually banned. No one knew what happened
to the souls cut by the blade, and some argued that it was inhumane
when they weren’t certain the soul was being destroyed.

It finally came to be just an oddity.
Spectators would occasionally arrive and try to pull the sword, but
other than tourism, it served no other purpose. That was why it was
such a great tragedy when the Princess Alysia was forced to kill
herself on its blade. The evil Lord Deek used dark magic to force her
to take her own life. 


Thankfully, the gallant General Nova
was there to fight him. He grievously wounded the man with the help
of the King and Xin, the national hero and former queen. Deek held
the blade as he died, turning to ash. His soul was destroyed along
with his body. No one was certain why his body disappeared, but the
prevailing theory was that the dark magic he had used to seduce the
princess and defeat General Nova in the Osterian Marriage Karn meant
that when his soul died, there was nothing but ashes remaining.

Of course, this entire story was denied
vehemently by Aberis. Many in Aberis believed that since they
couldn’t produce a body, Deek hadn’t died at all. That led to
increasing conflict, and finally, the two armies marched to their
borders, ready to engage in a brutal battle; a battle that would be
starting any day now. That was only one of the reasons that the plaza
was fairly empty.

So empty that when the sword slowly
dissolved and then turned to ash, no one nearby noticed. A strange
cloud formed, hugging the ground where the sword had been. A
knowledgeable person would recognize it as miasma, but they might not
see it as quite right. There seemed to be something mixed into the
miasma. The cloud condensed, swirling as it did. It moved faster and
faster, rising six feet into the air. The clouds solidified into a
body.

As quickly as it came, the cloud
dissipated, and standing in the middle of the courtyard was a
completely naked man. His body glowed, intricate words and runes that
no one could read drawn all over his body. They erupted in a bright
light for a few moments and then went out with a wink. The man’s
eyes opened.

That man was me.
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lysia? Where are you?” I asked,
looking around the plaza.

	
	
	



There were a few people who had noticed
the commotion, but as soon as they saw a naked man standing there,
they ran. I was standing there unabashedly. I felt around in my
inventory, but I didn’t seem to have any clothing left that fit me.
I had only been able to get so much since my size changed a short
time ago. No, not short. It had been two months since I had entered
the Illusory Sword Dungeon. I had to remember that.

“I’m here.” A familiar voice
spoke in my head.

This was like Slave Communication, but
not. I felt like I could talk to Alysia any time now. In the dungeon,
we were able to talk with each other because of the weird way our
souls were interconnected. Since beating the dungeon, that connection
had only grown. Now the pair of us were bonded together, I was
certain of that. However, if we were together, then where was she?

“Where’s here?” I frowned.

“Here… dummy.” At that moment, my
hand started to glow.

There was a blessing on the back of my
right hand now.

“Y-you’re a blessing?”

“Something like that. I can come out
if you want… but can I stay a little longer?”

“Hmm?”

“I feel… really good. Master feels
all around me. It’s… I like it, is all…”

“Well, there’s no reason to call
you yet. I just wanted to make sure I can. Ah… speaking of comfy
and covered…” I looked down at my naked body and then out across
the square.

My eyes landed on a seamstress, and I
immediately headed in that direction. As I approached, I could hear
voices inside.

“You should go to the celebration.”

“Mom… I don’t want to…”

“Well, you’re not going to meet an
attractive young man working in a seamstress job all day, I insist…
ahhh!”

At that point, I pushed past the doors
into the shop. There was a middle-aged woman who was busy arguing
with her daughter. They were both Osterian women, around six feet
tall. That was a bit short for an Osterian, but still passable. As
soon as I walked in, all eyes fell on me. The young girl turned red,
spinning away. The older woman crossed her arms, and thoroughly
looked at me until even I felt like covering up.

“I require clothes,” I declared.

“I can see that.” The woman
grinned. “Have you met my daughter?”

“M-mom!” the girl hissed with her
back turned on me.

“Well? Assist our guest.”

“Huh? I thought you wanted me to go
to the celebration?”

“Now, now… you made a persuasive
argument,” her mom declared. “Just take care of our guest, take
as long as you need.”

“You…”

She wasn’t able to say more, as her
mom had already escaped to the back while chortling to herself. She
turned her head to me, but still wouldn’t look directly at me.

“You… um… need some clothes,
then?”

“Yes… I have a few gold left, I
think. I found myself with nothing good to wear. You know how it is.”

“I see… so, I take it you’ll want
something fancy?”

“Fancy? Why so?”

“For the celebration, of course.
It’ll be starting soon and go on all night, right after the
wedding.”

“I’m sorry, there is a wedding?”

“Of course, General Nova’s wedding.
Have you been under a rock?”

Did I somehow end up going back in
time?

“General Nova… um… his marriage
to Princess Alysia?”

The girl finally glanced at me, an
expression of disbelief. “No, Alysia died two months ago, before
they even ah… anyway… it’s the wedding of General Nova and
Princess Eliana!”
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  -Eliana…” I struggled to keep my
cool.

  “It’s okay, Deek. We’ll handle
this,” Alysia’s reassuring voice echoed in my head.

“I-I’m okay…” I took a breath
and then glanced back at the girl. “I’ve been out on a prolonged
hunting trip. You’ll have to refresh my memory. Isn’t Eliana the
princess of Aberis?”

“Yes, it’s true. Aberis and the Ost
Republic are on the cusp of war. The armies are at the border, but
marriage will fix all of that!” The girl spoke passionately. “Over
the last two months, since Princess Eliana visited our country, she’s
ended up talking with a lot of humans. She’s become really idolized
and loved. Some were pushing for her to marry the king, but he
refused. However, General Nova volunteered to take her hand.

“Once they take the vows, they’ll
go to the border and broker a peace. Surely those humans in Aberis
will put aside their differences once they see their princess happily
married to one of our own. It’s romantic! Their love will save all
of us from a war, and we can finally put the evil deeds of that Lord
Deekson behind us.”

“Evil deeds?” I blinked, but as the
girl continued to stare at me blankly, I shook my head and smiled. “I
would like your finest suit. Make it something befitting a groom.”

“Ah! O-okay…”

“And while you do that, tell me
everything that has happened in the last two months.”

As she worked, the girl continued to
gossip. I asked her about everything I could think of. She didn’t
seem to know about any elf or anyone meeting Raissa’s description.
Two months ago, I was declared dead, the general and his family fled,
and it was all explained as some kind of failed coup. The Ost
Republic managed to foil my plans, but at the cost of the life of
Alysia.

Naturally, with Elaya a prisoner and me
killed and only rumors to go on, King Edward responded with a show of
force. Communications had been dancing back and forth between the two
nations, with things finally boiling to the point of war. Although
the seamstress spoke of Eliana and Nova’s marriage as a last-ditch
effort to sway the nations, I could see through the truth of it.

Eliana was being misled and possibly
coerced. Nova was going to marry her as some kind of victory over me.
It would also hide her pregnancy. As for the talk about her being a
national treasure or something, I didn’t know what had happened. I
also asked about West Aberis and Chalm, but that wasn’t known to
her either. As I tried to pick her brain for every last detail of the
situation, Alysia listened in stony silence.

We finished talking by the time my
outfit was finished. She only needed to make a few minor adjustments
for it to fit me. This was an Osterian shop, after all, and with the
festivities, they had several spare outfits.

“Master, what is your plan?” Alysia
finally asked as I put payment on the counter, swapping Merchant in
so I could claim my discount.

“I’m done acting passively,” I
said. “I’m going to blast through anything that gets in my way.”

“Then I will be by your side to help
you.”

“Naturally.” I smiled as I left the
shop, only to stop short.

A dozen guards were standing there.
They all had weapons up and pointed in my direction.

“Halt!” the man cried out.

“What is it?” I responded

“R-reports of an indecent man
appearing near the ancient sword.” The man’s voice gained
strength as he spoke. “You are to be detained immediately!”

“Alysia…”

“Yes, Master?”

“Try not to kill them.” I held out
my hand as the tattoo began to glow.

“Yes, Master.”
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ou look so beautiful, my lady,” a
woman said, combing Eliana’s hair. “Why do you look so sad?”

	
	
	



Eliana stroked her stomach, now a clear
bump in front of her. However, the dress was made in a way that when
she stood, the bump on her stomach wasn’t as noticeable. It was
what General Nova had demanded for such a wedding.

“Mm…” Eliana gave a noncommittal
answer.

Ever since the day her world fell
apart, the day where she was placed under house arrest and found out
her beloved Deek died, she had been listless. She did her best to
remain strong. Officially, she wasn’t being called a prisoner. She
was merely being detained while investigations could be made, but she
knew the truth. She was a bargaining chip the Ost Republic was trying
to leverage against Aberis to force them to accept terms.

Her country had gathered an army to
make a show of force, but it was unclear to Eliana what her brother
would do. Would he bend a knee to get her back? She couldn’t be
certain. That was why a marriage had to occur. Only when she
submitted, could she save the pride of her people. 


Eliana was no fool, either. From the
moment she was apprehended, she had used her unique status to meet
with hundreds of diplomats and local politicians. She had done
everything in her power to protect her people, her baby, and herself.
To do that, she went out every day, offering aid, advice, wealth, and
a smile to the people of the Ost Republic. The Osterians didn’t
much care for her at all. To them, she didn’t have any strength,
which is what they valued most. With the humans, however, she was a
resounding hit. The king could only gnash his teeth as Eliana slowly
became the Ost Republic’s beloved human princess. Although the Ost
Republic’s humans were a republic run by a council, that didn’t
diminish their love of a princess, which allowed them to push back
against the overreaching Osterian rulership which had increasingly
gained power and suppressed the humans over the last twenty years.

So, it was only natural with her being
married that the humans wanted her to marry someone favored by the
humans themselves. That man turned out to be General Nova, who,
although he was an Osterian, had many human lovers and showed great
care for the human race. He was even heralded as a hero who had
killed the evil Deek.

This reality wasn’t lost on Eliana,
who had given up her pride, her love, and her life. She would be
marrying the man who killed her love, and he would even be her
child’s caretaker. It was the most bitter reality imaginable. Yet,
for the sake of her young one, and for the sake of her kingdom, she
had to go through with it. She couldn’t even do what she wanted and
kill herself because that would hurt Deek’s child in her stomach.

Of course, she didn’t know about
Demon Lord Aberis. She didn’t know he had already planned a bad end
for her and her child. Even Nova was only just a pawn in his game.
The only saving grace was that he had left the city to lead the march
against the Aberis army. This wasn’t to fight, but to negotiate the
terms of surrender. The Ost Republic had already won.

The door opened. “It’s time for
your marriage, princess.”

Eliana held all the pain inside as she
stood up, straightened her wedding dress one more time, put up her
veil, and left. She took the arm of a human dignitary. He was a kind
man who had treated her well these last two months. The music began,
and she started to walk up the aisle.
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e are gathered here today…”

	
	
	



The door exploded open. “I object!”

“I haven’t gotten to that part
yet!” the young-looking flat-chested priestess reading the vows
immediately shouted back, red-faced.

The sun was up in such a way that it
shone in from behind the mysterious man who kicked out the door,
shrouding him in darkness and making it difficult to see who he was.
Even Eliana stared in confusion as, moments after she got up front
and the ceremony began, the door was rudely kicked open and a
trespasser entered. This was extra confusing because there were
guards outside, not to mention the vast crowds of people. What sane
person would storm up the steps of a cathedral in broad daylight in
front of ten thousand witnesses, force their way past a half dozen
guards, and then kick open the door and object?

“Wh-who are you?”

“Sorry… I’m not in the mood to be
patient any longer.” The voice came from the door, pulling at
Eliana’s chest for reasons she couldn’t understand.

The man walked forward, and as he left
the light of the midday sun and entered the church, people could make
him out. Gasps exploded out from the crowds on both sides. A ghost
and a monster had just walked right into the church. Laying calmly on
his shoulder was a massive blade. It had a brutal-looking blade, a
thick handle, and a light red hue to it, and it carried the malice of
the world.

“Deek!” Eliana’s cry came out as
a wail.

She was in complete shock. She felt
like she was falling and floating at the same time. Was this a dream?
Did she pass out and come to this wonderful world?

“You!” Draven Nova’s face turned
several different shades of color before it finally settled on red.
“You should be dead!”

“And yet… here I am.” I held out
my hand innocently. “What was it called...? I challenge you to a
Karn.”

“Heh… you won once before by pure
luck!” he shouted. “You don’t even have the right to demand a
Karn, but I’ll indulge you, and this time, I will put you down for
good!”

“Well, there’s no time like the
present.” I lowered my sword.

He snarled, holding out his hand. One
of the men by his side quickly handed him a sword.

“Arrogant!”

“Alysia, cut everything but him.”

“My pleasure, Master.”

My entire body glowed, and those
glowing runes moved up my sword. It looked as if the blessings on my
body were linked to the sword like we were one seamless object. I
attacked, not depending on any skills, but pulling on the full
strength of my blessings to increase my speed. Draven Nova met me
head-on, an arrogant glee in his face as he went for a killing move.

His blade met mine, and then my blade
kept going. It slid through the metal of his blade. There was only a
split second when his expression turned from one of condescending
victory into one of horror. The blade struck his armor, and then that
separated, too. The blade bisected through his entire body, slashing
him from his right hip to his left shoulder, seemingly cutting him in
two.

His armor exploded. His clothing went
with it. The man himself went flying back, a spear of blood shooting
out of his mouth as he stared in wide-eyed wonder, flying away from
me. He slammed into the wall, shattering the stone like a crater. His
naked body fell to the floor, and he slumped to his knees.
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here was silence as everyone stared in
wonder. It had all happened too fast. In a single swipe of my blade,
I had destroyed his weapon, his beautiful shining armor, and his
clothing, and now he was on the ground, panting, blood leaking from
his mouth, shaking and unable to move. Eliana had her hands together,
staring at me like she was afraid to breathe.

	
	
	



I continued walking toward the man.
None of the soldiers moved to stop me. Technically, this was a
challenge, and they couldn’t impede. Even if they did, General Nova
was a powerful fighter, one of the best in the nation. How could
someone who defeated him so easily be handled by the likes of them? I
stopped right in front of him.

I lowered the sword, pointing it at
him. He was on his knees, naked, still trying to give me a defiant
look. He looked up at me, baring his teeth in a bloody snarl.

“Do it! Kill me, then!” he shouted.

His words caused the crowds behind me
to murmur unhappily. No matter what happened, this was still a hero
of the country. If I killed him, there would be a lot of unrest.
That didn’t matter to me. I leaned close to him and spoke quietly,
but it was still loud enough that the silent room could hear.

“I’m not going to kill you. Do you
know why?” I smirked. “It’s because you’re not a threat to
me.”

“Y-you…” he sputtered.

I stabbed the blade into the ground. A
moment later, it shimmered, and then it turned into the form of
Alysia. She could appear any way she wanted, and the way she appeared
now was in full adventurer armor, looking like she always did. If my
presence caused gasps, hers caused the entire crowd to explode in
shock. General Nova’s mouth flapped open and closed like a fish as
she walked up to him.

“Alysia!” a girl cried out, who I
recognized as being a member of Titan’s Fall, her former adventurer
group.

“Draven.” Alysia’s eyes were
focused on the general. 

“Y-yes?”

“Consider this our divorce!” She
kicked up, slamming her foot into his naked, unprotected balls.

The men in the crowd all let out
collective noises of sympathy. Even I tightened my legs as I heard
him let out a high-pitched whine, and then collapse to the side.
However, even his women didn’t give him sympathy. Most of the girls
from his harem were furious he was marrying another woman. Once was
one thing, but this second marriage had been far too hasty. he was
already married! Only two months after his supposed wife died, he was
already trying to marry another woman. It was only now that she’d
returned that people began to realize just how scuzzy that appeared.

Alysia disappeared as quickly as she
appeared, a white light flowing back into my hand as I left the
crippled man and walked up to Eliana. She shook anxiously as she
waited for me to approach her.

“D-D-D-Deek…” Her voice broke,
tears falling down her face.

“I’m sorry I took so long.”

She shook her head. “N-no… you
came…”

“I’m going to make it up to you.”

“Hm?”

“Look where we are. We’re in a
church. There is a priestess. Let’s make this official.”

Her body shook even harder now.
“O-official?”

“Will you be mine?”

“Yes! Yes! I will!”

“Priestess!”

“Eh?” She was standing there,
picking her ear. “Are you done interrupting another ceremony?”

“Do it. I want to be with Eliana for
the rest of our lives.”

“Fine…” she sighed, not sounding
enthused at all. “Then, Eliana, do you give your consent?”

“I do!”

“And you, eh… Lord Deekson.”

“I do.”

We held each other’s hands and looked
deep into each other’s eyes. This didn’t feel hasty at all, but
something that was bound to happen. I wouldn’t let something like
this ever happen again.

“Then, as my power as a priestess…
I will bond you together.” She lifted her hands, chanting as a
white light settled on us. “You’re now Master and Slave.”

“Eh?” She blinked.

“What?” I cocked my head.

“In accordance with the Karn, she’s
now yours for all eternity,” the girl lazily responded. “Isn’t
that what you wanted?”

{Eliana has become your slave!} 


The room was very silent for a while.




[image: 64]


[image: n]

ame: Eliana Aberis

	
	
	



Title: Princess of Aberis, Slave of
Deek

Race: Half-human/Half-Fey

Class: Mediator

Job: Adept Magician – 12

Available Jobs: Nobility – 32,
Novice Magician – 50, Apprentice Spirit Magician – 25, Adept
Spirit Magician – 12}

“I was looking to marry her, you dumb
loli!” I snapped as the text danced in my vision.

Wait… Spirit Magician? Third tier?
Eliana had some pretty amazing abilities, didn’t she? What was a
Spirit Magician? I had never heard of such a job. And she was only
half-human? She was a Fey? King Aberis was human, but her mother
wasn’t? I heard she was just a servant that he banged. Did she know
the truth about herself?

Unfortunately, I didn’t have time to
think about such things. My words had enraged the idiot who had
accidentally made her my slave.

“Wh-who are you calling loli! I am
the archpriestess of the Church of the Daughter! You dare!” she
snapped.

“Archpriestess? Not archbishop?”

The Church of the Mother was run by
Archbishop Mary in Aberis. The Church of the Daughter was seemingly
run by this girl. As soon as I asked this, she puffed out her chest,
or lack thereof, and glared at me. Most of the priestesses I had seen
were flat-chested, but this girl, in particular, was also very short
and had a child-like face. That’s what prompted me to call her a
loli.

“You’re that supposed champion the
melon church has been talking about, aren’t you! Hmm… pretending
that size doesn’t matter! You blasphemed fool!”

This conversation began in front of the
church after she enslaved Eliana to me.

“Perhaps this shouldn’t be the
focus of discussion right now.” A man spoke up.

This would be the councilman who had
escorted Eliana up the aisle. He had an uneasy expression on his face
as he looked at the two of us.

“Right… of course…” The
archpriestess shook her head and then threw a finger at me. “You
are under arrest!”

“Ohhh?” I shifted the blade and
stabbed it into the ground in front of me. “What for?”

“Naturally, for killing the pr- ahh…”
She looked at the sword hesitantly. “Insurrection!”

She ended her line by changing what she
was saying.

I smiled. “Oh, then you better arrest
me then.”

She frowned, taking a step back.
“R-right… a-arrest him!”

At this point, numerous guards entered
the church. Most of them were humans, as the Osterians were being
used as a show of force up north. Eliana grabbed my arm, a look of
worry on her face. I gave her a gentle smile and pulled her toward
me, then I turned to the guards, lifting the sword back on my
shoulder. With my free hand, I gestured for them to come. The guards
hesitated, staring at each other.

“S-so you’ll be arrested
willingly?” the man asked in a worried voice.

“I will not.”

“Wh-what are you saying? Why did you
say we should arrest you then?” the loli behind me cried out.

“That’s your prerogative. If you
wish to detain me, that’s your choice. As for me allowing it,
that’s my choice. Any man here who stands in my way will die by my
sword. If you think you have the power to stop me, then be my guest.”

No one moved.
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eek…” Eliana breathed.

	
	
	



“I’m tired of being bullied. I’m
tired of being ordered. I’m tired of your political maneuvering,”
I continued. “Most of all, I’m tired of that damned Demon Lord
Aberis! Your supposed king was possessed by the Demon Lord a long
time ago. His mind was warped and his personality destroyed. General
Nova here knows it’s true.”

My words caused the murmuring of the
crowds to explode. A few people turned to General Nova, who had
finally returned to his knees, but under the look of so many, he
turned his head shamefully. It was all the proof they needed. The
councilman in front was just as shocked as all of them. While this
news was known among many Osterians, the humans would never allow
themselves to submit under the demon lord again.

General Nova, who was loved by humans,
had even known. Well, he denied it because it was convenient, but I
had told him the truth and deep down, he likely had his suspicions.
He had told none of the humans this though, because they wouldn’t
react like the Osterians who favored strength over even species. So,
what if he was the demon lord? If he had the power to lead them to
victory, then it didn’t matter. It was a complete betrayal of the
human’s trust. A few of the girls from his harem looked at him with
shocked disbelief, like their loved one had just revealed he was a
monster.

“W-we can’t be certain this is
true,” the councilman said.

“It’s true.” A female voice
sounded out through the crowd, causing even more shifting.

“Ah… L-lady… Alysia?”

The sword in my hand shimmered, and I
put it down, causing it to turn into Alysia once more. “The day I
died, it was to thwart him from regaining his prior power. My mother
is nothing but a puppet now, and my brother is the demon lord. This
is something I’ve had to come to accept. It was Deek here who
conquered the ancient sword and freed my soul.”

Each word was like a thunder strike to
the people listening, but those last words caused gasps and cries of
alarm. Conquered… the ancient sword? The councilman looked around
in confusion. At that moment, a man standing in the back shouted.

“The ancient sword in the courtyard
is gone!”

Several people looked back at him to
see a beaten-up guard. He was an Osterian man, so he stood above most
of the other guards and was easy to identify. He was one of those I
had taken care of in the plaza after they had greeted me outside the
seamstress. His words were like a wildfire, causing even more
murmurs. The councilman raised his hand, eventually getting quiet.

“Even if this is all true, there is
little we can do about it at this point. We will need to discuss…”

“I don’t care about your
discussions,” I broke in, causing the man to stiffen. “What you
choose to do is your problem. This is not my country, and you are not
my people. The only thing that matters to me is what is mine. This
woman is mine, and Aberis is mine. Right now, your country is
threatening what is mine. Do you know what that makes you?”

“A, ah… an enemy…” He shook.

“Exactly.”
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liana, where are Faeyna and Raissa?” I
asked.

	
	
	



She looked away. “I don’t know.
Y-you can’t sense them?”

I clenched my teeth in frustration. The
Slave Bonds had not been restored. It was like I had never had a
slave at all. Eliana and Alysia, the two princesses, were the only
bonds I could feel at the moment. It felt extremely empty and alone.
Two months had passed. Any number of things could have happened since
then. I tried to keep my cool, though. I would find them.

“Deek, we are both reasonable men.
Perhaps an agreement can be reached. I received a report just ten
minutes ago. Right now, both armies are lined up on the border, ready
for battle. With a word, the two armies will attack, and there will
be an untold loss of life on both sides. We can come up with some
kind of-”

“Eliana,” I cut the man off and
turned to her.

She seemed to know what I wanted and
merely nodded. “Go, my love. I’ll be safe here. I promise.”

I made a face at that, but the
councilman straightened. “No harm will come to Eliana here, ever!”

“Your king planned to kill Eliana,
turning my child into an incubator he could use to regain his power,”
I responded scornfully. “What protection could you possibly offer?”

Eliana gasped, covering her stomach,
clearly shocked by my revelation. Even hearing that the Demon Lord
Aberis was the king had barely phased her, but this left her scared.

“He… he did what?” That angry cry
came from Draven, who had managed to find some clothing and got back
on his feet.

As soon as he moved too much, though,
he grimaced and grabbed his side where he was still injured.

“Did you ever think the demon lord
cared about Osterians? Did you think that because he possessed one,
he would have any more love for you or your people? He was using you
all. Heh, he still is.”

Draven lowered his head, but there was
a fury in his eyes, and it wasn’t directed at me. The councilman
was also shaking his head.

“We will… we will strip him of his
power.”

“That won’t be necessary. I’ll be
taking my leave.”

The man blinked. “Wh-what are you
doing? Where are you going?”

“I’m going to the border. I have a
demon lord to kill.”

“K-kill him? You’ll kill the king?”

“You still want him alive after what
I’ve said?” I raised an eyebrow.

“How can that be true?” It was the
archpriestess who spoke up. “We oppose the demon lord vehemently!
If the king even contains a fraction of his malice, then we will
oppose him!”

Her words as the leader of the church
held nearly as much power. It sealed the deal for everyone present.
The king must be stopped.

“W-we… can help,” the councilman
said. “We’ll send messages to the border immediately. We’ll
stop this disaster!”

“I already said do what you want.
I’ve already decided what I’m doing.” I raised my hand and
began to open a portal.

I didn’t know the exact location, but
I had a good idea.

“D-Deek! He’s surrounded by an
army! What do you think you can do?”

I grinned. “Alysia? Are you ready for
some payback?”

Alysia smiled. “I will travel with
Master anywhere.”

She turned into light and disappeared
within my hand. It was still a strange enough scene that many people
had to look twice.

“Watch after Eliana. The future of
your country relies on it. It’d also be in the best interest of
your country to find the other girls of mine you took,” I ordered.

“Y-you dare!” the loli girl
snapped.

I walked up to her, towering over her
small form. Her eyes widened, and she fell back on her butt, shaking.

“I do. Now, do you dare defy me?”

I didn’t wait for an answer. I turned
and then jumped through the forming blue portal. It disappeared
shortly after I entered, leaving an after shadow as the blue light
dissipated.

“Th-that guy… is too overbearing…”
the councilmen muttered.

Eliana smiled, the first genuine smile
she had in months. It was a smile that glowed and caused all the
people present to stare in wonder. A princess dressed for marriage,
her hair done up, her eyes wet with tears, smiling happily. It was
quite the sight.

“That man… is my master,” she
declared.
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 large barren field sat somewhere near
the border of Aberis and the Ost Republic. Two large armies were
sitting on either side of a wide no man’s land. They were lined up
and ready to charge, but were holding off for just a bit longer. If
the two armies collided, it was hard to say which side would win.
Prince Edward had done his best to gather as many people as he could.
However, the armies that should have made up the difference in this
battle, the former armies gathered by Deek, were nowhere in sight.

	
	
	



The primary groups here were those who
were close allies with the throne, the border patrols, and the armies
maintained by General Tibult. It was a decent army, but the enemies
were Osterians. There was a saying that it took three humans to match
one Osterian on the battlefield. This was perhaps an exaggeration,
but there was no denying their battle prowess. When it came to a
full-on battle, major losses were inevitable.

Thus, Prince Edward was unwilling to
give the order to invade. He was unwilling to push that last line. He
had been waiting for several hours for something, anything, to end
this standstill. In fact, if Eliana had married into the Ost Republic
and appeared on the border, Prince Edward likely would have folded,
and the King of the Ost Republic would have succeeded in ending this
conflict for now.

After all, his plans for world
domination had been delayed thanks to that foolish princess and that
dumb lord. He had lost the soul he had wanted, and new plans had to
be made. It was too early to start a conflict now that he didn’t
have that god soul. Thus, he had planned to end this confrontation
through manipulation. He was good at biding his time. Of course, the
humans didn’t know he was the reincarnated demon lord, and even
among the Osterians, only the higher generals even suspected his true
form.

“How much longer until this wedding
is over?” Demon Lord Aberis demanded in an irritating voice.

“Patience, my son. You will have
everything you want soon,” Xin stoically responded.

Deek had once accused Xin of being
turned into a mindless puppet controlled by King Xerin, but that was
only partially true. A complete puppet would need to be controlled at
all times. This was far closer to brainwashing. The original Xin was
still somewhere deep down inside, but that part of her was
inaccessible. When Xin had to face the worst things that Xerin made
her do, her face grew slack and her mind grew dim. This was likely
some instinctual mechanism that she did to cope with the horrors of
her current reality. It was the only part of her original personality
that remained. Of course, the demon lord didn’t see any reason to
fix the misconceptions about such a thing.

Aberis shook his head. In a few more
hours, he’d be able to return home. Then he’d begin work on
Eliana’s child, turning it into the incubator he needed to harvest
a new god soul. He couldn’t wait to see the surprised look on
General Draven Nova’s face when he stuck it into his pregnant wife,
only to have his soul sucked out into her baby! Then, it would just
be a matter of allowing the baby to be born and consuming its soul.
He might not even wait. Consuming mother and child alike suited him
just as much.

He wouldn’t have to wait another
sixteen years, as he had feared. He could have the soul he wanted as
soon as next spring! Everything he desired would become his!

At that moment, directly in the middle
of the battlefield, a portal opened. Out stepped a man and the end to
all of Demon Lord Aberis’s scheming.
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his was the third portal I had created,
but this one I placed exactly where I wanted to be. Nearly five
thousand men on both sides immediately looked down at the mysterious
figure that appeared out of nowhere. There was enough distance that
most wouldn’t be able to make me out clearly, but I could see them.
I had added the 5-point dungeon skill Eagle Eyes, so I could make out
every person in the army with ease.

	
	
	



In the past, I had ignored this skill.
I considered it a waste for just slightly better vision. Now I
realized just how much having this sight allowed me to quickly take
in a situation. I bet the dungeon store was a treasure trove of
useful abilities that I had once just ignored in exchange for an
extra job, more experience, or a portal. My understanding of my
abilities was growing as I did, it seemed. My body glowed as I found
another ability I quite liked. It was another 5-DP skill called
Booming Voice.

“I am Deek Deekson, Hero of Chalm,
Lord of Western Aberis,” my voice roared, even startling some
horses a distance away.

I could see clearly from both sides.
Demon Lord Aberis’s expression had grown impossibly grim.
Meanwhile, Prince Edward’s mouth fell open in shock.

“This man is not King Xerin, but the
Demon Lord Aberis, who possessed King Xerin’s body. He seeks to
reinstate the demon lord empire that he once controlled. He will
fail.”

My words were like a shockwave through
both armies. Those from Aberis looked around in confusion and
wide-eyed wonder. Those on the Ost Republic side immediately tried to
deny or discredit my words in their minds. I was just a crazy
dissenter trying to stir up unrest, or something like that.

“Demon Lord Aberis, you’ve died
many deaths. Your father once killed you, and you survived by
clinging to the sorceress Calypso. Elaya and Xin killed you, and you
survived by clinging to Xin and Aberis’ baby. I killed you, and
you’ve survived by possessing the body of an infant baby. I will no
longer allow you to cling to life anymore. This is your end, here!”
I pointed Alysia directly at the man.

He gave a small gesture, and the puppet
named Xin raced out, coming straight for me. None of the other armies
moved, waiting to see the outcome of this battle. It was an old hero
of the Ost Republic against a new hero of Aberis. Most believed that
I would be defeated instantly. Even those that had seen me defeat
General Nova were no exception. Nova was one enemy, and Xin was on
another level. Although she hadn’t been in battle for many years,
her name was still revered and was a major reason Prince Edward had
been resisting going to battle. He had no one at a level that he felt
could take down Xin.

I was also curious how powerful this
Xin was. The Xin that I knew was a shadow of her former self, but
then again, so was this Xin. At least this Xin hadn’t been weakened
over the last twenty years and maintained her strength after having
her children. At least this Xin had her Osterian blood and strength.

“Come on, Princess Hero, let’s see
what you’ve got!”

She reached me, immediately attacking
with a blade. I met her with Alysia.
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’m surprised you didn’t cut her
blade in half immediately,” I said.

	
	
	



“Powerful swordsmen like Mother can
infuse their blade with their mana. This works ideally for magic
blades, but any blade can accept a level of mana. This will cause it
to be reinforced. The reason we were able to annihilate General
Nova’s blade so quickly was that you had caught him off guard. He
hadn’t expected us to attack which such a powerful sword. Mother is
far more cautious,” Alysia explained.

“Can’t you cut mana?”

“Yes, but not easily, and especially
not when it’s interwoven with the structure of an already solid
physical object. Just because I can cut a string doesn’t mean if
you weave all those strings into a rope that I could cut that.”

So, it was like that. I felt a little
sad. I had been growing used to cleaving down enemies in a single
sweep. I supposed it was only fitting that such a trick would only
work on the particularly weak enemies. A stronger enemy had various
tricks to defend themselves. Of course, as Alysia grew stronger, and
I did as well, our ability to handle stronger enemies would also
increase.

Our blades smashed into each other, but
it wasn’t clear who was the victor just yet. Xin leaped back and
then attacked again. Her blade moved like lightning, and she reminded
me of the Xin I had encountered in the Twilight Dungeon. That Xin had
aided me in defeating the demon king and had also given her life for
me.

“Alysia… don’t strike to kill
her. Concentrate all of your strength into knocking her unconscious.”

“M-master… while it’s true that
she was once my mother, that would have died long ago. As you said,
this is merely a puppet. I’m not afraid to kill her. For all we
know, Aberis planted a seed inside her and once we defeat him, he’ll
come back again. I don’t want to take that risk!”

Alysia was far more ruthless than I
would have thought. However, she had misunderstood me. It wasn’t
because she was Alysia’s mother that I was looking to spare her. I
had a much more selfish reason.

“I can bring your mother back,” I
explained as I dodged another strike from her mother. “Rather, it’d
be more accurate to say that I already brought her back.”

“Wh-what are you saying?”

“Remember what Demon Lord Aberis and
I spoke about? Your mother tried to cut the Demon Lord Aberis from
herself to save her two children. That means that for a time, there
were two Xins. One Xin went north and the other south. The other Xin
was trapped in a dungeon, but for various reasons, I’ve recovered a
piece of her body and soul. I believe that this Xin would contain
another piece. In short, if I combine them, I can bring your mother
back.”

“I-is that true?” She spoke in a
stunned voice. “Deek, can we afford the risk? What if the
personality of this Xin wins out, and you only destroy the other?”

“I… have faith in my Xin. It’s as
simple as that.”

“Then, I will do as Master commands.”
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his battle had gone on long enough. It
was time to finish it.

	
	
	



Xin began to glow, seemingly using one
of her skills. I launched various attacks at once, leaning heavily on
Haste and Explosive Movement, combining it with Magic Swordman’s
skill, Extended Blade and Quick Attack. I had been allowing myself to
work slowly until this point, so the sudden explosion caught her
completely off guard. I also used Phase Shift, which could be
activated instantaneously. I disappeared and reappeared next to her,
striking at a speed that even the great Princess Hero couldn’t
stop.

Still, to her credit, she managed to
raise her blade. I pushed Phase Shift into the blade, and it
shimmered for a second, passing through her blade. The sword struck
her. In reality, doing it this way killed my momentum. If I was doing
a physical strike by using this method, I would have lost all power
and wouldn’t have even been able to damage her. However, my sword
was glowing blue, and my aim was to render her unconscious, not
injure her.

The sword struck, and the woman
collapsed to her knees. Her eyes fluttered for a second, but then she
shot a glare at me. She had resisted it! However, she was momentarily
stunned. Immediately changing my plan, I shoved my hand on her
forehead. After hot-swapping my jobs, I began to form a Slave Bond.

“Geeaaahhh…” She let out a cry as
I tried to force her into slavery.

Forcing someone into slavery was
generally impossible… with the low-level skill Bond Slave. However,
when I reached level 50, I had gained a much stronger slave ability,
Enslavement. I had predicted that it would allow you to forcibly
enslave someone. As soon as I used it though, I realized it was
a battle of will. To succeed, I had to enforce my will over another.
Perhaps, this also would have been impossible against Xin normally,
but this version of Xin had already had her will destroyed by the
demon lord, and her soul had chopped away the parts of herself that
had the most defiance. In short, she was a woman who submitted.

This was why I believed once she
combined with my Xin, that it would be my Xin who won out. This was
just my hopeful belief, though.

Despite all these conditions being in
my favor, it was still extremely difficult. A minute passed by, and
everyone only sat and watched in confusion. A violent battle had
begun, only to suddenly stop after I had seemingly cut Xin. Then she
fell to her knees, and I put my hand on her forehead. Since then, she
let out muffled cries and screams, and we both seemed exhausted, but
nothing else had happened.

Eventually, I realized that even here,
she was too strong. Enslavement was truly an ability that only worked
against the extremely weak, but I was unwilling to give up. With a
roar, my body glowed, the tattoos of all my blessings shining
brightly. It was a sight seen by everyone present. From the previous
fight, there had been enough gashes and cuts that the blessings could
be seen all over.

I sent all of that power into my
Enslavement, and the hand holding Alysium shone the brightest.
Alysia’s form appeared beside her mother. If my appearance caused a
shock wave, then hers was a tsunami. The demon lord’s expression
turned from one of anger to one of shock and then fear.

“Mother… let go.” Alysia put her
hands on Xin’s shoulder and whispered these words.

Xin looked over at her daughter, and
for the briefest moment, there was a flash of expression. It was
happiness, an expression that shouldn’t have appeared on the face
of a puppet. Then she let out a scream and collapsed. As she fell, I
dropped to one knee but remained standing.

{Xin has become your slave.}
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in’s status only came away with
question marks. Her identity was so hard to contemplate that even the
system didn’t know what to make of her. It was also possible that
her level was so high that I couldn’t detect it. It happened from
time to time, but never with a slave. If the latter was true, then
Xin was even more powerful than I thought. Unfortunately, she was
severely injured, a damaged soul that had further been brainwashed by
a demon lord. Even then, it was a fight I had only managed with the
combined strength of myself and Alysia.

	
	
	



However, now that she was down, I
switched my focus to the man I wanted to kill more than anything
else. I had never actually wanted someone dead before, but after all
of the things the Demon Lord Aberis had done, and how much trouble he
had caused for me, I desired to put him down for good. After I
recovered my breath, I lifted my sword and pointed it at the man.

“Your turn!” I shouted; my voice
still being amplified by my dungeon point skill.

The Demon Lord Aberis, in the body of
the former king, stood up, his eyes meeting mine. He let out a shout.

“Charge! Attack!” he cried out.

His voice wasn’t nearly as imposing
as mine, but it was loud enough that the army around him clearly
heard him. If this had been fifteen minutes ago, they would gladly
have charged into the army of humans, and fought to the death. They
would have died for their king and country. However, that was fifteen
minutes ago.

Now, there was the accusation that
their king was a demon lord. Perhaps many of the Osterians could
ignore this, but for the humans in the group, this was a
deal-breaker. They wouldn’t fight for the man who had oppressed
them for so many years. Most might be able to convince themselves
that this was a lie and charge anyway, but that wasn’t the only
thing holding them back now. 


Although he was king, this was just a
name. The Osterians favored power and strength. The strongest had the
right to rule. That strongest in their minds had always been Xin. She
had resigned her position and given it to her son. No one questioned
this, because as her son, they’d assume he was powerful, and even
if he wasn’t, as long as she was backing him, then they would
follow him. This was one such reason he didn’t want to start the
war until after he restored himself with a god soul, he was too weak
at the moment. Once he had a god soul, he wouldn’t need Xin anymore
and could suppress the Osterians with his power.

However, now the great Princess Hero
lay defeated at my feet, still unconscious, and it was anyone’s
guess how powerful the king was. Until he fought me personally and
showed his strength surpassed my own, they wouldn’t follow him.

All of this ignored the biggest
problem. The death of Princess Alysia was what ignited their fighting
spirits the most, and she was standing in front of them, between
their target. To attack the respectable princess to avenge the
princess made no sense at all.

These reasons, and several more, made
it so when the Demon Lord Aberis gave such a flashy order, not a
single member of his army moved forward. They all remained firmly
where they were, their eyes on him.

“Treasonous!” he accused, but no
one budged.

King Xerin took a deep breath, and then
turned and ran.
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he men only watched as King Xerin fled
back into the army. It wasn’t clear how far he planned to run, but
definitely out of my sight, as if I would allow that. I initiated a
Teleport and then appeared right in front of him. He stopped short,
his eyes widening.

	
	
	



“You dare!” he cursed. “Attack
him!”

The men did move to grab me at this
point. It was one thing to hesitate on the king’s orders. It was
quite another to stand by and watch him get murdered. Whatever fate
King Xerin was to face, these soldiers felt it the duty of the Ost
Republic to do such things. I suspected that this would happen, which
was why I didn’t care to stay. I reached out and grabbed the Demon
Lord Aberis’ arm before anyone could take a step.

“Slave Swap!”

Similar to Hero’s Switch Position,
Slave Swap was a Slave Master ability at level 37 that allowed me to
trade places with a slave. That slave happened to be the unconscious
Xin. As I had learned in a certain dungeon, as long as I had a hold
on someone, I could take them with me during a swap. Back in the day,
I had feared I’d need to be inside them and had kissed Raissa as I
Position Switched with her. Since then, I've tested it and found that
as long as I had a good hold on them, I could drag them with me. If I
was only touching them, then it wouldn’t work. I had to be grabbing
onto them in some way.

Only a few seconds had passed, and both
I and Aberis appeared in between the two armies. This development
occurred so quickly that people from both sides were still trying to
figure out what happened. Lord Aberis ripped his arm from my grip and
stumbled back a few steps. His startled expression turned into
ferocious fury. It reminded me of the battle I had fought with him
outside of Chalm.

In that battle, the two of us fought to
the death. He had systematically killed everyone I loved, and even
then, we had only barely scraped by and defeated him. Now, I didn’t
have anyone from my party supporting me, and I was about to fight a
demon lord who was in the body of an Osterian. I couldn’t hold back
a single bit. I immediately attacked him.

I used Final Blow, and to ensure it
struck, I used Haste, Explosive Movement, and Accelerate to deliver a
quick and deadly blow. My blessing glowed as well. I had already used
too much energy fighting off Xin. I put every last bit into it to
take down Aberis. I hoped at the least I could cause him some damage.
Alysia struck Demon Lord Aberis, and he didn’t even pull a sword to
defend himself. Whatever glowing that occurred around his body was
interrupted, and he went flying off like he was pulled by a string.

He slammed into the ground, thirty feet
away, causing the ground to shake with a resounding boom.

“Eh?”

I stared at the brutally destructive
attack. What just happened? As the smoke cleared, Aberis rose from
the smoke. I see. The true battle was now going to beg- Aberis was a
bloody mess. His clothing was in tatters, and he was barely standing.
He started coughing up blood.

“Oh… wow…” I said in disbelief.

“What is it?” Alysia asked.

“Demon Lord Aberis… at least this
version of him… is really weak!”
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 stared at the blood-covered demon lord,
trying to determine if there was something I was missing. Was he
trying to trick me? The man I knew was clever, conniving, and
powerful. To be fair, he wasn’t exactly weak. He’d probably be
able to suppress any normal soldier, and even put up a fight against
many generals. However, he was slightly weaker than even General
Nova. Perhaps that was why he had never attempted to suppress the
other man and instead had tried to trick him.

	
	
	



“Alysia?” I asked.

“While brother and I were both
trained by mother to fight, he didn’t have as much of an aptitude
for it. Perhaps he was relying on other means to obtain his power,
such as obtaining a god soul. I don’t know how the power and
knowledge of the demon lord play into it, but this is about the power
I expect from him,” Alysia explained, sounding just as uncertain as
myself.

The Demon Lord Aberis began to laugh,
his voice harsh to the ears. He was brimming with confidence, causing
me to wonder even more if there wasn’t some other part of his plan.

“Go ahead, Deek Deekson. Strike me
down. End my life.” He chuckled. “If you think this will be the
end of things, you will be mistaken. I will return. I always return.
I have been on this world for thousands of years, and I will continue
to be long past the time you’re done. You may stop me today, but
you’ll always be wondering where I will pop up next. It’s an
inevitability. At the moment of your death, you will look up and see
me standing there, grinning down at you, and you will know it was I
who orchestrated your demise!”

“Master, what should we do?” Alysia
asked.

“I am the Great Demon Lord Aberis!”
he yelled out, removing all doubt from those who were still fighting
the truth. “I am the son of the Demon King and the future ruler of
the world! Bow before me! Cut me down! You can try, but you will
fail. You will always fail because I am immort- geh!”

I cleared the distance and stabbed him
with Alysia, running the blade right through his abdomen while he was
still mid-speech.

“You stabbed him?” Alysia seemed
surprised.

“You stabbed me…” Lord Aberis
groaned as he looked down at the blade sticking through his stomach.

“You were taking too long and weren’t
getting to the point,” I responded defensively. “I reckoned I’d
just go for it and see what happened.”

“S-see… see what happened?” He
let out a laugh, which ended in a cough, spitting up blood. “You
are far more foolish than I ever could have predicted! You’ve given
me exactly what I wanted! Once I’m released from this mortal coil,
my soul will find a new body. I will come back into this world, and I
will get my vengeance on you! I hope you’re ready to lose
everything. Perhaps I will possess your woman… hmmm… maybe
Eliana? How does that sound? Maybe I’ll possess her baby, and maybe
I won’t. You’ll never know. You’ll live the rest of your life,
always wondering if your own child won’t one day betray you.
Hahahahahaha!”

“Are you still talking?” I
responded, not even the least bit worried.
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mpudent!” he snarled. “Perhaps, if
you killed me with a soul-reaving blade, you’d have a chance,
although even I have ways of avoiding death with such a weapon. It
would take a malacrum weapon to defeat me, and I don’t see a
malacrum weapon in your possession!”

	
	
	



“What do you think the blade inside
you is?” I responded incredulously.

He blinked, looking down at the blade
again as if he didn’t quite understand.

“You had to have seen it yourself.
Your sister was turned into this blade. What do you think we’ve
spent the last 2 months forging?”

“A-Alysia?”

“What’s up, brother?” 


“Heh, so you’re the one to kill me.
How stupid.” He shook his head. “What of it?”

“The blade was forged by her soul.
Tell me, Demon Lord, what did you do to her soul while it was still
in the womb. What did you make her primary purpose?”

He went to respond arrogantly, and then
his eyes snapped open. “N-no… that… I… I don’t have a god
soul!”

“You needed a god soul for it to
happen naturally. Unnaturally, however… is still up for grabs. You
designed Alysia for a singular purpose…”

“Locking souls in place,” Alysia
finished.

“Hey, Demon Lord, where do you think
your soul is right now?”

He shook. “No… no!”

He let out a scream and attacked,
shoving his body away. He would have slid right off the end of the
sword if Alysia hadn’t already shapeshifted. With her blade
sticking through him, she had given the end of her body a blunt
hammer. The only way the Demon Lord was going to remove himself from
the blade was with a three-foot hole in his chest. He hit the hammer
and then slouched.

“You can’t… this isn’t how it’s
supposed to be.” He shook. “I… I know where Faeyna is! I sent
her away! If you want her, you’ll have to guarantee my life!”

“I thought you might say something
like that,” I sighed. “Why do you think Alysia hasn’t already
shredded your soul into confetti?”

He took a breath of relief. “See, I
am far more useful to you alive than I would be dead.”

“No, you misunderstand. I don’t
need you, just your soul.”

“Y-you… what?”

“Souls are an interesting thing,
they’re basically a copy of who a person is. It not only reflects
their physical appearance, but it also can replicate their skills,
and even remember their memories. Your living soul is far too
dangerous, but if I feed it to my dungeon, I’ll know everything you
knew.”

“A… a dungeon?”

“Ah, that’s right, your love of
dungeons seemed to die with the other version of yourself. This one
never trusted dungeons. Perhaps, on some cosmic scale, you knew that
was because one day you would end up becoming its food.”

“No! No!” He struggled to rip
himself off the blade, but it was pinned down and far too weak to
fight me.

“Don’t worry, I’m just going to
take and make use of your soul for my own advantage.” I smiled.
“You know how that is. Soul Absorption!”
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oul Absorption was a level 20 Dark
Priest Skill. I assumed it worked much like Absorption, although
while Absorption took life force, a mixture of the physical body,
mana, and soul… a Dark Priest was able to specifically pull out a
soul. Of course, like all of my other abilities of recent, it wasn’t
something that could be done on normal targets. You needed close
proximity, and the target needed to be incapable of resisting.

	
	
	



Aberis let out a blood-curdling scream
as I pulled his soul out of his body. I didn’t do this out of
maliciousness. Rather, the only way I would feel comfortable that
Demon Lord Aberis’s soul was gone and he wouldn’t be resurrecting
was if I absorbed and digested the soul myself. In general, it might
be quite an evil ability, but I didn’t feel that much remorse when
doing it to a man like him. He had done so much bad in his life that
this little bit of pain would never be enough.

Mind you, this pain was excruciating. I
was tearing a soul apart from the body. However, after feeling the
pain of chopping a soul so many times with Alysia, I only considered
the intent and mind-shattering pain to be a little uncomfortable.
Demon Lord Aberis tried to fight, but he could not mount any
resistance. Alysia had locked down the body, soul, and also mana.

Demon Lord Aberis had likely tried to
utilize some mana to escape his situation. It was only when he
realized he couldn’t even mobilize mana that he truly started to
panic.

There was one other reason I decided to
absorb his soul. As I consumed the last bit of tainted soul,
purifying it and then storing it some place safe in my body, separate
from my soul, the man slouched over against the sword. Although he
was a fit Osterian, he looked frail now. He had a haggard appearance,
covered in blood, and gasping for the last vestiges of life.

“S-sister…” he breathed.

“King… Xerin?” Alysia spoke out
loud.

“Yes… I’m free. You’ve saved
me, sister.” He smiled. “Thank you! Thank both of you.”

“Deek?” Alysia spoke between us
this time, keeping the frail Osterian out of the conversation.

“I have removed the tainted soul and
removed as much of the corruption as I could.”

“As much as…”

“The Demon Lord Aberis possessed him
as an infant. The truth is, the only memories this body could
possibly contain…”

“Would be the memories of Demon Lord
Aberis…” Alysia finished with a sigh.

I nodded sadly. I was able to save her
brother. I did this because I wanted to see if I could. He may not
have the soul of the Demon Lord Aberis, but he was still a being
created by him. There was no reversing such a history.

“Why did you leave him alive?”
Alysia asked.

“Isn’t it obvious?” I shrugged.
“He’s… family, I guess.”

“Deek…” Alysia’s voice grew
rich with emotion. “He’s a risk.”

“I know.”

“Even then?”

“Alysia, this is your choice.”

Alysia was silent for a moment. “Deek,
you are my family. You are what matters most to me. I won’t let
anyone threaten that. Anyone.”

“Then you’ve decided?”

“Yes.”

“As my lady orders.”

“Can you… pull the sword out of me
and heal me now?” the man asked. “I might really die-ahhhhhh!”

The sword glowed with multi-shades of
light, targeting whatever shriveled up thing of a soul remained in
this body.

“I’m sorry, King Xerin.” I
shrugged. “The lady has spoken.”

His eyes widened, and then narrowed as
he let out a vulgar curse. “I’ll kill you! I’ll kill both of
you!”

“Too late,” I responded. “There
is only one more thing you will do, and that is die!”

I threw up the blade as Alysia
transformed back into her normal sword form. King Xerin flew off the
tip of the blade and up into the air. As he let out a shrill final
scream, I lifted the blade.

“Incinerate!” I used the level 10
Magic Swordsman ability.

As he fell back down, he met my
descending blade. A pillar of light arose in front of us, and
everything that remained of both the king and Demon Lord Aberis
turned to ash, body and soul. He was gone for good this time.
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eek,” Alysia warned.

	
	
	



I stood there between two armies,
breathing hard, the ashes that were once the Demon Lord floating
away. After a moment, I raised my sword to the army of the Ost
Republic.

“You need to decide who your enemies
are!” I yelled out to them. “Aberis is my country, and you’re
threatening my borders! If you want to pass, you’ll need to go
through me!”

The soldiers standing there, having
just helplessly watched their greatest champion and their king
destroyed, began to mutter to themselves. I worried that I had gone
too far. This would be a grievous insult to a country, and may even
lead to war. However, if the army wanted to charge me, I planned to
stand my ground. I had sufficient dungeon points now that when it
came to wiping out an army, I could do so. The thought left a
complicated feeling in my heart.

A very large Osterian man stepped out.
He would be about ten feet tall, definitely the largest I had seen.
He was bald except for a topknot on the back of his head. He wasn’t
wearing armor or even a shirt. He had rippling muscles and a large
warhammer on his back. I readied myself. It looked like they weren’t
done sending opponents my way. I hoped they didn’t continue to send
one at a time. That would wear me down.

The man walked out halfway to me. My
body tensed as I prepared for the battle to come. Alysia must have
felt my hand sweating.

“Master, you don’t need to worry.”

“Huh?”

The man pulled out his war hammer. It
really looked like I did need to worry. That’s when he
plopped it down on the ground with a thud. He then kneeled, lowering
his head.

“King Deekson!” he called out.
“Lord of Osteria.”

“Huh?”

The Osterians in the army kneeled one
at a time. Soon, half the army was lowering their heads to me. These
mostly were the Osterians. As for the humans, they looked around
lost, some looking like they were a moment from running away from the
battle.

“Alysia?” I called her for
clarification.

“Osterians value strength above all
else. That strength isn’t always pure ability. It can mean being
clever, or it can mean bravery. This is why they were willing to
follow a demon lord, even back then. That same value transfers to
you. You have shown your strength, and you have pulled the sword. The
Osterians are recognizing you as the Lord of Osteria.”

I wasn’t going to let such a title go
to my head. After all, there was no Osteria. I was the lord of a
country that no longer existed. The Ost Republic was a combination of
humans and Osterians, and the human councils likely wouldn’t be so
willing to bow to a foreign king, just based on what I knew about
human nature.

“My, oh my, you were quite handsome
and daring. You’ve definitely moved my heart.” A voice sounded
from behind me.

I stiffened at the too-feminine
sounding voice of General Tibult. I turned back to see the four
members of the Tibult family, as well as Prince Edward. They had
ridden out and were now behind me.

“Deek Deekson,” Prince Edward said
in a formal voice.

“It looks like Aberis is victorious,”
I said with a nod.

“Today is your day, Lord Deekson,”
he responded. “This victory is yours, and everyone here knows it.”
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he soldiers on the Aberis side had
broken into cheers. They were celebrating and hugging each other as
the battle officially ended. The humans on the Ost Republic side were
starting to break away, returning to their homes to report what
happened here. Meanwhile, the Osterians seemed to be waiting for
something.

	
	
	



I looked to Prince Edward as he bowed
to me. “Ah… why so formal?”

“Deek, after today, your name will
resonate. I’m afraid your actions and deeds outstrip my own. Will I
be able to call you brother much longer?”

“You better,” I replied. “After
all, your sister is now my sl- ahem, wife.”

“Eliana?” Edward straightened up.
“If father hadn’t left on another journey, he surely would have
made a bloody path to the capital to rescue Eliana two months ago. I
fear I have heard nothing about how she is doing. Is she well? Ah…
wife?”

“We did… um… a ceremony” —
I laughed — “before I
came to the front lines. Eliana and I are now bonded. She is safe in
the Ost Republic.”

I wasn’t quite ready to tell him his
sister was my slave. That was a conversation for a day after we’ve
had some rest and a drink.

“So, she is safe?”

Before I answered him, I sent a Slave
Communication to Eliana, both telling her what happened and asking if
she wanted me to bring her back to Aberis.

“Ah! D-Deek’s voice is in my head!”
Eliana’s voice cried out in surprise. “So, this is what it is
like for the slaves…”

“Eliana?”

“You seriously defeated the Demon
Lord Aberis?”

“Yes, the human army scattered, and
the Osterians do not seem to be a threat, I think.”

“Very well.”

“Should I come and get you?”

“Actually, no. I’m fine where I am
right now.”

“Seriously?”

“I can do more good here. With the
Osterian king dead, the country will be unstable. This is finally our
chance to end the feud between our two countries, and I can help you
search for the whereabouts of Raissa and Faeyna easier here.”

“You sound very adult.”

“Wh-what are you saying? I’m a
princess and a diplomat! I have responsibilities too, you know!”

“Yeah, I know…”

I had always thought Eliana was a
pampered princess. However, she had been a political prisoner for two
months, and even after all of that, she was still worrying about the
people of the Ost Republic. I admired her resolve. 


I told her to call me if there were any
troubles and then ended my conversation with her. Technically, only I
could open a Slave Communication with one of my slaves, but as I
studied Slave Master as a job, especially with a few levels of
Advanced Learning equipped as a dungeon skill, I now realized that I
could feel when a slave wanted to contact me. It might have been an
aspect of Slave Empath, but it worked at quite a distance, so if
there was an emergency, I would know no matter how far away a slave
got, barring some kind of large division like a dungeon or being on
the other side of the world.

I told Prince Edward what Eliana had
said, and he nodded, taking it in stride. “Sister is a very capable
woman. If she’s confident, then I will put my trust in her.”

I nodded. “Then that settles things.”

“Not exactly…” He gave an awkward
look.

“Hmm?”

“Well, we have a lot of things that
need discussing,” Prince Edward explained. “However, the thing of
greatest importance to you right now is Chalm.”

“What about Chalm?”

“Your entire territory has become a
dead zone.”
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’m sorry, what?” I stared at Prince
Edward.

	
	
	



“It started about a week after we
heard announcements of your death. We can still contact Deeksville,
but we haven’t had any news from Chalm. The traveling guild portal
was cut off. We’ve sent several envoys, but none have returned.”

“What about my girls?”

“Carmine is the only one I was aware
of. She came to the Capitol. Before news of you got out, Mary had
sent her on some kind of mission. You’ll have to ask her for the
details.”

The ones who had remained in Chalm were
Celeste, Elaya, Astria, and Xin. Well, Elaya, Xin, and Astria
couldn’t leave even if they wanted to. As I thought about it, I got
a sinking feeling. What had Astria done the last time she had grown
upset? What would she do if I died? My connection to everything was
severed. That included my dungeon. I had thought that Elaya, Xin, and
Astria would have kept things under control, but what if they hadn’t?

As I considered the possibilities, I
felt my heart clenching even more. “I need to get to Chalm
immediately.”

“I thought you might say that.”

“You can wrap things up here?” I
asked, hesitating.

The past me might have just run off to
the city without a word. However, I had responsibilities, and I
couldn’t just take off before things were settled here. If I did, I
would be wasting everyone’s time.

“I will negotiate Ost Republic’s
surrender,” the general declared. “Take care of your home.”

“Deek, are you going to be okay?”
Otto asked, looking a bit awkward. “Should I… um… and brother
come to help?”

There was an expression on his face,
like he wanted to help. I wasn’t the only one who had changed these
last few months. Otto had once been a selfish lad, only concerned
about himself. He had no clue what to expect in Chalm, but he was
still willing to go, even though he knew he wouldn’t be much help.
He had only added Octius in there because he knew he didn’t have
the strength.

“I’d be willing to come.”

“No, you won’t,” General Tibult
said. “Your duty is here on the border with me.”

“Ahhh… d-dad…” Octius blushed.

“I’ll go!” Octavia declared.

“You’re going back to our
territories. Your mother must be lonely all alone. It’s about time
one of us returns,” Octin ordered.

“Geh!”

I smiled and patted Otto’s shoulder.
He was a very short man, only coming up to my chest now that I had
grown taller.

“It’s fine. This is something I
have to do on my own. In the past, I was only building Chalm
passively. I let them use my name and my power, but for the most
part, I let them develop on their own. I realize now that I have a
responsibility to these people. It’s time that I stepped up and
truly became the lord that they call me.”

“Then good luck.” He patted my
hand.

“Besides, I won’t be completely
alone.” I patted my sword.

“M-master…” Alysia’s voice
vibrated in the air.

“You’re going to have to tell me
about that when you have time.” Prince Edward sighed. “In fact,
we have a lot of important things to discuss. Once you’ve settled
Chalm, please come to me.”

“Speaking of which, when is that?”

“Delayed.” He looked tired. “I
won’t be setting a date until we talk.”

“I see… then I won’t take too
long.”

I ended the conversation there, lifting
my hand and forming a portal. I decided to make it on the outskirts
of the city, around the area where we fought Lord Aberis for the
first time. I assumed with my blessings; I could force past whatever
prevented the Capital from going to Chalm. However, if there was
something up, it wouldn’t be good to pop up in the middle of town.

I picked up the unconscious Xin, pulled
Alysia into my body, and then entered the portal to see what happened
to Chalm.

Thank you for enjoying Volume 13 of
My Dungeon Life: Rise of the Slave Harem! If you liked this novel and
want to see more, please consider continuing to support the author on
Patreon.

https://www.patreon.com/whatsawhizzer
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  t’s time we get going. Pack up,
Princess,” Octin ordered.

  Deek had just disappeared with Alysia,
and while the place descended into confusion, Octin had grabbed
Eliana and his family and escaped the wedding in haste. Reaching the
embassy without being seen had been a long and harrowing experience,
but if any man could achieve it, it’d be Octin. 


“Is this necessary?” Eliana asked
uncertainly, as Octius and Otto also packed up everything in the
embassy. “I thought his romantic gesture was sweet. That bastard
Draven Nova deserved to have mud thrown in his face.” 


“That as it may, my dear, he did
insult the entire Ost Republic. His concession against General Nova
was brutish, and then even after admitting defeat, he still took
Alysia.”

Eliana blushed, pushing her fingers
together. “I admit his methods weren’t exactly the most tactful.
However, I’m sure he did it for Alysia! She’s still the princess.
I’m sure once they return, they can sort things out with just a
slap on the wrist.”

“I don’t believe it mattered how
smart Deek’s decisions were tonight. They were aiming for this
result from the beginning,” Octin declared, stroking his chin with
perfectly manicured nails.

“D-Deek will figure it out. He always
does.” Eliana spoke with defiance. 


“It’s not Deek I’m worried about,
my dear,” Octin looked down at Eliana. 


Her eyes widened as realization set it.
“You don’t think they’d make a move on us, do you?” 


“What do you think this is about?”
Otto asked in between packing bags. 


Eliana thought about it for a moment.
Perhaps, while they were at the wedding, they might have grabbed them
for questioning. However, since they had made it safely away to the
embassy, were they going to storm it? Wouldn’t that just cause a
war? Unless that was King Xerin’s plan from the beginning. He had
wanted to start a war with Aberis and set up Deek in a situation
where he could achieve his goals. Eliana couldn’t help but gasp at
this revelation. 


“Someone needs to tell my brother.”


“Someone is currently working
on telling your brother. You!” Octin sighed. “It will be
difficult sneaking you out of the city, but I’m confident we’ll
be able to reach the border of Aberis. Some of my children may die in
the process, but it’s a sacrifice I’m willing to make.” 


“Sacrificing us already…” Octius
muttered. 


“I don’t want to die again!” Otto
cried out. 


“No one will need to die.” Eliana
sighed. “After all, we have Siti, remember?” 


“That’s right. I heard Deek brought
a Blue Mage!” Otto let out an expression of relief. 


Eliana nodded. “She is one of the
strongest Blue Mages I know. Although she doesn’t say much and acts
melancholy all the time, she should be able to create a portal for
you all to escape.” 


“That’s wonderful!” Octius
grinned. “We can also send our message quicker.”

The only one who wasn’t excited was
Octin, who gave Eliana a hard look. “What do you mean by you all?
Are you not coming with us?” 


Eliana made a face. “If the Ost
Republic does truly make a move on us, there will be a war.” 


“That’s why we must leave!” Octin
declared. 


Eliana shook her head. “That’s why
I must stay.” 


“What are you saying?” 


“Deek took a princess from the Ost
Republic. It is only right that the Ost Republic take a princess from
Aberis,” Eliana explained calmly. “If we flee, things will only
escalate quickly. I know how much dad despises the Ost Republic.
Brother will act in kind. However, if I’m a political prisoner, it
will cause them to hesitate. He won’t be able to move as
recklessly. I’ll be able to stall things. Furthermore, I’ll be a
screen so you can all escape without it seeming like we fled in
terror. It’s the only way once you think about it.” 


Octin was an intelligent man, but he
was a general who mostly saw things tactically. Eliana was a
diplomat, and to her, this was all about diplomacy. She had to stop
or delay the war. She had to give Deek the time he needed. She wasn’t
completely certain why he had done what he had done, but she believed
in him, and so she was willing to bet her life on him. 


“What do you suggest?” Octin
finally asked. 


“Give me some servants and an honor
guard, and I will leave the city with all the grandeur befitting a
princess. If they stop me and arrest me, then you’re right. It will
give you time to escape through a portal, and it will show that we’re
not scared of the Ost Republic. From then on, I will be a political
prisoner, and will be treated as such.” 


“Princess, it is my duty to protect
you. I can’t let you…” Octius began. 


Octin lifted his finger, causing his
son to quickly close his mouth. “We will do as you ask.”

Eliana nodded. “Then we must move
quickly.”

She did her best to dress up in
traveling gear and gather the supplies for travel back to the border.
In normal circumstances, she’d be allowed to do this. It was best
to come off like you had done nothing wrong. It put you into a
position of power when it was the other side acting brutish and
violent. She also wanted her arrest to be public. Let the people of
the Ost Republic see their guards imprisoning an innocent princess.
Eliana may have seemed a bit empty-headed at times, but she knew
politics extremely well. 


It all had taken a few hours to get
everything ready, and she gave the general and his children a
farewell before stepping out into the street. She entered the
awaiting carriage, but no sooner had the driver lashed the reins than
a few dozen Osterian guards surrounded them. So quick? Eliana would
have thought she had a lot more time than that. 


Taking a deep breath, Eliana poked her
head out with an innocent expression on her face. “What is the
meaning of all of this?” 


“Princess Eliana Aberis? You are to
be detained, ordered by the King,” Xin declared. 


“Where is the King? Is he too much of
a coward to see me himself?” Eliana made a biting remark. 


“Alysia will be found, and that
bastard lord of yours will be killed. As for you, the future will
tell with that. Word has it you’re carrying the baby of Lord Deek.”


Eliana couldn’t stop her face from
turning white. “That is… none of your business!”

“Men, break-in!” Xin shouted,
ignoring Eliana. 


“That won’t be necessary! I’m the
only one present. Do you wish to start a war?” 


“Deek started a war the second he
decided to touch my daughter!” She snorted as her men flooded into
the mansion. “Although, maybe I can repay the favor…” 


She grinned, reaching out and stroking
Eliana’s stomach. The way she said that immediately caused Eliana
to feel sick. She pulled away, a look of disgust on her face. 


“You won’t touch my baby!” she
snapped. 


Her expression twisted. “We’ll see.
Men, escort Eliana to the castle. She’ll be a guest from now on.”


As the men surrounded the carriage,
Eliana desperately tried to listen in as a man who had just left the
mansion went to Xin to give his report.

“Did you find them?” she asked. 


“We caught a Blue Mage. There was a
portal open. She closed it just as we kicked in the door. We think
someone might have escaped through.” 


“The Duke and his family?”

“Gone…” 


“Deek’s women?” 


“We couldn’t find the pregnant one.
However, we found the elf girl.” 


“An elf? How interesting…” 


“Should we kill them?” 


“No! Elves are too rare and valuable,
as are Blue Mages. Lock them up and take them to the-”

That was the last Eliana heard as the
carriage left earshot. Faeyna and Siti had been captured, but Octin
and his family got away. Was Raissa with them? Why would Faeyna stay
behind? Eliana wouldn’t find the answers for some time, and when
she did, she could do nothing but cry.  
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ou need some light.” Someone threw
open the curtains, splashing bright light onto the small form curled
up in her bed. “My, my… you’ve barely been eating, and you need
sun. None of this is good for the baby. You do want the baby to be
healthy, don’t you?”

	
	
	



Eliana shook slightly, but she did sit
up at the edge of the bed and allowed the Osterian woman to put food
in front of her. Osterians tended to eat a lot more than humans, so
they always gave her far more food than she needed. Adding to that
her lack of appetite, and it was no wonder they thought she was sick.


It had been two weeks since she was
taken to the palace and placed under house arrest. For all intents
and purposes, they had treated her kindly. She was given a large
room, fed three meals, given outfits, and even allowed to walk in the
courtyard once a day. She was given every respect a princess should,
but she knew that all of this was merely manipulation. 


The government of the Ost Republic was
broken into two. One half was the monarchy of the Osterians, ruled by
the one recognized as the strongest by the Osterian people. That
didn’t necessarily have to be an Osterian, but it usually was. For
example, Demon Lord Aberis had once usurped the noble class, killing
the noble family and becoming their leader. This led to Xin becoming
the Princess Hero as she fled from assassins and sought to overthrow
him and reclaim her throne. 


The other part of the Ost Republic was
the actual republic, a council of humans who ruled over the human
side of things. As it turned out, the reason Eliana had been treated
so well had to do heavily with the human council. They didn’t have
as much resentment toward Aberis, being as it was a human nation and
they were humans as well. They had seemingly grown quite fascinated
with the idea of a princess and had become somewhat obsessed with
Eliana. 


Perhaps, seeing the Osterians parade
around their nobility for the last twenty years had gotten under the
skin of the humans, because they seemed extremely enamored over the
idea of a human nobility. Thus, although Eliana’s movements and
caretakers were strictly Osterians, the high-status humans frequently
asked after her wellbeing and even wanted to see her. 


“Come, you must dress today,
Princess,” the maid declared. “You have a date.”

“A… date…” Eliana’s lip
twisted at those words. 


“Being seen eating outside would do
the city well in these trying times, and Draven Nova is a handsome
man.” 


“He’s a monster!” 


“Now, now… don’t say that. He
lost his fiancée the same night you lost your… em… baby daddy.”


Of course, this maid could only see
things through her lens, and to her, Deek was a coward and a
weakling. The story that had been spread out was that Deek had come
to sabotage the wedding. The honorable Nova challenged him to an
Osterian Karn, and shortly after the battle, he forced Deek to
concede and bow his head. Then, enraged at his failure, Deek had
stolen the Princess. When they tried to get her back, he had
accidentally killed her, and then Nova killed him in retaliation.

The first part of that, the part Eliana
had witnessed, was already a misrepresentation of the truth. She
believed the rest of it was a lie, too. Well, there was one thing she
believed. She believed that Nova was responsible for Deek’s death. 


Over the last two weeks since her
capture, she had used every skill that she had at her disposal to
determine if Deek was resurrected. She had wanted to ask his slave,
but the only slave they had was Faeyna, and they had kept her away
from Eliana, so she was kept in the dark. However, by the way they
talked, it seemed like the worst had happened, Deek’s soul was
destroyed, and there would be no resurrection. When Eliana had
finally accepted this fact, was when she fell into her current state.


“Look, my lady, you’re not going to
be able to do anything from your bed, so you might as well get up.”


Eliana jerked at her words. At first,
she was going to continue to protest, but then she thought about it.
Deek was gone, but his child was still in her, Aberis was still
standing, and her brother was there. Plus, there were all of the
other girls who cared about Deek. As for Deek, how could she believe
he died so easily? Until she heard his bond was broken, then she
wouldn’t believe it. She had to keep fighting. She had to keep
working. Only through adversity would she be able to achieve victory.


The maid hadn’t meant it that way,
but Eliana took her words to heart. If she wasted every day moping,
then nothing would truly happen! Her only choice was to push forward
and fight for her future and the future of her country. Then, when
she met Deek again… she’d form a bond with him so she was certain
next time.
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-marriage?” Eliana squeaked.

	
	
	



When she had found herself
reinvigorated, she didn’t expect to immediately hit a wall. The
lunch occurred on a balcony overlooking the town square of the city.
In other words, it was a place where citizens could gaze upon the
nobility and see them doing well without putting them in an area
where they might be exposed to the common people. 


Other than Draven Nova, there was also
Xin Greggar and her son Xerin Greggar. That’s when he had announced
their intention of having her marry Draven Nova. He was the man she
hated the most. Forcing her to eat with him had been one thing, but
now announcing them to be married? This was unacceptable!

“Why would I ever marry him?” She
shot a glare at Draven. 


“Hey, I’m not in love with the
idea, either. I’d be responsible for raising the son of the man who
took my fiancée from me,” Draven responded with a pout. 


King Greggar raised his hand. “I’ve
already stated that I have agreed to make the child a ward of the
state. You will not have any specific responsibilities toward it.”

“This is also something I have not
agreed to!” Eliana responded angrily. 


“You don’t have any choice,” Xin
responded with a scowl. 


King Xerin laughed. “Now, now,
Mother. She has the right to voice her concerns.” 


“Hmph…” She seemed too
unconvinced of that, turning away with anger. 


King Xerin didn’t pay her any mind as
he leaned forward. “The reason you want to agree to this is to
prevent a war, naturally.” 


Eliana couldn’t help but perk up.
“Prevent… war?” 


“If one of our top generals married a
princess of Aberis, wouldn’t that be grounds to forge a peace
treaty?” he asked. 


“I… suppose so…” 


Eliana could also reason out that
marrying him would strengthen Ost Republic’s position, too. The
Osterians were a powerful and difficult enemy, but it was the
disparity between their human and Osterian governments that had
prevented another all-out war from happening between the Ost Republic
and Aberis. If the humans and the Osterians were united completely,
Aberis would struggle to resist them. 


However, once that was achieved, why
would they attack Aberis? This was the best chance to obtain peace.
That’s what Eliana thought. 


“Our people have observed that Aberis
is preparing for war. They’ve been gathering their forces, and I
believe they will attack in two months.” 


“Two months!” 


“That’s why we must schedule your
marriage before that will happen, though we must make it look
natural. You and Nova will be seen in public together several times.
After a few weeks, we can announce the wedding. This marriage will be
the linchpin toward a… peaceful resolution.” King Xerin grinned. 


Eliana didn’t know what it was, but
she didn’t trust this man. He was up to something. However, she
didn’t know what his plan was. At the moment, this seemed like the
best option for obtaining peace. 


“Very well. I accept.” 


Eliana would marry Nova. In the
meantime, she’d use their so-called dating period to get in contact
with the other nobles. She would use everything in her power to end
the war and usurp King Xerin’s power over the republic. She
wouldn’t give up. She couldn’t. She had to keep fighting.
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