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hat happened to this place?” Alysia
asked.

“That’s what I would like to know,”
I said, standing in the town square.

The fountain feature in the center was
not only out of service, but it looked like it hadn’t been used in
years. 


I had disappeared for two months inside
a dungeon. The world believed me to be dead, and the way the Illusory
Sword Dungeon had cut my bonds to all of my slaves meant that even
those close to me thought I was dead. 


I had managed to emerge with Alysia and
thwart Demon Lord Aberis’s plot, but that was when I heard that all
contact with Chalm had been cut off. Thus, I created a portal and
ended up back where it all had started.

I looked around the familiar setting,
getting a sense of nostalgia. It was incidentally the same location
where I had appeared in this world all those months ago. It had also
been the location of my Return, the first skill I obtained from my
Hero job. It had been months, yet the small village of old Chalm was
virtually unrecognizable.

I decided to return to this place after
finding a secure location to put Xin. She was basically catatonic
since I killed Aberis, and dragging her around would definitely raise
some alarms. However, upon arriving, I could immediately see that
something was wrong. 


With the settlement and growth of Chalm
proper, the village became a service location for the main city. It
functioned as a farmer’s market, a trading post, and a location for
those who didn’t want to be restrained by the big city. Thus, it
had ironically grown quite a bit as well over the last few months.

There were hundreds of new homes,
taking advantage of the lack of a wall and the spacious natural
plains that existed to the east of Chalm on the Aberis’ side. A
couple of mansions were being built to cater to wealthy merchants and
nobles who wanted larger places out in the country. There would
likely be a time in a few decades when old Chalm would become a
suburb of Chalm, and these homes would be prime real-estate.

The town was only about a half-day
journey from the main city of Chalm now that a road was established
between the two. It was a good place for craftsmen to sell their
wares to avoid trade taxes. I didn’t enforce the taxes, by the way.
That was done by the trader’s guild. There was a guild for just
about everything in the world, although I was only personally
familiar with the adventuring, traveling, and slaver guilds.

Old Chalm caught me off guard. The
place was in a tragic state of disrepair. It looked a bit like Chalm
did when it was under the oppression of the dungeon, except that
place had been abandoned for twenty years with only ghosts roaming
the streets. Only two months passed since I had last visited.

There was a distinct lack of people.
That’s what caught me the most. Despite the small population,
people should be around. I recalled when I first came to this world,
the streets were filled with busy people going about their day. 


With a frown, I walked down the street,
looking for anyone present. The town wasn’t to the level of being
abandoned. I noticed flickering candles inside various huts. The town
had yet to adopt glow stones for lighting like Chalm proper. That
meant there were people, but everyone was afraid to go outside. Work
that had been taking place was abandoned on the spot.

“Hey, wait!” I called to a man
sneaking out of an alley.

As soon as I called out, he jumped and
ran, trying to enter one of the houses. Of course, how could I let
him get away? He only made it two meters by the time I cleared fifty,
appearing right in front of him. He ran into me, falling onto his
butt. He cried out, desperately backing away.

“What is going on here?” I
demanded.

“P-please! Let me go!” the man
muttered desperately. “If I don’t get home to my family, they’ll
find me!”

“Who? Who will find you? Who is doing
this?”

“Come out… come out… wherever you
are,” a voice sang out over the city.


	
	
	























“Oh… gods, they’re here!”
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 frowned, looking up in the direction of
the taunting call. The man turned and ran while I wasn’t looking.
However, his ears weren’t very good, or perhaps his home was in
that direction and he had no choice because he ended up running in
the direction the voice came from. I watched with curiosity as he
made it about fifty meters before three girls appeared from behind a
building and grabbed him. He screamed as they threw him to the
ground.

	
	
	



The girls were attractive, but they
wore cloaks that hid much of their figures. I could only just make
out their faces. Two of the girls held the man down while a third
walked up to him. A long whip hung from hand. 


“Well… well… well… look what we
have here.”

“P-please… I need to get home to my
wife and dau—” he stopped in mid-speech.

The lead girl’s eyes brightened. “A
daughter? How interesting. I was just going to borrow a bit of your
life force, but since you have a daughter.”

“No! I misspoke!” the man cried. “I
don’t have a daughter.”

“Hehe…” She slapped the whip.
“Tell me about this daughter of yours.”

“I don’t!”

The girl reached out, a long fingernail
dragging down the man’s cheek. “If you don’t tell me, I’ll
suck you dry, and then find your wife, and I’ll suck her dry too.”

“P-please, no!” He shook. “She’s
only six…”

“Oo… young…” one of the girls
laughed.

“Boss likes them young,” the third
girl added.

“She’s just a little girl! Please,
don’t take her away!”

“You’re not in a position to
bargain!” the lead girl snapped before looking at the other two.
“Strip him naked.”

“Ahhh!” The two subordinates used
their sharp nails to cut away at his clothing.

I watched the scene with a blank stare.
What the heck was I looking at? Were they a roving band of girls?
They were so pretty it was hard to take them seriously, but they
seemed to have taken over the town. More than that, they were acting
like gang members or a kind of mob unit. What was all the talk about
sucking him dry? And why were they interested in little girls?

I decided that watching them strip the
man naked would not
get me any answers, so I strode toward them. 


As I got closer, the lead girl who was
watching the others strip the man finally noticed me.

“Eh? Another one bold enough to be
out?” she muttered.

The other girls looked up from their
task, seemingly easily distracted. “Huh? Someone else?”

“Ooo… it’s a big one,” another
said.

“There is… something alluring about
his energy.” The lead girl looked on curiously.

“I want to suck him!”

“Me too! I want to suck him as well.”

As I got close to them, the leader
threw a finger pointed right at me. “You! Big boy! Consider
yourself lucky! You’re about to get sucked by three of us at once!”

I furrowed my brows, not quite sure how
to take the situation. They seemed to have no awareness of the
phrasing they were using at all.

“Master, y-you mustn’t agree!”
Alysia declared.

“Who said I was going to?” I shot
back.
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 have to say that I’m confused,” I
admitted. “What is going on here?”

	
	
	



“Hehe… so we have a virgin who
hasn’t been sucked before,” the lead girl giggled in a lewd
voice.

One of the other girls licked her lips.
“He looks tasty.”

“I’m sorry. Isn’t this the
territory of Lord Deekson?” I tried again.

“This is boss’s territory!” one
of the girls shouted.

“Who is Lord Deekson?” another
asked.

“I-I’m sorry to say… he died…”
It was the man on the ground who spoke, looking nervously at the
girls as he continued. “These mons… these girls moved in shortly
after.”

“Monsters?” I blinked.

Were they creatures from the wilderness
that took over during the power vacuum left after I disappeared?

“You call us monsters! Do you want to
be sucked dry?”

“We should stop talking and just
finish him already!”

“I don’t understand…” I shook
my head. “Where is Elaya? Astria?”

The man jerked at those names, and the
three girls suddenly quieted. A dark expression started forming on
each of their faces.

“You… you dare…”

“Huh?”

“You blasphemer! You dare to use her
name!” the leader shouted. “Girls, punish him!”

The man looked at me pitifully before
stumbling back. I didn’t have time to process anything else, two of
the women lunged at me. I turned; dodging the strikes they made with
their claws.

“Fast!” I admired as I watched
their hands move past me.

They weren’t common thugs. Their
speed and deadliness were clear. They definitely would have put up a
challenge for normal guards and soldiers. At my level, however, they
were sorely lacking. The two slashed repeatedly with their hands, but
with my stature, I simply dodged each of their attacks, barely moving
each time.

That’s when one of the girls
disappeared and reappeared. That was a phase shift. It was a skill I
wouldn’t have expected them to use. I instinctively pulled out
Alysia to block the claw coming in from the side, but I was too slow.

“No!” I cursed, but it was too
late.

I chopped the hand off of one of the
girls. Alysia was just far too sharp.

“S-sorry!” Alysia cried out.

She hadn’t held back her physical
cut. As the girl lost her hand, she leaped back. The other did as
well. As far as I had come in White Mage, I wasn’t at the point of
being able to reattach limbs yet. Of course, there was always the
option of killing and resurrecting someone, but going to that extent
wasn’t good either.

“I’m sorry…” I responded, only
to realize that while all three girls were glaring at me, the one who
lost her hand wasn’t reacting like a woman who had her hand cut off
was expected to.

“You dare…” she growled, holding
out the stump.

Suddenly, her hand seemed to reform
from nothing. I looked down to see the hand I had chopped off
disappearing into a white light. Alysia tended to cauterize wounds as
soon as she made them, so the lack of blood hadn’t caught me off
guard. However, her hand reattached like it was nothing.

“Hehe… do you see now?” The
leader grinned defiantly. “You can’t defeat us, puny human. It’s
best if you just accept your fate and die!”

I glanced at the three strange women
and nodded. “So, you’re not human after all.”

She grinned. “Nope!”

“Good.” I smiled back. “Then I
don’t have to go easy on you anymore.”
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et him!” the lead girl cried out.

The three girls all attacked at once.
They were quick, and the two on the sides moved out and then in,
making a pincer attack while the other attacked through the middle.

“I need answers. We’re not killing
them. Just hurt them a little,” I cautioned Alysia.

“Yes!”

I didn’t do anything fancy in
response to their attacks. Instead, I just threw out my sword. The
girls tried to dodge the swing. It was a massive, oversized sword
with a long, flat side. It had to be heavier than a war hammer and
just as clumsy. They knew firsthand how sharp it was, but the sword
could only cause physical damage, and they were immune. They would
avoid the blade, but they weren’t afraid of it. They would avoid
the incoming blade any way they could.

However, they quickly found they could
not. No matter how they moved, my blade seemed to continue to come at
them. They all attempted to dodge differently, but my blade struck
each of them. The girls flew back, unable to catch themselves as they
tumbled to the ground. The strikes weren’t devastating. They were
fast and could avoid 90% of the attack. However, I didn’t intend to
kill them either.

However, they also had an unintended
effect. As soon as the girls struck the ground, their clothing
exploded into pieces.

“Ahhh!”

“It hurts…”

“That blade…”

The three girls looked up to see the
blade glowing slightly with a blue light. Blades like a soul-reaving
blade or a malacrum blade could damage soul and mana creatures along
with physical damage. However, a normal blade could only damage the
physical body, and the only way to damage mana creatures was to
infuse the blade with magic or to use spells. That was a problem my
group faced when we first reconquered Chalm.

My first strike had been a physical
strike, and the girls were very skilled with mana and had bodies
composed of mana, were immune to such a strike. They were also
sensitive to mana use. So, they were certain I didn’t channel mana
in that last attack. In other words, I used two attacks with the same
blade, the first striking their physical body and the second striking
their mana body. However, I hadn’t swapped blades at all.

Of course, that was because I had
Alysia, a sentient blade. She could cut through anything I wanted her
to, presuming it wasn’t powerful enough to resist. The attack left
my targets very confused. However, that confusion quickly turned to
embarrassment as they realized they were naked.

“Pervert!

“Bastard.”

“Molester!”

“Why their clothing, though?” I
asked, letting their insults roll off me.

“S-s-sorry! It wasn’t my intent!”

She was still learning. I kept asking
her to do various feats, but it couldn’t be easy for a girl who had
only become a sword not too long ago. I should keep it easy on her
for a while.

That was a problem for another time. It
was good that Alysia shattered their clothing because it had
confirmed my guesses. They had a mana body, and they were
exceptionally skilled with mana. I knew because it was finally clear
what they were. After Alysia decimated their clothing, long
butterfly-like wings fluttered on their backs.


	
	
	
























“Fairies.”
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 could also tell by the expression of
the man who was currently huddled back against a house that he had
known they were fairies. It didn’t appear to be a secret. Seeing
three fairies acting like thugs gave me a lot to think about. There
was a group of fairies in Chalm, but fairies were a bit like bees.
Other than the queen, they were drones. Not only were they under the
control of the queen, but their intelligence was lacking.

	
	
	



They were effectively children. Even
the fairy queen was only a bit smarter. Astria was different because
of her life experiences, along with the lore she gained while she was
a demon. As for Celeste, she was different because she was
half-human, and had been transformed into a Sylph.

It seemed like any fairy had the
potential to evolve into something else based on the pressure put on
them. I only found a single book about fairies, and I hadn’t
understood what it meant until somewhat recently. Once I knew about
the Fey and the Faerie Plain, I knew faeries were native to the
world. Unlike many beasts and species, they weren’t from dungeons.
That is why they could create fairy springs.

Faeries could also evolve into other
beings. Celeste had become a Sylph, while Elaya was a Dark Fairy.
They had both been Fairy Queens before they reached that point in
their evolution. There were supposedly others, but I hadn’t learned
the names of any of them. For these three fairies to be intelligent
enough to shake down a city, they would have had to go through some
kind of evolution. That left me quite curious about them.

“He’s got a blade that can hurt us!
Flee!”

I disappeared and then reappeared next
to the first fairy, grabbing her as she called for the others to run.
She let out a cry as I grabbed her, picked her up, and examined her.
Even though she was currently the size of a normal human, I was over
six feet tall. Man-handling her was rather simple. Her wings weren’t
dark like Astria’s wings, nor where they were a translucent color
that reflected colors like a bubble, which was the best way I knew
how to describe Celeste’s wings.

Her wings were more feather-like. The
ends weren’t rounded but came out in plumes with long thin feelers.
They were still pretty, but they looked somehow fragile
comparatively.

“Ahhhn! D-don’t touch!” she cried
out as I felt her wing.

“What are you doing to her?” The
other fairies had shrunk to smaller sizes and flew away to avoid me,
but they weren’t willing to run while I held the leader in my
grasp.

“Bully!” the other added.

“We’re you mugging a town?” I
asked, pulling out a knife.

“Ahhhh! Wh-what are you doing?” the
leader cried out as I brought my knife up to her wing.

“Be calm. This won’t hurt.”

“N-No… Ahhhn… Not that… Ahhh…”

She twitched and squirmed as I held her
body with one arm and moved the knife across her wings with the
other. The other two shook in fear and worry. Thankfully, after being
knocked back and realizing I could fight, the fairies could only
yell.

“What are you doing?” Alysia asked.


“I am out of fairy dust,” I
explained. “Fairy dust is something fairy wings release. It’s how
fairies fly, and how they turn springs into fairy springs. As they
bathe in the water, the resin on their wings slowly mixes with the
water, causing it to become filled with mana.”

“How do you know so much about us?”
one of the fairies demanded.

“Well, I’ve figured out some
things. I don’t know everything. For example, I still don’t know
how you guys reproduce. You’re all female. You don’t get
pregnant, but once a fairy spring exists, more and more fairies just
keep appearing. The other thing I don’t know is what type of fairy
you guys are. I’m going to fix that now.”

I took the dust I had extracted from
her wing before slapping it against her body. I activated the
combination skill God and Devil Eye. What was the God and Devil eye?
It was a new skill I had created by combining mana sources.

I had already used fairy dust to create
a combination skill. For whatever reason, you could only create a
combination skill once per magic source. However, I recently learned
I could create combinations by using two different magic sources.

Lydia had unlocked God Eye using her
skill Evil Eye, but I no longer could borrow her skill, as she wasn’t
a slave of mine at the moment. So, instead, I added miasma to my
fairy dust and combined it with my Evil Eye. It created the new
skill, God and Devil Eye. Fairy dust, as a pure source of mana, gave
it the God, and Miasma, the enemy of the world, was the Devil. How
did it differ from God Eye?

“Ahhhhhhnnnn… hah… hah… hah…
not there…” she cried out when I touched a certain spot on her
wing.

“Her sexual weaknesses, this ability
truly is that of a demon.”
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he God and Devil Eye gave me a complete
look at the person. I gained a large degree of information about
them. I thought God Eye told me a lot, but that told me much more.

“You’re Nymphs,” I observed the
information that mattered the most to me at the moment.

“Let me go! Nom!” She bit my arm.

I sighed, letting her go. She
transformed into her smaller form and then flew up into the air.

“Idiot! You dare bully us? We’re
going to go tell big boss and she’ll make sure you pay for what you
did!”

All three fairies turned away and
became streams of light as they flew out of the city. I briefly
considered following them, but decided it wasn’t necessary. I
turned to talk to the man from earlier, only to find him already
desperately running away.

“Hey, I have some questions for you.”

“S-sorry! Thank you for saving me,
but you better run! Their boss is not like the others! I’ll pray
for you!” the man yelled, continuing to run.

I let him go. He had already suffered a
bit the last time he ran off. I didn’t want to make things even
more difficult for him. Instead, I accessed my dungeon jobs, then
pulled out Transformation. I then changed my appearance.

“Master, what are you doing now?”
Alysia asked.

“I have a feeling I know who their
boss is. I don’t want to reveal my appearance yet. If I did so,
she’d likely just try to lie or hide what’s happened. I want to
get to the bottom of everything. Plus…” I stopped as my face
finished changing into that of a young Osterian, not looking much
different from Nova.

“Plus?”

“I need to see how she feels. From
the moment I first came to this world, most of the women around me
ended up as my slaves. My skills, whether they were Charm Up or my
Slave Affinity pushed things in my favor, so that these women quickly
grew attached to me. Those bonds have now all been severed. In the
past, I was the one that tied them all together. Now that those bonds
no longer exist, this is the only time I can see who these women are,
and what I meant to them.”

Perhaps it was a cruel sentiment, but
one could never truly tell who a person was until they thought no one
was watching. With Lydia, Miki, Celeste, Shao, or Terra, I would
never doubt that they loved me. However, I couldn’t say the same
about those that came from dungeons. Deception and evil were built
into their bones. I needed to see the truth of things.

It didn’t take long for her to
appear. She floated over the town like a queen looking down on
insects. Her eyes locked on me.

“So, you are the one that dares to
molest my fairies,” her voice boomed across the village.

Windows slammed shut and people fled to
hiding places under the floorboards. If they didn’t realize there
was something dangerous happening before, they knew now. The only
calm one was me. I glanced up at the woman overhead. She exuded
darkness and malice, with black wings stretched out and fluttering.


	
	
	





















“Astria.”
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ou know my name?” Astria’s eyebrow
quirked. “Yet you still dare to trespass on my property.”

“Your property?” I asked, a bemused
expression on my face. “Isn’t this Deek’s lands?”

“You dare to speak that man’s name
in my presence?” she spat, her face turning red with anger.

“That man? Did you forget your Master
so soon?” I responded.

“Hehe… good… I might have
considered sparing your life, but you’re making it easy for me to
kill you.” She started laughing a hard laugh.

“I admit, I am a bit curious how
strong I’ve gotten. It will be interesting to see how I compare to
you.”

“A-are you sure about this, Master?”
Alysia asked nervously. “I’m not sure I can control myself in a
fight. We might end up hurting her.”

I chuckled softly. Alysia was certainly
still herself. It never even occurred to her it might be Astria
hurting me. Our victory was inevitable in her eyes. Actually, I felt
the same. I couldn’t exactly explain what it was. The second I
looked at someone, I got a feeling about whether or not they would be
a challenge. Was it a culmination of all of my other skills? I
couldn’t say. However, since coming out of that soul dungeon, I had
yet to meet someone who gave me a sense of danger.

That wasn’t to say I didn’t feel
any pressure from Astria. Compared to anyone else I had fought; she
was the strongest. It was just a feeling like everything would work
out.

“If things go too far, I’ll just
remove my mask,” I reassured Alysia before summoning her into my
hand.

“You’re a fool who craves death.”
Astria frowned. “I’ve never seen someone who showed so little
fear when facing me. It’s time you learned your place.”

I grinned back. “I’ll be showing
you yours soon enough.”

“Die!” Astria didn’t pull her
punch.

She shot a beam of black light. It
struck the ground where I was standing, sending out a wave of
destruction. The ground erupted in an explosion, and a black bubble
grew around the area, obliterating anything it touched. When the
light faded, I was no longer there. Astria’s eyes darted to see me
racing down the street.

“Running already?” she called out.

I realized as soon as she threw the
first punch that the fight would destroy the town. I was racing to
the edge where we could fight more properly. I realized I reached a
point where any real fight I had would cause collateral damage.
Dungeons, although they appeared like normal places, were a lot
sturdier, but a town was likely to be destroyed.

Astria began chasing me, flying through
the air. Compared to the quickness of most fairies, Astria was quite
slow. The wings beat in big waves, much different from the fluttery
way other fairies moved. She threw out her left arm, and then her
right arm, each one creating a beam of dark light aimed at me. I
dodged them but cursed at her. She was creating pockmarks in the
street. All that damage was something we’d have to fix later. Terra
wasn’t around to make these kinds of fixes easy. I didn’t even
know where that golem was at the moment.

I cursed Astria’s destructive
personality in my head as I tried to leave the village in a rush. As
we left the city, Alysia gasped.

“What’s that?”

I had entered the town from the other
side and hadn’t noticed it before. In the distance was a large beam
of white light.


	
	
	
























“Just what is happening to Chalm?”
I muttered.
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hat did you do?” I turned back to
Astria and pointed at the large chute of mana. “Is that a mana
spring?”

A complete mana spring would shoot mana
into the air like that. How did that differ from a fairy spring?
Well, fairy springs were in fairy groves and were managed by fairies.
That didn’t seem important, but it was. A mana spring would
continually lose mana until it was exhausted

Originally, I believed that the fairy
grove Astria and Celeste had built in my mansion’s backyard had
been to hide the grove. I was right, but the hiding was more than
just from physical sight. The plants around the grove absorbed excess
mana, then injected it into the land. It’s why fairy springs made
the land fertile.

However, the spring had no such
mechanism, so the mana exploded into the air and then rained back
down. It distributed the mana across the land quicker and led to a
much faster fertility and a much wider distance. However, it was a
beacon that let everyone know where it was. It was also temporary and
unsustainable. It was more like a temporary mana geyser.

The books I read said they were
extremely rare. As the mana of the continent slowly decreased, the
gushes of mana also decreased. Thus, it was odd seeing one there, so
close to Chalm. Furthermore, it wasn’t shooting straight up, but
out to the side like someone had aimed it away from Chalm proper.
That was the other reason I hadn’t noticed it before, because it
was quite low on the horizon. It looked like it took some work, and I
could only guess it was Astria’s doing. That was because the
fairies had fled that way and Astria had come from that same
direction.

I couldn’t even see mana until
recently. It was my experience in the soul dungeon, and training with
Alysia to cut the mana feed from spells, that had allowed me the
sensitivity to recognize mana. The people in the village almost
certainly saw nothing. However, to the creatures of the wilderness in
the west, they almost certainly could see it and might even be
attracted to it.

After yelling at Astria, she stopped
creating another bolt of dark magic, seeming surprised by me suddenly
addressing her in battle. She glanced where I was pointing then
laughed.

“Oh? That? That’s the start of my
new kingdom. In time, I will possess enough power. You’ve already
met my evolved fairies. I’m building an army of them.”

“Why would you do that?”

“Why? Hmph… you’ll have to defeat
me to find out, and since all you’re good at is running, I guess
you’ll never know!”

“To take over the world?” I
guessed.

“Heh, to start!” she shot back.

I looked away, feeling a bit
conflicted. “I thought… you may have changed over time. I
thought, maybe… as a slave…”

“Deek…” Alysia comforted me in my
head.

“Slave?” Her expression turned
fiery again. “You dare speak of those times? I don’t know what
you’ve heard, but forget it. I’m the one who is in charge here,
do you understand? Now, stop moving and just die!”


	
	
	



















She created a dark ball with red cracks
running over the surface about the size of a small house before
throwing it in my direction. I dodged the attack and started running.
This time I moved using Phase Shift to increase my speed. My
direction was the mana spring. I had to see what was happening.
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s I ran across an open field, Astria
chased after me, throwing out spells in an attempt to knock me down.
However, I was able to avoid most of her attacks. Once or twice, I
struck with my sword, cutting her spell in two. That especially
frustrated her, as she had no clue how I was doing it. In her
experience, such a thing should have been impossible.

	
	
	



The other issue was that I was moving
far too fast. She wasn’t anything like Celeste, who could move like
the wind. In fact, she was probably the slowest a fairy could be. As
she chased me, she did everything she could to keep up. She huffed as
she beat her wings, struggling to match my speed. That added to her
irritation, so she was even more wasteful with her spells. I was fine
if she tired herself out throwing useless spells. It wasn’t like I
had anything riding on victory.

I finally reached the mana spring so I
could figure out what was going on. The few remaining golems Terra
built appeared to be under Astria’s control. They appeared to be
working on building a palace. That palace was catching most of the
mana shooting out. As for the mana spring, Astria built it at a very
distinct angle. In fact, it wasn’t natural at all. It looked like
someone had just made a hole in the earth at an angle, like some kind
of animal burrow.

“What is this… this is tapped into
the fairy spring?”

I began to realize what was happening.
It wasn’t a new source of mana, it was the old source of mana, the
fairy spring. Astria, for whatever reason, had bored a hole from the
side, mining the mana reservoir and stealing it from the city of
Chalm for her uses.

“She doesn’t have the right to use
it anyway!” Astria snapped. “I was here first! I built it! I
wouldn’t allow her to destroy everything I built! Hey… where are
you going?”

I had already switched directions. This
time, I was heading toward the palace. Flying over the palace were
hundreds of fairies. They danced around right where the mana was
splashing, likely absorbing the mana’s energy. However, they were
full size, like Astria. It gave the entire place a foreboding feel. 


I slowed finally as I got a view of a
line of beds. The golems hadn’t finished the wall yet, so I could
see right in. There, lying on the beds, was a line of little girls.
Faeries gathering the spray of mana came down and occasionally
showered mana on the children. The entire palace seemed to be built
to gather all the mana and dump it on these girls.

That was something I didn’t truly
grasp. I had no clue what Astria was trying to do with the girls.
However, some of them were crying, and a few looked genuinely unwell.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

Astria stopped chasing once again as I
addressed her. She gave a dark grin.

“Behold, my future army. It doesn’t
work on adults, but children are still pure enough. If you shower
them with mana, their bodies will eventually break down, and they can
form new bodies. Mana bodies.”

“You… you’re turning them into
fairies?” I sucked in a breath.

“Clever, isn’t it?”

My hand tightened on Alysia so hard my
knuckles turned white.

“Deek,” Alysia tried to soothe me.

As soon as I left, Astria fled the
city, conquered a small piece of land, turned my citizens into food
for her fairy army, kidnapped their children to turn them into
fairies, and cut off all of her ties to me. I wanted to see things to
the end. I did. Now, I was very angry.
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mpressed, foolish Osterian? I hope you
understand that now that you’ve seen all of this, I won’t be able
to let you live.”

“Alysia…” I spoke under my breath
coldly.

“Y-yes…”

“She’s a fairy that’s using
miasma. Adjust accordingly.”

“M-master… I know you’re angry
right now, and I’d normally be happy if you wished to defeat an
evil dungeon creature, but this particular one seems to matter
greatly to you, and I fear you’ll be hurting yourself.”

“Oh, I’m not going to kill her.”

“Y-you’re not?”

“No, I’m just going to make her
wish she was dead!”

“Wh-wh-why does that sound worst?”

“I was once a creature bound by a
dungeon. You may have had a chance to harm me slightly when I was
trapped in there with a ceiling holding me down, but out here with a
full sky, it’s hopeless. I can fly a thousand feet above you, so
how do you think you can attack me?” Astria was still gloating, not
noticing my darkening mood. “I have the advantage. Furthermore, my
spell ability cannot be matched, so don’t even think of trying to
throw puny fireballs at me. It’s best if you just stand there and
accept your dea—Oh gods, why are
you flying at me so fast!”

I adjusted my skill set, adding
strength multipliers to Lightweight, and then I shoved against the
ground, pushing so hard a small crater formed beneath me. My body
exploded up, rushing at her like a bullet. Astria’s greatest
weakness was explosive speed. Most of her spells took time to cast,
and when it came to close-quarters combat, she was extremely clumsy.
After all, her mana body, if you had the means of damaging it, was
rather weak.

“You underestimate me!” Astria dove
to the side, avoiding my strike.

As I reached where she had just been, a
platform created from magic appeared. It resembled the double-jump
magic Lydia once used, allowing her to push off anywhere for an extra
jump. I had unlocked a similar ability, Create Step, in True Hero.
However, Blue Mage had a spell called Mana Shield, which created a
solid surface that I could project anywhere in my vicinity. It was
made for instant-block attacks, so it had a fast cast speed. It used
more mana, but I wasn’t lacking in mana.

Since my soul had merged, then was
tempered in the soul dungeon, my mana regeneration was insane. I
could regen mana faster than I could use it. The only way I could run
out of mana was by casting extremely powerful spells, or by stripping
the area of any mana to absorb. However, being so close to a mana
spring, that wasn’t an issue in the slightest. I struck a shield
and then kicked off so hard it shattered, switching my direction, and
racing toward Astria again.

As I moved, Astria appeared before me.
My eyes glowed red as I raced toward her.

“Who is this guy?” Astria cried
out, desperately trying to dodge me.

However, no matter where she went, I
would adjust my position, jumping after her.


	
	
	





















A thousand feet above the mana spring,
a fairy desperately ran for her life while being chased by a jumping
Osterian.
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  ou obstinate Osterian! Who do you think
you are?” Astria was still retreating while throwing spell after
spell in my direction.

  

I dodged most of them, but a few I
would block with the blunt side of Alysium or simply cut the magic
when it suited me. Astria’s face flushed, and a panicked look
appeared on her face.

“I’m the one that’s going to
teach you a lesson!” I snapped back. “Now, who’s the one who
won’t sit still and accept their punishment?”

“Y-you! I am a fairy queen. Do you
think I’m so easy to defeat? I admit I have no clue how you’re
cutting through my spells, but that doesn’t mean you can catch
me—Ahhhhh!”

I used teleport, appearing right in
front of her as she was looking back while flying. I attacked
instantly, swiping my blade down and striking her. It hit like a
blunt instrument, despite the sharp edge, causing her to slam into
the earth below. As she struck, there was a thud, a cloud of dust
forming up from the small crater she made.

“You didn’t cut her,” I pondered
out loud.

“If I had cut, she definitely would
have died!” Alysia cried out.

“I think you’re underestimating
Astria. She’s not someone to be defeated so easily,” I spoke
calmly even as I plummeted to the earth.

“Die!” Several bolts of lightning
and a dark beam shot out from the dust cover below.

I spun, rolling away and avoiding the
strikes. “See?”

Astria exploded out of the dust, using
all the speed she had to rush me. Relative to most fairies, she may
be slow, but she was still a fairy, and capable of moving quite fast
when she put all her effort into it. It was a bit surprising that she
was going for a physical attack, but I decided to meet it head-on. As
she grew closer enough, I noticed she had her hand behind her back.
Just as she reached me, a knife flashed out. She was using all her
speed and energy to stab me with the knife.

Her attack had been perfect, too. I was
free-falling and meeting her head-on. She had timed it perfectly so
that by the time I realized what was happening, I wouldn’t have
time to dodge her knife fully. The attack wasn’t for a lethal area,
so a normal person would have aimed to do her more damage while
taking the scratch of her blade. Most people wouldn’t have realized
that the dagger she was wielding was the malacrum dagger I stored in
what accounted for our treasury. If the blade had cut a normal
person, it was certain death. She was still as deadly as ever.

It was too bad that such an attack
against me was meaningless. That didn’t mean I wanted to reveal to
her I had such an immunity. I used phase shift, putting myself
slightly out of phase with reality. Her blade struck nothing but air,
and I struck again, sending her spiraling back down to the ground
with a shocked expression on her face. This time, I struck even
harder knowing Alysia had blunted the edge, and she struck the ground
with a resounding boom.

I had once believed that Blue Mage was
just a transportation mage. As I leveled in it and incorporated more
of its spells into my fighting, I was quickly finding that Blue
Mage’s true purpose was a defensive mage. The list of spells
concentrated on avoiding or blocking attacks. A full-powered Blue
Mage would be every bit as difficult to handle as Terra in the
defense department. It was a class I was developing, as the
possibilities were endless.

{Blue Mage has increased to level
17.}

{You have unlocked the spell, Blur.}
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 landed on the ground. With a wave of my
hand, I sent out a gust of wind to blow aside the dust that gathered.
Astria was standing there, taking in deep, strained breaths. Her mana
body was bruised and battered; her clothing ripped. I knew enough to
know it was all circumstantial. She could restore her appearance
instantly, but she wanted to lure me into a false sense of victory. I
remained dutifully cautious about what she would do next.

	
	
	



“I’ll recognize that you’re
powerful. You might even be one of those so-called heroes. However,
you’d never hold a candle to that man, and you will fail today.”

“That man?” I raised an amused
eyebrow, as I was pretty sure she was talking about me.

“If you think I will allow you to
take the mana spring, you have another thing coming.”

“Take it? It’s already mine.”

“Hehe…” she chuckled. “So,
you’re just like him. You want to steal my fairy fountain too, just
like Karr. Then again, Karr burned my home to the ground when he was
done. I won’t give you the chance!”

I jerked up when she said those words.
I had absorbed Karr’s blessing in a dungeon created by him, but I
had heard nothing about her home being burned by him. I knew the
situation more than most, which was why her words didn’t match the
story I knew.

“You abandoned your colony.” I
frowned. “It failed because you gave Karr too much.”

“I had once believed that as well.”
She grimaced. “However, the truth was… Karr burned my fairy
spring to the ground!”

“That… why would he do that?”

I knew more than anyone else that lore
in dungeons was fragmented and inaccurate. As it degraded, facts
became increasingly scrambled. Osterians turned into lumbering
giants, and innocent parties turned into malevolent beasts. For
example, what was Karr’s first name? Even Astria only ever called
him Lord Karr. Of course, I knew his first name was Charles because
those in Chalm knew of him, but the dungeon seemed to have lost such
a simple piece of information.

The truth was in the eye of the
beholder, and what Astria believed to be the truth would have made up
the most of Karr’s Dungeon. As for Karr himself, she had kept his
soul alive and turned it into a boss to punish him.

That had kept his soul intact. Had the
dungeon digested his soul and took his memories, then he would have
been a boss more like Xin. He might have had a mind, but he wouldn’t
have been able to discuss things with me using personal knowledge. I
certainly wouldn’t have been able to resurrect him. In other words,
Karr’s Dungeon didn’t know what Karr knew. Perhaps Karr had
wanted it that way. He wanted to bury the truth.

“I don’t know, and I don’t care.
The only thing I do know is that this world is my enemy, and I will
conquer it or destroy it! You are after the fairy fountain, so I will
destroy you too! I won’t allow you to hurt her! It’s the last
thing I can do for him.”

Astria’s already fragile mind was
quickly shattering, and I could barely follow her thought process.
What had Astria found out while I was away? I almost wished she had
created another dungeon. Then, I’d could glance at murals to figure
out what happened the last two months. Unfortunately, Astria’s tale
wasn’t finished, and she probably wasn’t willing to tell me much
more than this either.

“Astria, it’s time we end this.”

“I agree…” she chuckled.

Although she agreed, she spun around
and fled. I frowned, moving to follow her, but she didn’t move far.
She stopped directly next to the spout where mana was being released.
Then, she shoved her hand in the mana. Her wounds disappeared, but
that wasn’t the terrifying part. There was a growing surge of
power.

“She’s using the mana to power up!”

She was a mana creature, after all. If
she absorbed mana directly from the source, she could exude a great
deal of power.

“You’ve forced my hand, hero! It’s
time for you to die!”
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 dozen beams of dark light shot out from
Astria. Rather than going in a straight line, they bent left and
right, but their eventual destination was clear. I raised my blade
and raced out to meet them. I cut the beams down as I jumped around.
Anything the beams struck turned to ash.

	
	
	



“I’m not sure I can cut many more
spells,” Alysia gasped. “It’s exhausting. I have to keep my
soul sharp, and each time it gets struck, it becomes harder to
maintain that sharpness.”

We had both been wondering what our
limits were since we left the Illusory Sword Dungeon, and it seemed
like Alysia was reaching hers. A sword that struck too many times
became dull, and when it was something so metaphysical as cutting
mana, it was that much harder. If her blade failed to cut the spell,
it would be the same as the spell erupting right in my face.

“I’ve seen everything I need to
see,” I panted. “It’s time we end this.”

I had only taken on another face and
confronted Astria to see how things were. Since I had heard enough, I
didn’t need to drag it out anymore. However, I couldn’t just show
her my face either. The one setback of Transformation was that it was
a slow spell. I didn’t have time to transform my face back to
normal using the spell. Thus, I had to defeat Astria first.

After fighting her for so long, I was
pretty confident I could. With her being powered by the mana spring,
she was probably about as powerful as she was in her lair of Karr’s
Dungeon, back when she could pull on the dungeon to enhance her
power. I needed to cut off that power, then suppress her quickly.

“Sharpen yourself as much as you can.
We’ll cut her bond to the mana spring.” I gave Alysia the order.

“Yes!”

I adjusted my jobs accordingly, then
used Teleport to appear next to Astria. She expected that, turning
and lashing out with her palm. I allowed the strike to hit as I did
my strike. Her hand hit my chest, and I felt a strong pain. The pair
of us separated, Astria and I both flew out from the mana spring,
landing on opposite sides with thuds. I looked down at my chest to
see a searing handprint. Astria was deadly as always, but I wasn’t
the same Deek I had always been. Such a level of pain was bearable
after what I had experienced.

That’s why, as soon as I landed, I
teleported again. I fought through the pain that she likely had
intended to be debilitating, and as a result, I came upon Astria just
as she was getting back up. I struck her with several spells using
Drain and Weaken to amplify the damage and loss of power she got when
she was severed from the mana spring.

She yelled out, but I refused to allow
her to back away, keeping close where she was most helpless. She was
struck again and again as I forced her to her knees. In a matter of
moments, Astria had been taken down.

“You…” she spat. “Just who are
you?”

I looked down at her, and then I lifted
my hand. “I’m your Master and it is time you become my slave.
Enslavement!”
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t might have been a brutal way to
enslave her, but I wasn’t feeling very much pity. She tried to kill
me several times, and then there were the citizens she was
oppressing. I had beaten her down just as I had done to Xin. Once I
enslaved her, I’d reveal I was still alive. I wondered what kind of
face she’d make when she realized the truth.

	
	
	



Of all the expectations I had when I
used Enslavement on her, I had never expected her to let out a
blood-curdling scream. All the fairies who had been hovering above
and ignoring us suddenly swooped down on me like a swarm. The woman
herself let out shrieking cries of pain. Enslaving Xin had been
difficult, and I had barely succeeded, but enslaving Astria was many
times worse. It was like trying to mount a tiger.

She lashed out wildly with spells, many
not even aimed in my direction, and some even lashing back and
hurting herself. It had only been a few moments, but I realized there
was no way I could Enslave Astria in that state. The fairies
descended, and they forced me to retreat. With several strikes of my
blade, I caused the fairies to fall from the sky like I had cut their
wings. At that moment, while I was focused on the fairies, Astria
lunged at me and cast a powerful spell.

It exploded in both of our faces, and I
felt like my body was on fire as it threw me back. However, even that
much pain was acceptable, and I forced myself to my feet. I cast a
few healing spells, and I looked around to find a broken Astria
kneeling on the ground. I hadn’t intended things to go so far. That
she would use such a destructive spell with no regard for her safety
left me confused. The spell had been so strong the other fairies
scattered in the wake of the violent eruption.

Astria wasn’t done yet. Her clothing
was in tatters, and her body was covered in scratches, but she had
her hand up and she was finishing an incantation. The previous attack
had been just to keep me confused as she finished the real spell.

“Cut it!” I threw out Alysia,
allowing her blade to fly free from my hand.

It shot out like an arrow and struck
the mana weave going into Astria’s spell, but the sword struck a
barrier, creating sparks before it flew back and slammed into the
ground.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t have the
strength,” Alysia cried out.

Astria completed her spell, and a few
moments later, dark shapes appeared in the sky. I looked up with a
frown, trying to understand what Astria cast. When I finally realized
what spell she used, my face went white.

“Meteor.”

She managed to cast Meteor. It wasn’t
quite like my spell. Instead of a single giant meteor like I got when
I cast it using my dungeon points, there were a dozen smaller
meteors. It would still do the job. It would destroy the mana spring,
the nearby village, and everything in between! Astria was destroying
everything!
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he incoming meteor would take about a
minute to arrive. That was one weakness of the spell. However, the
devastation would be immense. I could avoid the attack myself, but
I’d need to choose who to protect. I could protect the village or
the people in the palace. The falling rock would destroy whoever I
failed to protect.

	
	
	



“I… will never be your slave. I
will be no one’s slave again,” Astria declared, summoning up the
last of her strength to force herself to her feet, stumbling
slightly.

I lowered my head. “Did you… really
hate being Deek’s slave so much?”

“Hate… Deek?” she laughed
bitterly. “I loved him. I loved him so much.”

“Then, why?” I demanded.

“This is all I can do… to honor his
memory, to protect his legacy,” she responded helplessly. “Even
if you stopped me, Elaya took over the city. You’ll never defeat
her. She rerouted all the mana from the fairy spring into building
her grand dungeon. She was corrupting it, the entire thing. I could
only reroute a piece of it, to keep infusing it with mana, to keep it
from becoming a dark miasma fountain. I need more energy, more
fairies, more mana… or she’ll win and Chalm will fall into
darkness forever.”

“You’re protecting Chalm?”

“It doesn’t matter anymore. If
you’ve come, then others will as well. I cannot protect the
existence of the mana anymore. The west will fall into shadow. I only
hope Elaya’s darkness one day washes across your cursed Ost
Republic, and you face the same darkness that you plunged all of us
into when you took him from us.”

“Astria…”

“I’m sorry, Celeste… I couldn’t
keep you safe down there any longer. You will have to fend for
yourself.”

“Celeste? She’s in the mana spring!
That’s why you’re sucking out the mana. Celeste is sucking it up
for her next evolution, and since Elaya’s redirecting the mana and
started turning it into miasma, you were afraid she wouldn’t have
enough miasma to transform, or worse, that the miasma contaminated
her form, and she ended up a dark fairy like you!”

“Heh… you’re truly too smart for
your own good. That’s why I know you’re capable of surviving this
meteor strike, too. So, you’ve given me no choice. My love, I will
only ever be your slave, no one else’s. Know that in the end, I did
everything for you.”

“Astria, enough of this. I’m De—”

“Self-Destru—”

“No!” I leaped forward as a surge
of energy erupted in her.

She wasn’t just going to bring down a
meteor strike to level the place. She was going to destroy herself
too, using Self-Destruct to distract me so I couldn’t get away or
protect the mana fountain. Her actions had been ruthless, but not
something that angered me anymore. How had things come so far? As I
ran to her, I realized I had no hope of reaching her before she
self-destructed. I could only watch, seemingly in slow motion, as her
body tore itself and exploded. The backlash to me would also be
substantial and followed by a meteor strike. I wasn’t certain I
could survive, but that wasn’t even running through my mind at that
moment.

As her body began to be torn apart, the
mana spring erupted in a blinding white light. It exploded out,
covering the entire area, us included. At that moment, I heard a
voice gently whisper across the land like the wind.

“Mother can be so foolish sometimes.”

The entire world turned white.
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hite light seemed surged from the mana
spring in waves. Tendrils of light exploded up into the air, striking
the meteors above and causing them to slow. White light wrapped
around Astria, then continued carpeting the land. The mana
disappeared slowly, like the afterglow of a flash of light. It faded
away until there was no more.

	
	
	



When I could see again, the meteors
that had been plummeting to earth were destroyed. The rocks
themselves slowly floated down to the ground at a speed that seemed
surreal. In front of me, the wind swirled in a small flurry. It grew
increasingly severe until it took on a shape. That shape grew and
morphed until a body seemed to solidify from the air itself. A
beautiful fairy appeared as light as the wind, but her voluptuous
body seemed to contain a great deal of mass in certain areas.

“Master!”

I blinked. I was a bit surprised at
being called such a name. She looked directly at me, and there wasn’t
a bit of pain, hesitation, or fear.

“C-Celeste.”

“Receive my love!”

“Eh! Ahhhh!”

Celeste erupted like a bullet.
Whirlwinds exploded behind her wings, and the ground exploded into a
dust cloud. However, she was already flinging herself at me at an
enormous speed. I slammed my feet into the ground and braced myself
as her form slammed into me. She pushed me back as two massive
torpedoes slammed into my chest with a speed that created a shock
wave. There was a boom as our chests thudded together, a feeling that
was both soft and extremely violent. As I pushed forward with my
feet, they tore into the ground, creating a groove in the earth as
she pushed me back fifteen feet.

Oxygen escaped my lungs, losing my
breath completely, and I wouldn’t have been surprised if there was
a bruise or two on my ribs. It was truly a devastating blow. I’d
have thought she was attacking me if she weren’t giggling with her
arms wrapped around me while nuzzling her nose in my neck. That’s
when I realized that hadn’t been her strongest attack. Celeste had
just shown me a fraction of her power, and suddenly I felt like I was
the one falling behind. She had spent two months absorbing not just a
mana spring, but energy extracted from all the captured people in
town, too. Astria wasn’t just building an army, but she also tasked
the fairies with collecting and bringing mana to empower Celeste.

“You received my love,” Celeste
laughed happily.

“C-Celeste… if I received any more
of your love, I might have died,” I spoke in a wispy voice as I
tried to regain my breath, even casting a heal spell for good
measure.

“Oooo… if Master didn’t want to
receive so much love, then Master shouldn’t have disappeared on us
for so long!” She was using a playful admonishing tone, but I still
grimaced with a guilty expression on my face.

“I’m sorry I wasn’t strong
enough. It must have been awful when the bond broke and you thought I
was dead.”

Celeste looked up innocently. “Eh? I
felt the bond break and was annoyed, but why would Master be dead?”

I blinked, looking into her innocent
eyes. “My bond would have only broken like that if I was killed,
and the connection between our souls was severed.”

“True… but Master would always find
a way back to us. My mother came back. So did Salicia. So did Elaya.
Where there is a will, there is always a way, and I trust Master will
always return. I would wait for Master, as long as it took. So, don’t
be afraid to go away, just make sure when you come back, you’re
prepared to accept the love of all of us you left behind.”

“Celeste…” Tears formed in my
eyes.

I didn’t know how, but in just a few
words, she destroyed all the pressure weighing on my heart. I
embraced her tightly. We stood there in a field of green that moments
before had almost been turned to ash. Once again. the field was
sprouting flowers and life like it was always meant to be.
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 pulled away from Celeste for a moment.
“Wait, how did you recognize me, anyway? We are no longer bonded,
and my face...”

	
	
	



I touched my face, confirming that it
was still the modified face of the Osterian.

Celeste put on a smug expression. “Does
Master think he can hide from me? I could smell Master’s scent and
hear Master’s sounds the second you stepped out of the portal. I
was just finishing my evolution, so I’m sorry for not appearing
right away.”

“That’s right, did you have to
interrupt your evolution?”

“Nope! I finished properly! I’m now
a… uh… I don’t know, what am I, Master?” She looked at me
brightly.

I used God and Devil Eye on her and
raised an eyebrow. “An Aeolus?”

“What’s that?”

“No clue… it’s probably good,
though. Your Master Wind Magician hit level 85, while the other
magician jobs have hit 55, 80, and 100 respectively,” I explained
as I went through the flood of information entering my mind while
filing away extra goodies like Celeste’s erogenous zones.

“He’s the one who attacked, Boss.
Take him out!” a fairy shouted.

The fairies rose like a swarm of angry
bees, swooping down at us. I turned to my sword, which was still
sitting somewhere between me and Astria’s collapsed body, but
Celeste had a mostly annoyed face.

“No,” she ordered simply.

The fairies fell out of the sky like
their wings could no longer hold them. It was like Celeste simply
denied them flight. They fell to the earth in long shouts, but just
before they hit the ground a blanket of wind caught them and placed
them gently down. Celeste was too strong! I knew I wasn’t the one
that should be saying that, but I wasn’t confident I could win
against her in a fight. Without the strength of Alysia, I knew I
couldn’t be a match at all.

“Now, let’s fix this.” Celeste
waved her hand again, and the spell that transformed me dispersed,
revealing my true face.

“Master, she used mana to chop apart
the spell controlling your face transformation.” Alysia, who was
more sensitive than me to mana after her transformation, could see
how she did it.

I couldn’t have taken the spell apart
so quickly on my own, but Celeste seemed to do it with ease. Celeste
reached out and touched my cheek, a loving smile in her eyes. I
reached out and touched her as well.

“M-m-master?” a voice broke out.

Our growing scene was interrupted again
as Astria seemed to have regained consciousness. She was staring at
me, her eyes locked on me in wonder. She let out a cry, then raced to
me. Compared to Celeste, who struck me like a bullet, Astria’s
movements were sloppy as she stumbled. The entire time, she cried and
wept. The mother was supposed to be strong, while the daughter was
emotional and needy, but for some reason, their roles had switched.

“Astria, I’m sorry for doubting
you.” I held out my arm.

“No! It’s my fault! I’m so sorry,
Master!”

Astria dove into my arm, breaking into
sobs as she cried against my shoulder. With both fairies in my arms,
I felt a bit closer to regaining everything I had lost.
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 had Alysia in my lap as I sat down and
relayed my story to the girls. “So, I got out only earlier today,
and that’s what I’ve been up to the last few months.”

	
	
	



Astria turned to Celeste and whispered
in a voice I could easily hear. “He’s really into his sword.”

“He’s stroking her so lovingly. I’m
really jealous!” Celeste giggled back.

“It’s not like that!” Alysia
cried out.

“Really, now,” I sighed, taking my
hand off Alysia.

I wasn’t stroking the flat of the
blade, was I? Alysia was just a woman I was fond of who happened to
be a weapon I depended on. That was all there was to it.

“M-master… you don’t need to
stop…” Alysia’s voice turned pouty when I stopped touching her.

“A-any way.” I ignored her comment
and pushed the conversation forward. “What’s going on here now? I
want an explanation.”

The two girls looked at each other,
then Celeste shook her head. “I’m honestly no more knowledgeable
than you. I only had a vague awareness once Elaya and Astria put me
in the cocoon and dipped me into the fairy spring. I could feel Mom
changing things, but the only times I felt awareness were when the
bond was severed and when you arrived and Mom started tapping into
the spring.”

“It is… a complicated story,”
Astria spoke uncertainly. “After you died, Elaya and I had a
falling out. She had control of the dungeon, and I had control of the
fairy spring. In the end, she won out, and I had to flee. My focus
was on protecting the fairy spring from annihilation and protecting
my daughter. The cost… was extreme.”

“Cost?”

“Boring into the fairy spring under
Elaya wasn’t easy. Maybe she knows I was doing it and allowing it
because I was injecting more mana into it. I don’t know. Either
way, I had to inject all the mana I could. That included mine.”

“What are you saying, Mother?”
Celeste’s eyes widened.

“Part of the reason you’re so
strong now, and that Deek could defeat me so easily, is because I
have weakened substantially. To protect you, I used parts of myself.
I permanently damaged my mana body and weakened my soul
substantially, giving my power to you.”

“What about the people?” I asked.

“Fairies are inherently magic
gatherers. Like a bee gathers pollen and makes honey, a fairy gathers
magic and makes waters of life. How a fairy gathers magic ends up
determining what kind of fairy you become. As a dark fairy, I absorb
miasma. Some of my flock have evolved to absorb mana from humans.”

“The Nymphs…”

“Some are nymphs. Some are other
types. The point is that we were gathering energy to protect Celeste
and the mana source. As for me, because of my dark fairy nature, I
had to use those children as a sieve to filter out the miasma. I
lied, partially at least, when I said I was turning them into
fairies. In reality, they were being corrupted by my miasma, and
would have turned into dark fairies if they survived.” Astria
looked away, her expression filled with guilt.

“Mother, you don’t need to worry
about such a thing anymore. When I evolved, I released a ton of
purifying mana,” Celeste declared. “I used it to purify the
children. They no longer contain any dark miasma.”

In the end, I hadn’t been as powerful
as I thought. I had been fighting a weakened Astria at the end of her
rope. Astria had been a cornered animal, posturing to keep anyone
from realizing how close she was to defeat. She’d sacrificed most
of her power to help her daughter evolve, putting her hopes in
Celeste. That was why I was able to defeat her so overwhelmingly, and
also why Celeste was so powerful, having absorbed a purified form of
her mother’s power. They truly had changed places, with Astria much
weaker, and Celeste carrying her future.

“Astria… I’m…” I spoke up.

“Master doesn’t need to say
anything,” Astria said. “It was my foolishness for not realizing
who you were at first sight. I acted in a way that hurt the citizens
you hold dear. I convinced myself that every sacrifice would be worth
it, and, in the end, that power could have easily been taken over by
another if I kept going the way I did. I will accept any punishment
Master gives me.”

“Very well. Then I will declare your
punishment.” As I spoke in a serious tone, Astria lowered her head,
closing her eyes. “You will… be my slave. Will you accept your
punishment?”

Her head shot up, and tears began to
run down her cheeks. “Yes. I will!”

{Astria has become your slave.}

{Name: Astria

Rank: Slave

Class: High-powered Magic

Job: Master Black Magician (LVL
100), Adept Darkness Magician (LVL 32)

Unlocked Jobs: Apprentice Darkness
Magician (LVL 50), Basic Magician (LVL 100), Black Magician (LVL 93),
Intermediate Magician (LVL 83), Novice Magician (LVL 25)

Race: Dark Fairy}

Yeah, I had a feeling if I tried to
fight Astria at her strongest, she would have thrashed me.
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t that point, the sun was starting to
set. It had been an extremely busy day for me. I’d accomplished so
much, but it felt like it wasn’t nearly enough. I had hoped to make
it to Chalm, but I still had a lot that needed to be handled in the
old city. Astria was still shaken, and Celeste had only just
appeared. I still had to do something with the fort Astria built, as
well as the fairy army.

	
	
	



Since Celeste emerged from the mana
spring, its strength had declined severely. It was only little more
than a sputtering crack of mana, and I had a feeling it wouldn’t
survive much longer. In Celeste’s final push of evolution, she
consumed most of the remaining mana. It proved that Astria’s
actions hadn’t been in vain, and she had succeeded in making
Celeste more powerful than before.

The three of us left the area where we
battled and walked toward the castle. As it grew closer, I shot
Astria a look. She seemed to whither under my stare.

“I know what Master is thinking.
Master is thinking I was building the fairy palace to satisfy my own
vanity.”

“And?”

“Master is correct!”

“You admit it?”

“S-sorry! I just felt that if I was
going to protect this land, I should rule it from a proper position…”
Astria cried. “I was weak!”

That was quite an understatement. She
had only started building the palace, but I could see it would have
been many times larger than my mansion once it was complete.
Furthermore, the way she positioned it, the mansion was being
showered with mana, which likely soaked into the building materials
and also changed the nature of the palace. Then, there were the
fairies fluttering around it, weaving mana into its very seams. It
was an incredibly ambitious project, started by an uninhibited dark
fairy going all out.

The fairies were not in the sky. After
having been knocked out of the sky once by me, and then denied flight
by the wind fairy, Celeste, they watched us from a distance. They
looked on curiously, but at one point, one of the fairies called out.

“It’s him! It’s Mistress’s
Master! He’s returned!”

All the fairies kept their distance,
but they looked on with curiosity and excitement, as well as a
certain degree of reverence. All the bitterness they had shown before
was gone. It seemed like some fairies that evolved were fairies that
had known me from months before, and recognized me. At the time, I
would have said there were maybe thirty fairies around the fountain.
Now I saw close to two hundred, so they definitely multiplied since I
had last seen them, and many of them would have never seen me before.
Plus, it hadn’t been long after my body had changed that I left the
city of Chalm.

The fairies weren’t the only ones
waiting at a distance. The people tasked with building the palace and
taking care of the children, Astria’s slaves, had stopped their
construction and were watching us with hope and confusion. Everyone
could see that the once proud and overbearing fairy queen that
bullied the entire district from above was walking alongside and
deferring to two others.

As I looked upon the project Astria
started, I slowly nodded to myself. “I think we should continue to
build this palace. It’s in a suitable spot and I have a feeling my
mansion isn’t going to be large enough eventually.”

With that, I staked the location of my
new home.
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aster, here.” A girl handed me a
flower.

	
	
	



“I made you a heart.”

“Master, Master!”

“I’m just Lord Deekson to you,” I
coughed awkwardly.

Once reaching the palace, I had gone to
the children first, putting my White Mage skills to their best use,
making sure the children were all healthy. Thankfully, Astria’s
actions had caused no lasting damage to the girls. Actually, that
wasn’t true. It was clear that using the innocent girls like a mana
sieve had done something to them, but it wasn’t clear whether or
not that something was bad.

First off, although they were children,
they lacked the dirtiness of humans. That wasn’t meant to be
insulting, but humans, especially ill ones, tended to look unwell.
The girls all had perfect skin, perfect hair, and it was like all
their imperfections were blasted away. They also seemed extremely
bold. I never saw myself as being scary, but a guy over six feet tall
should intimidate a little girl. Yet, as soon as I appeared, the
girls beamed at me and fawned over me. Now, they were calling me
Master.

I shot Astria another look.

She threw her hands up helplessly. “I’m
as clueless as you. They aren’t fairies… not exactly. However,
they’re not exactly human either. We flooded their souls with mana.
I suspect, in time, they will all become powerful mages.”

To confirm her theory, I used my God
and Devil Eye to look at a few of them. Every single one of them had
unlocked Basic or Apprentice Magician. She was right. Their long-term
exposure to mana had somehow turned them into little mage monsters.

“Deek Deekson, my lord. You’ve
truly returned,” an unfamiliar man said, wringing his hat in his
hands before shooting Astria a nervous look.

“You don’t need to worry about
Astria anymore,” I declared.

He let out a breath. “Yes, my lord.
However, I want you to know that although we have lived in fear, the
fairy queen hasn’t been awful to us. Most of us working on the
palace were volunteers because it allowed us to be closer to our
children. She’s kept us fed and kept any monsters at bay. In truth,
if she wasn’t here, many of us would have fled already.”

“Fled?” I asked before I
understood. “Chalm…”

“It’s worse than before, my lord.
The darkness radiating from that city… I… I have something to
show you.”

“Hmm?” I put the girls who were
climbing on me down and stood up. “Show me.”

The man didn’t take me far. There was
a cage that resembled the slave cages I’d seen in the capital,
except much smaller. They placed it in a hidden spot, out-of-sight.
Inside was a single man with his head lowered. He was on the ground,
rocking back and forth, mumbling something in words I couldn’t make
out.

“What is this?” I asked.

“This is a man who came from Chalm.
He’s the only one we’ve managed to recover.”

I reached out to touch the cage when
the man suddenly looked up. His eyes were red, and he had the sharp
teeth of a canine. He leaped at the cage, growling viciously as he
tried to bite me. I jerked back.

“He’s been turned into a werewolf!”

“Actually, he’s just a wolfkin. The
red eyes and fangs he already had,” the man coughed.

“R-right…” I responded, looking
at the wolf tail sticking out behind him.

Chalm was majority animalkin. I had
almost forgotten.
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hysically, the wolfkin wasn’t any
different. However, he wasn’t acting like a standard citizen
either. It was like he’d gone completely feral. I reached out and
cast several spells to ease status misalignments and to heal him.

	
	
	



After using Cure Disease, Cure Poison,
Remove Curse, Purify, and even Ablution, the wolfkin was still
growling in a low voice, un-recovered.

“This might not be something you’ll
be able to resolve,” Astria spoke quietly. “We might need the
other girls to resolve this.”

“Where are my girls? Have any
returned?” I turned to her questioningly.

“They… have not.” Astria shook
her head. “I do not know where they are.”

“Shao returned to my old world,” I
explained. “I adjusted her bond so her life was no longer connected
to my own before she left. I wasn’t sure how it would respond to us
being in different worlds, and I wasn’t going to risk her life on
it. Besides, the need to restrain her with a bond no longer seemed
necessary. As for the Slave Guild, well, she’s in another world.
How are they going to know? Either way, she should be safe there. I’m
not even sure she’d be aware I died.

“As for Lydia, she went north looking
for a skilled swordsman to teach her beyond the restraints of her
levels. Terra went underground, following an ancient tunnel to the
Deep with Garnet to recover some rare minerals. Miki went west to a
certain dungeon to improve her undead abilities. Other than Shao, all
three of them said their journeys could take up to three months, so
it’s not too worrying they haven’t returned yet. However, if they
think I’m dead, that changes things.”

“Miki would be the closest,”
Celeste declared.

“Her ability to deal with souls would
be very valuable. We should try to find her immediately. Daughter,
you have speed. You should be able to find her and return quicker
than anyone else.”

“Right!”

I didn’t respond to their decision,
as my attention was instead focused on the growling man. I tried to
purify him and I wasn’t able to fix him. However, what if he was
under a kind of karmic infection? It would be something similar to
what I had experienced in the Twilight Dungeon. I switch out my White
Mage job for Mimic instead. This time, I tried to place him under
Karmic control.

The girls let out cries as I reached
through the cage and touched him. However, as soon as I touched him,
he let out a whimper. I reached into his soul, and there I found it.
For lack of a better word, it was a form of soul control. White mage
purification and Ablution were simply far too broad to catch
something like that, which was hidden in the soul itself. I flipped
the switch. The man let out a sudden scream and collapsed to the
ground.

The man who had guided me here let out
a cry. “Wh-what happened?”

“He’s fine,” I stated after doing
a quick check. “He’s just unconscious. When he wakes up, he
should have his mind working again.”

“So, there is a solution.” Celeste
let out a breath.

“Astria… what exactly is going on?”
I demanded.

I’d been putting off the question
until Astria was prepared to tell me, but I didn’t feel like I
could wait any longer.

Astria’s face flushed. “What is
going on in Chalm… I’m not sure Master will be able to fix it on
his own.”  

“Damage?” I narrowed my eyes. “I
think you need to tell me exactly what happened in Chalm.”

“Yes…” Astria looked down. “I’m
not sure if I can describe this properly. In short, Chalm is now a
dungeon, and everyone inside is Elaya’s monsters.”














[image: 22]


[image: t]

s it turned out, Elaya had taken over
Chalm. It would’ve been nice to blame her entirely, but I’d
already made that mistake with Astria and I wasn’t going to jump to
conclusions again. When the sword dungeon cut my bonds, it really was
all of my bonds. That included my connection to my dungeon. It made
sense that all my tamed monsters would be set loose, and the calm
miasma that once served my populace would run amok.

	
	
	



I decided to stay the night with the
fairies. We returned to the old town of Chalm where I brought back
all the children and volunteer workers, then made an announcement.

“Those who wish to work on completing
the palace will be paid handsomely,” I announced. “I will also be
officially naming this town Chalm’s Crossing. You will become the
bridge between Aberis and western Aberis.”

Technically, because of the shape of
the wilderness, Chalm’s Crossing was farther east than Deeksville.
It was technically on the very border of the area given to me by
Prince Aberis as part of my promotion. That was because it was on the
border of Aberis. Technically, the wilderness wasn’t claimed by
Aberis, and old Chalm had been built distinctly outside the border of
Aberis.

By giving me the wilderness, Prince
Aberis had done nothing except offer the support of Aberis should
Dioshin on the opposite side pose a problem once we started settling
the west. In truth, the land given by Aberis was only a small sliver
in the southwest. Even the area north in Alerith, where Lord Reign
was still in charge, wasn’t mine yet. That was another threat that
had been delayed two months. I’d deal with it when I had time.

After making my announcements, the
people only clapped weakly. Many of them had been drained of
lifeforce by the fairies for the last few months, and those were the
ones that weren’t forced to work around the clock on the palace.
They were a beaten people who lived in fear. After Astria apologized
to them personally, it still was a bit much.

That was until I broke out my Cook
skill and began to make food. Food was a good pick me up in this
world too. Since I was pulling out spices from my world, the food was
even better. We had meat, potatoes, and vegetables. It was probably
the most luxurious meal the people that had lived in old Chalm had
ever seen. Chalm had slowly begun to adopt a more sophisticated diet
under my influence, but Chalm’s Crossing was still too isolated.

After eating, the people grew more
relaxed and even began talking with me and the fairies. While
listening in on their conversations, I learned their plight wasn’t
all bad. The Nymphs had been sucking people dry of mana, but they
were Nymphs. They pulled mana from humans while they were asleep.
That ended up giving the people vivid, erotic dreams. I finally
learned that their suffering wasn’t from exhaustion but
embarrassment. Relationships were ruined, as the men and women could
no longer satisfy each other.

Sensual dreams night after night had
left them all exhausted! They were too embarrassed to hang out with
those they had likely fantasized about during such dreams. Even with
the fairies promising not to do it to anyone unwillingly anymore,
many of them volunteered to continue to be harvested with perhaps too
much eagerness. I wanted my righteous anger back.
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 ended up staying at the familiar inn I
had first started sleeping at when I came to this world. This time, I
had Astria and Celeste with me. We didn’t do anything. Until the
other girls were found, they decided they didn’t want to do
anything like that. I asked the girls if they knew anything else
regarding Chalm, but they didn’t.

	
	
	



“Are you going to be going alone?”
Celeste asked.

“I want you to go and get any news
you can on the other girls,” I spoke to Celeste.

“I could come…” Astria said
stubbornly.

“You’re too weak. You gave up most
of your energy to your daughter, and the fight we had probably didn’t
do you any favors. You’re to stay at the palace and recover,” I
explained again to Astria.

The two fairies still looked at me
worriedly.

“You know, I can summon up an army of
fairies. They didn’t all become nymphs. I also have a few wisps,
dryads, salamanders, and gnomes,” Astria said.

“So many types of fairies!”

“Mm… I didn’t know about their
evolutions either. It wasn’t until I pushed them that they started
to evolve. Of the two hundred I have, thirty have become higher
fairies. They could help you. You’re best as a leader. With that
much firepower…”

I shook my head. “I need to see
things for myself. Besides, if I bring an army, I might end up
starting a war. I hope none of the citizens get hurt, and I won’t
be able to guarantee that with fairies running around.”

“That’s true…” She seemed
uncertain.

“Besides, I have Alysia with me.
She’ll keep me safe.”

Astria shot a glare at the sword
sitting in the corner of the room. “That sword is making me jealous
again!”

“I-I’m not doing anything?”
Alysia cried out defensively.

“Never mind that,” Celeste spoke
up. “I’m used to Master bringing other women home. However, there
is something else that Master has been putting off.”

“Hmm?” I blinked, giving an
innocent smile. “What’s that? I think we’ve resolved
everything. Tomorrow, I’ll be going to Chalm. Astria will be
resting. You will go searching for Miki and then meet me back at
Chalm. It sounds like a perfect plan.”

“Where is the part where I’m your
slave again?” she demanded, making an upset face that still looked
adorable on the cute fairy.

“Huh?” I asked, looking away. “The
slave bond between us was removed.”

“Exactly! So, why haven’t you made
me a slave already? I’ve been waiting all night! You already
enslaved Mother.”

I coughed. “I mean, I enslaved your
mother because she was out of control. I needed to put a reign on
her.”

“Mm! Mm! Mother is bad. Master must
punish Mom, so he’ll put her in reins and then ride her like an
animal!”

“I didn’t say that…”

“It’s no punishment at all!”
Celeste cried out. “I want to be a slave again!”

“Celeste… you’re strong now,” I
said awkwardly. “You don’t need that power. As far as being
close, I’m happy to be as close to you as you want to be. This is a
chance for us to start new, and to be as equa—ahh!”

Celeste leaped on me, her expression
filled with seriousness. “Make me your slave. Now!”

“Y-y-yes!”

{Celeste has become your slave.}

{Name: Celeste

Class: Elemental

Job: Master Wind Magician (LVL 85),
Novice Magician (LVL 100), Magic Singer (LVL 44)

Unlocked Jobs: Adept Wind Magician
(LVL 50), Apprentice Magician (LVL 80), Singer (LVL 28), Enchanter
(LVL 20), Tinker (LVL 3)

Race: Aeolus}

The bond formed instantly, snapping
into place before I even finished the spell with no resistance. I let
out a sigh, but Celeste snuggled up to me, humming peacefully to
herself. Her mother gave me apologetic looks as if to say that it
couldn’t be helped. I supposed that settled it. One way or another,
I was destined to end up with a slave harem.
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  he next morning, I woke up bright and
early. It was just like the old times, when we would wake up early,
fight in a dungeon until evening, then rest around the mansion.
Except this time, I was sending Celeste away and going on my own.

  “You don’t need to worry,” Alysia
reassured me. “It’s probably not that bad.”

I had been able to cure the man of the
karmic infection he had received. Furthermore, I would not hide my
appearance with Elaya. Once she saw my face, she would likely fall
over herself trying to get an apology for everything she had done. I
moved Xin to the unfinished palace and tasked Astria’s fairies with
taking care of her. They would keep her asleep for the moment.

Until I could reconnect with my Xin, it
was best if she didn’t suddenly become coherent. I was still
worried that I missed something and Demon Lord Aberis had left a
piece of himself inside her so he could once again return. That demon
was a cockroach.

After seeing Celeste fly off, I opened
a portal just outside of Chalm. As soon as I looked down on the city,
I let out a hiss.

“What is that?” Alysia asked in an
alarmed voice.

Looking down at the city, I discovered
it was completely blocked by a giant purple dome. It resembled the
dome the priests put over the city back when Karr’s Dungeon had
taken over. Now, it was my dungeon that caused all the harm. It gave
me a complicated feeling as I thought about it. Dungeons inherently
hurt the world they existed in. They were cancerous sores, taking in
the world’s mana and corrupting it. Trying to control one and use
it for my own gains came with risks.

I had attempted to control such a
dungeon. I convinced myself it was tame because it was mine. However,
that tameness had depended on me. When I died, that miasma flowed out
of control and consumed Elaya and the city. Astria had barely
escaped. Even if I hadn’t died, I was someone who took risks every
day. I entered other dungeons and fought dangerous bosses. What about
the future?

I was only human. Astria, Celeste, and
many of the other girls would long outlive me. Inevitably, even in
the best of circumstances, I would die from old age. Was dealing with
a dungeon simply too much risk? Was it always going to end in such a
bad way? Even if I could undo the damage this time, what about the
next time? What about when I grew old and died? I didn’t want my
legacy to end with my city being wiped out by my own creation.

“You have that look on your face
again,” Alysia said.

“You can’t see my face.”

“I can feel it. You’re thinking you
made a mistake with the dungeon.” 


Alysia was starting to understand me
more and more the longer our souls were bound.

“Did I?” I asked wistfully.

“For the longest time, I only thought
dungeons could be destroyed. You taught me that dungeons could serve
a purpose, that the curses could be turned into blessings,” Alysia
spoke. “This dungeon may be a curse now, but I have a feeling that
as long as Master is involved, it will one day become a blessing.”

I took a deep breath and nodded. “Then,
let’s make another happy ending.”
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  started walking into Chalm. Of course,
there was the option of portaling directly into the city, or even
into Xin’s boss room. Sadly, I couldn’t do it. Portal depended on
me having the area I was visiting on the map. Over time, analyzing
space laws with the Blue Mage job, I realized Portal did not depend
on any kind of visual understanding of the land. It came from mana
sense. I hadn’t realized it, but my mapping skill used mana like a
sonar. That was also why creatures appeared on it, even hidden ones I
couldn’t see. The only way I couldn’t see something was if it
didn’t emit any mana signature at all.

  The dungeon and the city inside no
longer had the same mana signature they had once had. On my map, it
showed a blank space encompassing the large barrier dome over the
city, and it was as if I had never visited the city before. That was
ultimately why I decided to go to Chalm Crossing first rather than
directly to Chalm.

As we reached the barrier, I was able
to take a closer look at it. It wasn’t like the priest barrier they
once set up. Rather, one could say it’s the exact opposite. The
church erected the older barrier to block the spread of the miasmic
contamination. That was because Karr’s Dungeon was originally too
volatile to destroy and the church wanted to use the cursed city as a
deterrent to hold back the wilderness from spreading into Aberis.

Miasma made up the new barrier, and
while I wasn’t nearly as experienced with such things as the likes
of Elaya, it seemed designed to condense miasma. It was cycling
miasma, absorbing it, then redirecting it into a certain spot. That
spot, if I had to guess, was the former fairy spring. In short, it
was a miasma generator that was skillfully built to service the
dungeon.

“I’ve never seen a dungeon like
this,” Alysia said in wonder.

“This isn’t the dungeon,” I
responded. “Most dungeons you’ve seen have been contained using
special spells and barriers so the miasma doesn’t leak out and
affect the area. Good enough barriers can even allow a dungeon to be
right in the middle of a city. Wild dungeons, on the other hand,
don’t have such a restriction. The miasma usually spreads from the
entrance, and you end up with an area around the surface that is
corrupted and contains monsters. It was also where most surface
monsters that eventually acclimated to a non-dungeon climate come
from.

“Elaya didn’t turn all of Chalm
into a dungeon, but she allowed it to influence all of Chalm. The
real dungeon is still underground, and there’s no guess how big
it’s gotten in the last two months. Two months ago, it had been
heavily damaged in the fight against Demon Lord Aberis. Now though,
with Astria dumping mana in to protect Celeste and Elaya turning the
fairy spring into a miasma spring… I can’t tell you what the
dungeon had evolved into.”

“I see…” she responded somberly.

Alysia had dedicated her life to
fighting back the dungeon threat, but most of the dungeons she had
visited were tame ones. She resented them for the people who died in
them, but compared to a wild dungeon, they were nearly as tame as
dogs. As a result, she barely knew anything about what dungeons were
actually like. Well, every dungeon was practically a living creature,
and if I ever got old enough to retire, I could probably write a book
on categorizing dungeon types and giving out wisdom on their nature.

After determining that walking through
the miasma barrier wouldn’t harm us, I began to cautiously move
forward. With a step, I passed through the miasma barrier. 


Every miasma was different. They each
had a unique signature to them. For example, the miasma from the
malacrum dagger I took from Astria had an extremely aggressive
temperament. Even when I had a blessing that made me immune to the
negative effects of miasma, it only accounted for some of what the
miasma did.

Miasma could still attack my soul, and
it did so aggressively to the point that I barely survived. It wasn’t
until I ended up with a god soul that I became truly immune to
miasma. Now, it rolled off me with ease. What made me uncomfortable
was that the miasma no longer welcomed me. It was miasma from my own
dungeon, but after our bond was broken, the miasma had somehow
changed its signature. It was no longer mine. I realized it wouldn’t
be enough just to walk into the dungeon. I’d need to challenge it
and claim my place as its dungeon master.
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  espite everything, I wasn’t actually
the dungeon master of my own dungeon. I had built the dungeon, and
the miasma that coursed through the dungeon had my own personal DNA,
but I feared that if I had become a dungeon master, I would have been
linked to the dungeon, unable to move. It was Xin who had been given
the responsibility of managing my dungeon, and it was her existence
and soul that were tied to it.

  It stood to reason that with the close
relationship between Xin and Elaya, Elaya had essentially taken my
role as the builder, while Xin continued to be the dungeon’s
master. Things were different now, however. I believed that with my
mimic job, I could be the dungeon master, while not being stuck in
the dungeon. Essentially, I’d create a duplicate identity of
myself, make that the dungeon master, then whenever I left the
dungeon, I would just change identities, obscuring that one for a
time.

I thought about it for a bit, and I was
pretty sure it would work. Thus, me becoming the dungeon master was
possible now. Of course, if I died again, and it severed the bond,
the dungeon would fall and disperse, rather than going out of control
like it did this time. That’s why I couldn’t afford to die
anymore. Besides, only Miki would have the ability to resurrect me if
I died. The larger the soul, the more demanding the resurrection, and
my soul, especially after being tempered in the soul dungeon, in the
same way that it was difficult to destroy, it would also be difficult
to resurrect.

I stepped into the city of Chalm. The
barrier blocked out the light, leaving the place completely dark. I
used the Light spell to create a circle of light around me. It was a
powerful dungeon spell I didn’t always appreciate since the circle
of light that it created only worked for me and those in my party. It
was like those circles of light in certain hack-and-slash
role-playing games. In theory, I could knock out the lights then use
my Light spell, blinding my opponent while only I could see. Well,
that didn’t usually work in dungeons, because most animals down
there were acclimated to being in that environment.

Thus, while I could see around me, they
couldn’t see me. As for who they were, as soon as I stepped into
the city and turned on the light, I noticed a group of five people.
They were standing around aimlessly, not taking a single step. I
realized they were the people of Chalm. Several of them were
animalkin of various types. However, their skin was deathly pale, and
they weren’t moving like normal.

One of them lifted his head in my
direction. His eyes were completely black, without a hint of white.
He let out a low growl in my direction as if he sensed me. He must
have heard me. I realized I should have equipped some dungeon skills
that allowed me to hide my presence and sneak. Accessing them now
would only cause my tattoos to glow, and that was something the
creatures would see.

The man let out a barking, inhuman
screech. The screech was repeated by dozens, then hundreds of voices
all around us. His eyes were directly on me, and the other four
individuals I could see looked in my direction as well.

“I think I’m going to need to run,”
I said to Alysia.

“I agree.”
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  ducked into an alley. A dozen or so
screeching people ran past the entrance a few moments later.
Thankfully, they didn’t seem to be as smart as they were in the
past. I let out a breath. I didn’t know what their intent was as
they ran at me screeching with black eyes, but it couldn’t be good.
They reminded me of zombies, not the kind I fought in Mina’s
dungeon, but the rage virus kind. I had already had a hint of that
when I encountered the crazed man, but it looked like the dungeon had
infected the entire town with a miasmic curse.

  As I was catching my breath, there was
a loud crash behind me. A cold chill ran up my spine as I turned
around. Slowly, crawling out of a trash heap, was a little girl. She
had her hair over her eyes, and she looked filthy. Had she been
surviving the whole time in the city? Sympathy gripped my heart.
Taking a step toward her, I held out my hand gently.

“Little Miss, are you alright?”

The girl lifted her head, revealing
black eyes.

“Screeee!” she let out a cry.

“Nope!”

I jumped up, kicking off the walls
until I was on the roof. I then ran as more distant screeches replied
to her call. I jumped from rooftop to rooftop, but it was impossible
to do without being noticed. More and more screeches responded, and
the villagers raced below with scrambled feet. If I kept it up, I was
going to get the entire town into a frenzy.

I stopped for a moment, glancing around
worriedly.

“Master?” Alysia asked.

“I need to get to the dungeon
entrance. I was trying to get in the mansion so I could skip straight
down to the boss level, but I’m starting to realize that’s
impossible.”

As I glanced toward my mansion, the
vast majority of the citizens were huddled in a horde right at the
entrance. Getting past them would be near impossible, even for me.
They were like the perfect alarm. However, on the outskirts of town
opposite where I was, the true entrance sat unprotected. I didn’t
think the villagers would follow me into the dungeon, so all I had to
do was cross the entrance, then I’d be in the normal territory. On
the other hand, if I entered the mansion, a horde of them could end
up following me and trampling through it.

They were still people, so even if I
could outrun them through the mansion, that many close together were
bound the trample some of them and potentially kill them. There were
even children in those crowds, so getting them riled up wasn’t an
option.

Making my decision, I turned to the
outer entrance. However, I barely made it a step before one of the
zombified residents leaped up from the street and onto the roof. It
was an extremely impressive jump. The man wasn’t even an animalkin,
which made the feat even more impressive. However, they happened to
be a person I recognized. My face turned pale.

“Guild Master?”

The guild master of Chalm looked at me
with his solid black eyes, then let out a screech.
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  he guild master is rather tough,” I
responded.

  I knocked him back twice, but each
time, with a roar, he’d leap back onto the roof, charging at me
like an animal. Well, animals didn’t use swords, and despite his
current feral state, he seemed to still understand how to use a
weapon. Calling them completely mindless would be a problem.

“What should we do, Master?” Alysia
asked. “I can knock him unconscious.”

I glanced toward the undefended
dungeon. If the residents of Chalm were being controlled by the
dungeon, it seemed kind of odd that the primary entrance to the
dungeon wasn’t being protected at all. The people all remained in
the city. That could mean the people had some basic attachment to the
city. They may be aggressive, but perhaps they remained in their
comfort areas instinctively. That could also mean there was a trap
near the entrance. I didn’t know.

Shaking my head slowly, I focused on
the charging man. “Don’t take him down. I have another plan for
him.”

I dodged the guild master, leaping back
to the previous building. He immediately changed his footing to
follow. He was quite adept with his footwork. I thought all my time
in the dungeons caused me to far outreach the simple people of Chalm.
However, I continually found myself amazed at how small my worldview
had been. The guild master, for example, seemed to be just as strong
as any of my girls were around the time we defeated Demon Lord Aberis
the first time.

I hadn’t seen him in the battle,
although he surely helped fight the demon armies, and he even led the
local adventurers in battle. I recalled hearing something about the
adventurers being one of the stronger teams. At the time, it hadn’t
registered. After all, I joined the adventurers once, and while no
one died, Mina’s Dungeon had ended up beating them back. That gave
me an impression that Chalm’s adventuring guild wasn’t that
strong.

Then again, that had been Chalm
Crossing. It stood to reason that as we reclaimed Chalm, stronger
adventurers would come to Chalm with the promise of fortune and
adventure. I had donated a lot of my coin, which ended paying
adventurers to keep back the wilderness. It wasn’t just the dungeon
dissuading them, but also the work of the people putting their lives
on the line. That was something I shouldn’t forget. It looked like
my party weren’t the only ones in Chalm that had gotten stronger.

Once I remembered it, Big Sis Ruby had
also managed to keep up with my girls, although she ultimately
decided that we were too reckless and stopped following me. Ah,
speaking of which, if Guild Master was under control, then wouldn’t
she…

“Trap!” I tried to leap to the
side, but a hidden person had been waiting as the guild master forced
me back.

Ruby appeared, attacking me in the back
with her blade. She let out a howl as she stabbed me. The Guild
Master took the initiative and also attacked, slashing me in the
front. Blood splashed from my body as I was cut from both sides. I
hadn’t expected them to coordinate like that. It looked like the
higher their levels, the more intelligence they retained.

“Master!” Alysia let out a cry as I
was skewered from both sides.
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  otcha!” I grabbed onto the wrists of
Guild Master and Ruby, a slight grin on my face, using their moment
of triumph against them.

  With Mimic equipped, I used Karmic
Control, diving into their souls, and attacking the miasmic infection
at its source. The two let out panicked screams, but after having
already worked out how to do it once, it was much easier the second
time. I could probably even do it from a distance, but I had to be
certain. The two infected people collapsed to the ground. Whether it
was because my skill was more refined, or because they were both
heartier, they didn’t pass out completely.

Instead, the pair leaned on the ground,
gasping for breath. It was the guild master who recovered first. He
looked up at me, his eyes no longer black, and he let out a horrified
cry.

“L-Lord Deekson!”

I looked down at him. “Guild Master.”

“Deek… y-you’re alive!” a voice
shouted behind me, and then large arms wrapped around me from behind.

“Ahhh! C-can you at least get these
weapons out of me?”

“Oh no!” She turned red, reaching
out, grabbing, and pulling.

“I’m sorry!” The guild master
ripped his weapon out at the same time.

“Gahhhh… that smarts!” I fell to
a knee, but I was already casting Heal.

Actually, after the torture I
experienced through Alysia’s torment in the soul domain, that kind
of pain was nothing. I let the pair strike me. I’d been planning to
let the Guild Master strike me. I hadn’t realized Ruby was there
until it was too late, so I allowed her to strike, too. My body was
too tough for them to cause more than superficial wounds. My vitality
was something that they couldn’t overcome. Even compared to
Osterians, I would be hard to knock down.

Although they were both fast and
strong, they still weren’t thinking clearly. Perhaps, if they
worked toward a fight of attrition, they could’ve slowly weakened
me. That’s why I chose to ultimately take the hits. I needed to get
close enough to grab them, and I needed them to let their guard down
for a moment. I didn’t know if they could use skills in that state,
and I didn’t want to tempt them to the point they were using
powerful skills and potentially hurting themselves or the other
infected.

As the wounds closed at a visible rate,
I heard a sudden sob. Ruby threw her arms around me again.

“I’m so sorry! I’m sorry!” she
bellowed loud enough that even the infected below awkwardly started
to walk away.

“Who is this then?” Alysia asked.

She’d been perfectly fine with
princesses and slaves, but for some reason, Ruby, with her big chest
that revealed a ton of cleavage pressed against me, had caused Alysia
to grow irate. The guild master scratched the back of his head and
laughed awkwardly.

“She became a wreck after she thought
you died,” he admitted. “I have to say, I’m glad to see the
rumors were wrong. I’m even more glad to see you. As you can see,
Chalm needs you.”

Hearing the screeching calls throughout
the city, I had to say that was an understatement.
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lysia, this is big sis Ruby. She’s…
um…”

	
	
	



“I’m his big sister!” Ruby pushed
against me, her chest pressing against my arm as she glared at
Alysia. “And who is this?”

“Alysia! I’m his sword.”

“Hmph… you weren’t able to
protect him from my blade.”

“That was… he moved me out of the
way!” Alysia shot back, pouting.

In a time that felt like forever ago,
it had been Ruby who helped acclimate me to the adventuring guild.
She was over a head taller than me, and I ended up referring to her
as a big sister. Later on, she traveled with my group for a bit,
battling bandits. Eventually, she decided we were too reckless and
left our team. I had honestly thought she didn’t like me all that
much. Since I merged, I was now a head taller than her, so my big
sister was smaller than me, but for some reason, she had her arm
around me and was acting extremely protective.

We fled back to the adventuring guild.
The guild master used a smoke bomb to hide our escape from the other
infected. We were sitting in his office. According to him, his office
had many defensive spells placed on it, and it wouldn’t be easy for
anyone to get in there, allowing us some time to speak in private. By
that point, Alysia returned to her human form, her arms crossed,
glaring at Ruby, who glared back defiantly.

I always thought Ruby was half-Osterian
because of her size. Meanwhile, Alysia was half-Osterian, although
she looked all Osterian because of her mother’s sacrifice. They
were both well-endowed adventurers with outgoing friendly demeanors.
One would think the two would get along fantastically. Incidentally,
neither had shown a problem with Lydia or any of my other slave
girls, let alone Eliana or Raissa. Raissa and Ruby seemed to get
along well. So why was she glaring at Alysia? Women were truly
confusing.

“I thought you were angry at me,” I
admitted to Ruby, partially to prevent the two from fighting even
more.

“A-angry…” She cocked her head.
“Why would you think that?”

“Um… the guild master… he said
you didn’t want to adventure with us anymore. He said you retired.
I thought, after we’d done all those dangerous things, you had come
to resent us.”

Ruby blinked, then turned to the guild
master. He straightened up. Ruby suddenly pulled out her blades.

“What did you say, old man?”

“Ahh! R-R-Ruby! It’s not what it
looks like! The situation…” He looked at me and threw out his
hand, pointing. “He said he wanted to get you pregnant!”

“Ehhh?” I stumbled back. “That’s…
I mean, I said it, but I didn’t mean it!” 


I did vaguely recall saying that if
Ruby wanted to have children, I’d have them with her, but I was
more flustered after she suddenly dumped me. Not me! My team! Ruby
didn’t dump me! 


“You what?” Ruby glared at me. 


“Y-you misunderstand!” I waved my
hands desperately. “I just didn’t want you to leave the party!”

“You said you were conflicted, so I
was just trying to help!” the guild master cried out. 


Ruby glared at both of us. “What kind
of cheap woman do you think I am? You think either of you can decide
these kinds of things for me?” 


My mouth flapped open and closed a few
times. Meanwhile, the guild master looked on with wide eyes. I shot a
look at Alysia, hoping for some support here. 


She glanced away with a sniff. “Men
are scum.”

Ruby and Alysia shared a nod of
agreement. Why did they start getting along now of all times?
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  hy am I scum?” I demanded with a
wounded look.

  “They called me scum too…” the
guild master whimpered.

“You’re the one who caused all of
this!” I snapped at him. 


The guild master was trying to act like
he was innocent, but it was his actions that caused Ruby to grow
angry in the first place. He was even giving me a pitiful look, like
he wanted me to defend his actions. So shameless. He’s the one who
made me think Ruby hated me. At least he had the decency to look
guilty as I glared at him.

Ruby finally let out a sigh, sitting in
the desk chair and putting her feet up on the desk. Wait, wasn’t
this the guild master’s office? My glare turned to a questioning
look, and the guild master shrugged helplessly.

“She’s vice guild master now, but
I’d swear she thought she was boss.”

“Eh? What was that?” she asked.

“N-nothing!” the guild master
jumped.

“And for you, Deek,” she barked at
me.

“Y-yes!” I also jumped.

She sighed. “When I traveled with you
a few months ago, you showed me a part of myself I didn’t like.”

“Huh?”

“What do you think the point of being
an adventurer is?” she asked. 


“Um… adventuring?” I frowned. 


“It’s about putting your life on
the line, taking risks, and fighting for what you believe in. At
every point along the way, you would do reckless, crazy, stupid
things. They were things I never even would have thought of on my
own. I realized I’m not the adventurer I thought I was. That’s
why I ended up retiring and becoming the vice guild master. I just
didn’t have it in me to go on adventures anymore.”

“I-I see…”

I didn’t get it. She should have said
something if she felt that way. Why did the guild master say I was
the reason? Why did I get attacked? She continued speaking.

“The guild master has been trying to
get me to retire and join him for a while. He was probably afraid
you’d convince me to leave with you.”

“Th-that’s not true!” The guild
master turned red, though, basically showing his guilt. “I’m
sorry! I may have exaggerated a bit, but she really was in a mood
after returning!” 


“Of course, I was in a mood,” she
scoffed. “It’s not easy to realize hard truths about yourself. I
realized I couldn’t make a difference out there. However, with my
experience, I figured that if I became a guild master, I could still
make a real difference in the lives of other adventurers.”

“Did she just call herself the guild
master?” the guild master muttered.

“With Chalm growing, I knew they
needed strong support in the future. Guild Master was already a
worthless old man who is full of hot air.”

“Right…” I nodded, remembering
how many times he and the mayor got me doing their dirty work. 


“You agree!” the guild master cried
out tearfully.

Ruby continued, ignoring the guild
master. “There are so many minor problems a city faces that you’re
never aware of because it gets handled by the various guilds. I knew
the best way I could help you and the city was to take on this
position.”

“Help me?”

She nodded. “Since you started
calling me big sis, I guess I saw you as my little brother, too. I
don’t have any other family. My parents ended up selling me into
slavery when I was a child.”

My eyes grew wide. “You were a
slave?”

She shrugged. “I wasn’t for long. I
was a sickly child. It was Figuro who received me, and Chalm ended up
buying me and nursing me back to health, so for as long as I
remember, I’ve been part of Chalm. That’s why I’ve stuck
around, and why I feel so much affection for this city. So, you can
imagine how I felt when a shy little healer showed up and started
calling me big sis. Before I knew it, you were the lord of Chalm and
reclaimed the city with your own strength.”

So, it was that, after all. Just like
my girls, she felt left behind. She knew that as a guild master,
she’d be able to have a bigger influence on the city and wouldn’t
feel like she was insignificant. Everyone had their own path, it
seemed. 


“I understand.” I bowed. “Guild
Master Ruby.”

“She’s the vice though…” the
guild master whined helplessly.

She waved her hand, blushing slightly.
“Just keep calling me big sis. I’ll take care of things on this
side and do my best to support my bro on your side.”

“I understand.”

“Oh, and family is family. If you
fantasize about your big sister again, I’ll break your balls.”

“Y-yes!”

I learned that day that some women
didn’t fantasize about having children. All my slave girls had
always excitedly talked about one day being pregnant, so I had
forgotten that not every woman had such aspirations. Plus, Ruby was
her own person who could make her own choices. Alysia, who had all -
her choices stripped from her by the Demon Lord Aberis to become his
incubator, sympathized with that the most. 


I still didn’t like being scolded. At
least the pair were finally getting along, I supposed.
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  lright, can you guys give me any more
information about what is going on here?” I asked, moving on from
our previous conversation.

  The guild master and Ruby glanced at
each other, then at me.

“We were hoping you knew what
happened,” Ruby admitted. “It started shortly after your death
was announced. A request came out to suppress and control the
dungeon. Since you no longer were there to control it, it needed to
be contained like the other dungeons. We were just getting a team of
priests and adventurers together when a massive barrier appeared over
the city and miasma started seeping out from the entrance.”

“It reminded me of Chalm from back
then. We were expecting some kind of dungeon flood, but the miasma
just kept getting thicker and thicker, and then things started
getting foggy,” the guild master continued. “I lost my sense of
time… and it wasn’t until not too long ago that I regained my
mind with you.”

“So, you can’t remember anything
while you were under the influence of the dungeon?” I asked.

The two shook their heads. That was
unfortunate, but perhaps also a blessing. It meant the citizens
wouldn’t experience any trauma. I’d worried there would be some
long-lasting damage. However, I surveyed Ruby and the guild master,
and they both seemed fine. They weren’t even starved or dehydrated.

“What do you think we should do
next?” Ruby asked. “Are you going to move on to the dungeon?”

I shut my eyes for a moment and rubbed
my forehead. “That had been my original plan, but I’m not so
certain anymore. I don’t know what Elaya and Xin were planning, and
I don’t know how they’ll react to me. It seems like going after
the dungeon’s miasma provoked them. Since that is the case, I’m
inclined to provoke them a little more and see what happens.

“Master, you should be careful. Don’t
forget what happened to Astria,” Alysia warned.

“Don’t worry. I won’t be going
after them,” I declared. “At least, not for now.”

“You won’t?” the guild master
asked. “Then what do you plan to do?”

“They turned Chalm into one giant
miasma generator,” I explained. “I believe the shield containing
miasma is only part of it. The people are another part. They somehow
carried out a widespread soul attack, infecting your bodies with a
karmic infection. Karmic infections differ slightly from miasma. It’s
the difference between the soul and mana. You can damage or fortify
the soul with mana, but the soul and mana are fundamentally two
different things.

“Basically, with a karmic infection,
a small piece of your soul has become karmic, or become miasma-based,
and it managed to hijack and take over your entire mind, forcing you
to fulfill a role designated by the karma’s original owner, if that
makes sense. I cannot remove it from anyone’s soul. I believe Miki
can do this, and I’ve sent someone to get her, but in the meantime,
I can’t get rid of the karmic infection.”

Ruby frowned. “Wait, but you got rid
of our infections!”

“Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to do
that,” I admitted helplessly. “However, I have a job called
Mimic, and an ability called Karmic Control, which allows me to alter
karma. Simply put, I altered the karmic infection in your bodies,
severing your link to the dungeon, and attaching it to me. Then I
programmed your karma to have you act normally.”

“Wh-what are you saying?” the guild
master asked.

“Ahh… what’s the best way to show
this… um… raise your hand.”

The guild master’s hand shot up. He
frowned at me, but then, as he looked at his hand, he let out a
shout. Yet, he still kept it raised.

“You can stop now.” I shrugged,
allowing him to lower his hand with a flush. “In short, if I will
it, I have direct control of your souls.”
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  -you can make us do whatever you want!”
the guild master cried out in surprise.

  I nodded. “Sadly, the infection has
already taken root. It’s wrapped around your soul, and whoever has
control of your karma has control of you. So, you can see the kind of
damage Elaya could cause, and why I am unwilling to just barrel
through the dungeon and defeat her.”

“Y-you can make us do whatever…”
Ruby replied with a dazed expression, then looked at me with wide
eyes before looking away. “P-pervert… I’m your big sister!”

“Don’t say things like that! If I
was controlling you, do you think I’d have let you attack me
earlier?” I cried.

“I still don’t get it. Why did they
do this?” Alysia asked.

“It’s not much different than what
Astria was doing,” I explained. “She was using fairies to extract
the natural mana from the nearby residents.” However, Elaya isn’t
looking for mana, she’s looking for miasma. Normally, once a soul
is infected with karma, miasma slowly envelops it until the soul is
either consumed, resulting in the host’s death, or the soul is
converted, becoming a karmic soul. Once someone’s soul is converted
to its karmic state, they are bound to the dungeon and are basically
a dungeon monster.

“However, that isn’t what is
happening. The miasma is instead being absorbed by the barrier and
then being fed into the dungeon. So, the people have become walking
lightning rods, absorbing miasma to power the miasma generator.
That’s why, even after two months, you guys haven’t been turned
into monsters.”

That was the essentials of it. Of
course, I didn’t understand how it all worked. It’d require
someone far more accustomed to using miasma than myself. There was
also one component that I had intentionally left out when I explained
everything to them. That was the miasma fountain. I’d noticed it
the second I walked into the city. Shooting out from behind my
mansion was a massive stream of miasma, which spread out and created
a barrier over the city. That’s how I knew the two were linked
because I could see the link.

The others either couldn’t see the
fountain, or they didn’t know what it was. The fairy fountain
behind my mansion was a secret. I hadn’t even told the mayor or
guild master about it. Astria had commanded the fairies to keep
everyone from noticing it, and there were various spells and tricks.
So, if someone should sneak behind the mansion, they would walk right
past it without ever knowing it was there. If people became aware of
the fairy fountain, it would spread desire and envy. It was best to
keep it as hidden as possible, but for those sensitive to mana, that
was probably impossible. Either way, I thought it best not to mention
it in front of those two, despite it being the lynchpin behind the
alleged miasma generator.

“M-monsters…” The guild master
went pale, seemingly focused on that part of my talk.

“Well, I’ve seen the others out
there. They don’t look much better than monsters.” Ruby frowned.
“What’s your plan?”

“I’ll need you guys to try to
capture them, one at a time. We’ll free them from the dungeon’s
control,” I explained.

“You’ll be cutting off the supply
of miasma.” Ruby frowned.

“Not just that!” Alysia spoke
excitedly as she realized my plan. “He plans to keep the miasma
feeding into the dungeon.”

“Huh? For what reason?” the guild
master asked with a frown.

“The dungeon is currently no longer
mine.” I shrugged. “And I don’t know how much the dungeon has
grown these last few months. Normally, if a dungeon acted this
aggressively, someone would destroy it. However, Elaya was clever to
hide her tracks, and so was Astria. As a result, I can’t predict
how powerful or how deep it runs now. It might just be me worrying
for nothing, but since we’ve come this far, I might as well take
every precaution.”

“He’s going to feed the dungeon his
own miasma,” Alysia declared.

Ruby and the guild master only stared.
They didn’t understand, but that was the gist of it. It had once
been my dungeon, but the miasma frequency was off and no longer my
own. Since Elaya was using the people of the town to feed her
dungeon, I would change it back to my frequency. I would take control
of the dungeon once again, starting from the inside.
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  ’ve been trying to pick soldiers,”
the guild master declared. “They’re a bit trickier to catch, but
I reckon the more people we convert, the more aggressive the
remaining will become.”

  The guild master might be a tad
manipulative, but when it came to organization, he was a master. He
had quickly started taking my plan into effect, capturing one person
after another. He went specifically for adventurers, soldiers, and
guards. Once those men woke up again, they would both have the mental
fortitude to deal with what happened, but also the knowledge to
assist in the future.

No one seemed to recall much more than
falling into a dream-like state. Did Elaya use the siren to obtain
her goals? That certainly seemed like a possibility. The siren could
have easily lulled everyone in the city into a sleep, allowing Elaya
to insert the karmic infections into their souls. Since they
remembered nothing, I’d be waking the children last. They’d
already have their mothers and fathers around, and thus not
experience any trauma whatsoever.

At first, the guild master and Ruby
went out and brought back a person every ten minutes or so.
Meanwhile, Alysia took her human form and helped restrain the
townsfolk while I used mimic to adjust their karmic influence. It was
a slow process. It wasn’t just a matter of finding the right
people, but also doing it without letting the crowds become alerted.
Once they knew we were there, they would attack.

Although the people in the city were
being used to produce miasma, they were also being used to protect
the city as well. They were the dungeon’s eyes and ears, alerting
them to any threat. Eventually, the dungeon would notice something
was happening and respond, but I wanted to push that time off as long
as possible, so some subterfuge was in order. If they were alerted,
it’d be difficult to cure them, let alone preventing any from
getting hurt.

Thankfully, many of the people woke up
soon after being cured of their infection. Once they woke up, they
volunteered to help. Naturally, the guards weren’t as skilled as
the guild master, so at first, I waited until there was an adequate
group to make a small team. However, as we sent out more teams, they
could bring back more people in a timely manner. Some remained behind
to restrain the captured while I continued to cure them one at a
time.

We set up a triage unit, spreading over
the entire adventuring guild, which they had expanded and was now a
fairly massive building, complete with a full bar, rooms, offices,
and hospital. I went from infected to infected, restoring their minds
one at a time as fast as I could. Even with them getting all the wait
period out of the way, I could only move so fast. It took about two
minutes per person to heal them. Although my mana regeneration had
become impressive, I still found it slowly wearing down from
continuous use. I occasionally drank some of my remaining stores of
waters of life, but I couldn’t keep going forever.

That said, the adventuring guild slowly
became crowded as more and more people awakened and became eager to
get to work. It was a hardy group of people. Chalm had been destroyed
twice at this point, and they wouldn’t hesitate to rebuild from
scratch if they had to. They were my people, and as I saw them busily
working, I felt a sense of pride.
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  -you’re alive.” The girl’s eyes
widened as she recovered from her infection.

  Not everyone fainted. There were those
with a particularly strong spirit that remained awake despite their
soul being tinkered with. Also, after innumerable times of saving
people, my mimic was leveling up, as was my ability to manipulate
karma.

I was sitting on a chair after healing
her because, after having used mana all day, I was near to the point
of collapse.

“Yeah, I’m alive,” I responded.

“You… don’t remember me, do you?”
she asked awkwardly.

“The guild receptionist?” I blinked
after squinting for a second.

She nodded, smiling slightly. “I was
the secretary working in the adventuring guild when you first arrived
in the new, old Chalm.”

I learned that was what they called
Chalm’s Crossing. It had been originally called Chalm after the
other city was abandoned. When I reclaimed old Chalm, they renamed it
Chalm, and thus the other Chalm became the new, old Chalm. I had no
regrets about renaming it. I’d even incorporated the original name
in it so people didn’t get confused.

That kind of redundant naming
convention wasn’t even unique to the locale. After all, King Aberis
had his castle in the city Aberis where he ran the country Aberis.
Also, Aberis was the name of the Demon Lord, who was originally in
control of the land back when it was part of Osteria.

Don’t even get me started on the
church, which could mean the Church of the Mother, the Church of the
Daughter, or the Imperial Cloud Church. Well, at least I heard the
original church up north had never broken apart, so if I understood
it correctly, the churches of Aberis and the Ost Republic were just
the broken apart church of the offshoot of the Imperial Cloud Church
that had once been Osteria. Then there was Osteria, which was both a
country and a race of people.

I was letting my mind wander because I
was tired. The secretary girl was looking at me with a slightly
guilty and awkward expression on her face. I had almost forgotten the
girl, but she was one of the first people I had spoken to when I
arrived in the world. I raised an eyebrow, realizing she was waiting
for me to say something.

“How have you been?”

Her face grew flushed. “Back then,
when you walked in that first time looking to be an adventurer, I
never thought you would come this far.”

I blinked, then smiled. “I never
thought I’d be here either. At the time, all I was hoping for was a
good meal and a house. Had I known I’d end up being the lord of a
small region and have so many people depending on me… well, I don’t
think I’d have changed too much.”

“I… I was pretty cold to you back
then.” She bit her lip. “I was especially mean to that girl,
Miki, the nine-tail fox?”

That was right. As she spoke, I
remembered she tended to have an attitude. She was particularly
resistant toward Miki once I brought her home, and her rallying up a
crowd was one reason I left town. Of course, there were some reasons
for that. Her family died when the ghosts were released from the
mansion, and nine-tailed foxes were a taboo existence among the
animalkin.

In reality, it was Astria who was
directly responsible for her family’s death. She didn’t know
that, and she and Astria had never crossed paths. That was probably
for the best.

“I remember,” I responded shortly,
suddenly feeling awkward myself.

“I just… want to apologize,” she
responded. “I’ve begun to realize that you shouldn’t judge
people by appearances. First you, then Miki.”

“R-right… accepted, miss
receptionist.”

“Ah… I actually don’t work at the
guild anymore. I’ve started to work at the orphanage… If you ever
need to find me.”

“Then… if I ever need some
children… I mean…”

My face turned red, and so did hers.
I’d been giving well-wishes before I realized I was misspeaking. I
needed to be more careful propositioning women regarding children! I
didn’t even know where half of my baby mommas were.

“Then, please… keep working hard.
For the children,” she responded, using the opportunity to bid
farewell and leave.

I let out a sigh. “On to the next…”
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eek…”

	
	
	



“Mmm…”

“Deek!”

“Five more minutes.”

“You need to wake up now!”

“Geh!” I felt a boot kick me and I
jerked up. “I’m awake! I’m awake!”

I looked up to see Ruby glowering at
me. “You fell asleep last night while still purifying people. I
know you said you can’t teach others how to do what you can do, but
it really would be much faster.”

I was speaking the truth, though. If I
could just wave my hand and cause someone else to learn Mimic, I
would. Unfortunately, the way I learned it was by getting a karmic
infection and using my high resistance to miasma to overcome its
control. The fact that everyone in the city had become controlled by
the dungeon already proved they didn’t have what it took to learn
Mimic. Well, there might be other ways to gain Mimic.

Overall, it’s a job I’d seen no one
else possess, and Aberis was far too uninformed about the job system
as a whole. I’d need to go to the Imperial Cloud Meadow if I wanted
to learn more about jobs other than my personal research.

“I got it. I need to work on more
people,” I grumbled as I sat up.

Ruby gave an awkward expression. “No…
we wanted to give you some more time to sleep. It’s only been a few
hours. It’s still not even completely light out. However, someone
has emerged from the dungeon, so we thought it was best to get you
immediately.

“Someone?” I jerked up. “Elaya?”

“We can’t tell. She’s had a hood
up. She demanded we send our master immediately, then refused to
engage with anyone else. Based on what you said before about the
infection, we figured she meant you.”

“Master… huh?”

That would probably mean dungeon
master. I must’ve conquered enough of the dungeon. They were
noticing a rival dungeon master down there. I hadn’t issued an
official challenge, but I likely conquered a few percent just by
doing what I was doing. I intended to smoke Elaya out rather than go
in there and fetch her, so it suited my purpose just fine.

“We don’t know how long she’ll
wait though…” She tried to pressure me to hurry.

“I understand.” I got dressed,
causing Ruby to spin around. “S-sorry.”

I’d grown so used to always having a
woman around when I changed, and especially when I got up, it hadn’t
occurred to me it was a problem. Even now, Alysia was back in her
blessing form on the back of my hand. She saw what I saw, which meant
she saw everything. Thankfully, she didn’t talk about it with me.
Actually, the next time I had sex, it might be awkward. I coughed and
sped up my changing.

“We’ve managed to re-conquer half
the city so far. The infected people aren’t too difficult to handle
with a full team. After recovering the alchemists and a few mages, we
used spells and potions to put them out. At the moment, we’re
waiting for you. It also seems like we don’t get hungry or thirsty,
so we don’t need to worry about all the food that spoiled these
last two months,” Ruby spoke with her back to me.

“Makes sense.” I nodded. “The
miasma provides you with the energy you need. If dungeon creatures
needed food, dungeons wouldn’t be able to function.”

“I-I see…” She looked back at me.
“Are you ready?”

“Let’s see how she reacts to seeing
me,” I agreed.
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  e left the adventuring guild. The fixed
citizens had created several barricades and there appeared to be
people on the roofs. Unlike the guild master and Ruby, most of the
other infected residents weren’t smart enough or powerful enough to
reach the roofs. Therefore, it was a rather simple process of roping
one of them, pulling them up, then restraining them. That was when
the team didn’t have magic to just incapacitate them.

  I knew I still had a long way to go
before everyone was freed. Of course, if things went a certain way, I
might not need to do anything else. The situation might end up
resolving itself. Once Elaya saw me, she might just surrender the
dungeon immediately. Of course, that all depended on me encountering
her outside the dungeon, and based on what I’d seen so far, I had a
feeling she hadn’t left the dungeon in months.

Had she not come out by the time I
finished conquering the city, I had every intention of using the
mansion and trying to use a backdoor to reach her. The last thing I
wanted to do was start a protracted battle where I had to fight my
way down the dungeon. It would likely take days, even if the enemies
weren’t much of a challenge. Of course, there was also the
possibility that the second I walked into the dungeon, she’d
recognize me. I didn’t think that would be the case, though. If it
honestly was, then she should have recognized me the second I walked
into the city, or when I started altering the miasma being fed back
into the dungeon.

Of course, there was an alternative I
wasn’t considering. There was the possibility she did already
recognize me and chose not to come until now. Maybe, master didn’t
stand for dungeon master, but she was still recognizing me as her
master. That made little sense, either. I really wouldn’t know what
was happening until I reached the outside of town and spoke to her or
whoever was representing her.

I realized as I followed Ruby that a
group of guards ended up forming around us. I wasn’t at a level
where I could determine people’s levels at a glance, but I had a
feeling they were probably some of the top-level guards in the city.
I glanced at them curiously until Ruby seemed to notice.

“This was decided by the residents of
Chalm. Chalm originally was growing so rapidly there were more
strangers than friends. Most people had never even seen you, only
heard of you. Even during the battle against Alerith, you seemed like
a lofty presence surrounded by beautiful slaves. Now, every single
person has been personally pulled from the dark fog by your hand.
They’ve watched you working hard to save them from the infection.
They know you now, and you’ve made an impression on them.”

“R-really…”

“The citizens won’t stand to see
you harmed once again. They don’t want to see something happen
again like it did in the Ost Republic. They wish you to have an honor
guard at all times. You could say that if you earned their respect
before, it seems your actions recently have been earning their
adoration,” Ruby responded with a slight smile.

I didn’t know how to respond to that,
but I didn’t have to because we were already outside of town and
approaching the dungeon mouth. I could see a person standing there in
a robe, but it was impossible to make out who it was exactly. I
walked up to them as confidently as I could.

“I’m Deek Deekson,” I responded.
“This dungeon, and everything in it belongs to me. Surrender.”
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  hat was all I had to say. I hadn’t
prepared a speech. I hadn’t prepared anything for reaching that
far. I had been expecting her to recognize me immediately and react.
Instead, she merely watched me, hidden within her hood. Well, it
wasn’t the reception I had been expecting. Was she surprised,
confused, or angry?

  I opened my mouth to say more, but she
slowly lifted her hands to her hood, and then pulled it back, finally
revealing her face.

“Xin,” I breathed.

“This is… my mother?” Alysia
asked.

It was the final dungeon boss, Xin. In
her current form, she resembled a human. She should have been in the
final level. I found myself rather surprised by her presence on the
surface.

“Yeah, this is the other half of your
mother I was telling you about,” I informed Alysia.

“You dare to attack my Mistress’s
dungeon?” Xin demanded, glaring at me.

I frowned. Xin should have been able to
recognize me. However, the woman was staring at me like I was a
stranger.

“You know who I am, right?” I asked
helplessly.

“You are a rival dungeon master who
wishes to swallow our dungeon. I regret to inform you that you will
fail. We’re not so easy as to be bullied by other dungeons.”

“Xin… Twilight Dungeon, Deek?” I
held up my hands.

“I will destroy you and bring my
mistress your head.” She threw back her robes, revealing a sword at
her belt. “Your head will look good on the maid hero’s mantle.”

She reached down, grabbing the sword.
She had an arrogant look on her face that was familiar to me. It was
the way she looked at me when I first got to the Twilight Dungeon. It
was the look of a woman who felt superior to me. It was a look filled
with condescension.

“The maid hero… so it is Elaya,
after all.”

Xin licked her lips. “Don’t you
dare speak that name! Mistress has banned that name!”

“Why?” I furrowed my brow, hoping
she would give me some hints, so I would understand more about what
was going on.

“Mistress banned that name. She
couldn’t protect him; she couldn’t bring him back. She failed
him. That’s why… that’s why she killed herself!”

My smile dropped, and I ended up baring
my teeth. “What?”

Of all the possibilities, I hadn’t
considered such a thing. Elaya would commit suicide after learning of
my death? If that was the case, then it probably happened in my
dungeon. She probably wanted to be consumed by the dungeon I created.
If she died in my dungeon, she’d turn back into miasma, and my
miasma would mix with hers. In her broken state, she must have
thought it was poetic and romantic.

However, what would have happened
instead is that her miasma would have contaminated the dungeon,
turning it into a more chaotic curse bred from her own incomplete
story. Just like when Xin died in the Twilight Dungeon, a curse was
created inside a curse. Elaya was born again and usurped Xin and
Astria, becoming the dungeon boss. It was all starting to make sense.
It was a curse created by Elaya’s broken heart, and a lore cut
short by her foolish mistake.

“Elaya…” I said sadly.

“I told you, the maid hero forbids
that name… now die!”

Xin pulled her sword and began her
attack.
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  ait… wait… wait!” I shouted,
holding up my hands.

  Xin stopped about halfway. I was a
little surprised that she did so.

“Aren’t we going to fight her?”
Alysia asked, her voice trembling slightly.

“We defeated the other Xin… but
remember, that was her submissive half. This is her fighting half,
and Elaya’s dungeon has fortified it, so there is no saying how
powerful she’ll be.”

Compared to my guards, I got a strong
sense of danger from her. They were all holding their weapons,
looking like they were ready to fight defiantly, including Ruby, but
I knew they wouldn’t be much help in a fight against her. As for
whether or not I would win, I wasn’t confident of that either.
That’s why I stopped the fight before it could start. Especially
because I thought I had a way to avoid such a fight.

“You are a magic swordsman, correct?”
I asked.

Xin narrowed her eyes. “Is that why
you stopped our fight?”

“You believe in a fair fight, right?
You don’t enjoy stabbing people in the back. Direct confrontations,
that’s the Osterian way.”

“If you agree, then pull your sword!”

“I will! However, why don’t we
decide this fight in a single attack, ronin style?”

“Ro… nin?”

“Ahem… I mean, I’ll give my best
attack, and you give you best, and whoever is standing in the end
wins.”

“You honestly think you can knock me
down with a single strike?” Her haughty, arrogant side resurfaced.

Xin’s problem had always been that
she was too confident in herself. She believed she was better than
her opponents, and as a result, she would sometimes look down on
them. I was counting on that.

“Deek… I may be quite strong, but
I’m not confident I can defeat her in a single blow. I’m not even
confident I can protect you,” Alysia warned.

“Don’t worry. I know what I’m
doing.” I smiled.

Xin cocked her head, then after a
moment, she nodded. “Very well. I suppose since you are a dungeon
master like my mistress, you deserve to die a warrior’s death. I
will give you one attack. At that point, you will die.”

“Maybe…” I shrugged.

She turned and walked back twenty feet,
then turned and faced me.

“Are you sure about this, bro?”
Ruby asked.

“Yeah, I can do this.” I nodded,
lifting my hands and casting a spell.

“What are you casting? What is that?”
Alysia cried out.

“You’ve made a portal?” Xin cried
out, “You’re trying to run away?”

“Haha! It’s too late now!” I
laughed.

“Trying to trick me. I hate tricks
the most. Die!” Xin’s body erupted with a blinding light and she
rushed at me like lightning.

I reached through the portal. “Behold
my ultimate attack, Xin toss!”

I grabbed onto the unconscious Xin on
the other side. The portal I created led to her bed, where she was
tied up with many spells. With a heave, I tossed her at her other
self. An Osterian went flying toward her human counterpart. Xin tried
to move to dodge herself, but she already had too much momentum. The
pair collided and collapsed into a heap.

“What… What is this?” The human
girl stood up angrily, her sword having been knocked away. “You
would use an innocent woman as a human shield?”

“An innocent woman?” I raised an
eyebrow. “Maybe you should take another look.”

“You…” She looked down at the
girl, and then back at me.

However, a second later, she looked
down at the girl again. She may not be remembering me at the moment,
but there was no way she wouldn’t recognize her own body.

“This is… What is…” Her eyes
went wide, and she broke apart.

“Woah! What’s happening?” I cried
out.

“You’re the one who did this!”
Alysia cried, “What did you do to my mother?”

We watched in surprise as the human Xin
broke into ash, then her light and energy flowed into the other Xin.
The human Xin’s body was made of miasma. Her body had been
destroyed in the Twilight Dungeon and had only been recreated by
dungeons. Her true body was still the Osterian woman. I was reuniting
her soul and her body. Xin was changing once again as she finally
became her true self.
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  -master, what did you do?”

  “Hmm?” I cocked my head. “Ah,
well, I discovered that when a curse captures pieces of a person’s
soul, those pieces are naturally drawn to each other. It stood to
reason that as soon as the two Xins came in contact with each other,
they would start merging.”

“Shouldn’t something like that have
happened to you with your two forms?” Ruby walked up beside us once
she saw the fight taking a peculiar direction.

“My two parts were a somewhat unique
case. First off, our souls had completely healed, one through the use
of a rare medicine, which now that I think about it, probably existed
in the Twilight Dungeon as a hint to Xin’s true nature. Of course,
she had never taken the medicine and instead made it an award. The
other piece was healed by absorbing the power of a dungeon. These two
parts were diametrically opposed to each other, one being a karma
soul and the other being a mana soul.

“Even then, given the right
circumstances, our soul reunited after being damaged and freed from
our bodies. Once the giant absorbed the remaining piece of Xin’s
soul that I scavenged from the Twilight Dungeon. It stood to reason
that something similar would happen here. Although what surprised me
is that it was my Xin being pulled into Ost Republic’s Xin instead
of the other way around. I would have preferred it the other way.”

“Why?” Alysia asked. “You
have the slave mark on this Xin, so isn’t it better that all of it
ends up inside her?”

Ruby chuckled. “You’re not thinking
like a man.”

“Wh-what does that mean?” Alysia
asked.

“His Xin is both smaller and about
twenty years younger. How could he not prefer the more youthful
model?”

“M-master…” Alysia’s voice grew
weird.

“Th-that’s not true!” I cried out
with a cough.

Now that I could see the two Xins next
to each other, it was true that the Xin who acted as Alysia’s
mother looked more motherly and older than her counterpart. If one
woman was in her twenties, then the other looked to be in her
thirties. However, if we were talking true ages, Xin from the
Twilight Dungeon was hundreds of years old, having been caught in
that loop. However, the body she ended in was the giant, who was an
echo of Xin before she got pregnant. So, that Xin was gaining a few
years. That didn’t mean she wasn’t beautiful! It was just she was
a bit more Astria and a bit less Celeste.

As we were talking, the last bit of Xin
flowed into her.

“What I’m most worried about is
that this Xin should be even more powerful than the other two Xins.
Whether or not she is your slave, are we sure she is friendly? This
is a combination of my mother, who Aberis turned into a puppet and a
woman Elaya appears to have brainwashed,” Alysia asked worriedly.

“Well, we’re about to find out,”
I said as Xin climbed to her feet.

I faced her as she turned around to
look at me. Her eyes were solid black, but they hadn’t been
earlier. Did that mean she was under the willing control of the
dungeon?

I suddenly felt my danger sense tingle.
Without saying a word, Xin pulled her sword back and attacked.

“I guess she’s not!” I cursed.
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  y hand glowed as I pulled Alysium out.
I just blocked as Xin struck. The strength of her attack wasn’t
just sudden, but extremely powerful. She didn’t pull her punch at
all. Perhaps she realized that once I gave her commands, she would be
bound by my instructions, so she went all out before I could put any
restrictions on her. Normally, in the process of laying a slave bond,
those kinds of restrictions were placed on the enslaved. As it turned
out, using the ability Enslavement didn’t come with all the special
clauses.

  My blessing glowed across my body as I
put all my strength into blocking Xin’s attack. Her sword was
glowing, which told me she pulled off a skill as well. Usually,
skills took at least a few seconds of warning to launch, but Xin cut
the time into milliseconds and executed it in mid-strike. Even if her
levels weren’t impressive, she used a skill that only someone at
the pinnacle of their craft could launch.

I finally lost my footing, getting
struck by the powerful impact. I flew back twenty feet before I
landed on my feet again. If I fell to the ground, her next attack
would cause considerable damage. Thus, with all my footwork and
skill, I managed to just keep it. After I stopped sliding, I took a
deep breath and pulled my sword up, ready for her next attack, only
to realize she hadn’t moved from the spot where she attacked me.

The guards reacted. They were the best
Chalm had to offer after all, so they pulled their swords and
surrounded her with their weapons out, Ruby included in the mix. Xin
seemed completely unconcerned with the dozen swords aimed at her from
every direction. Instead, her eyes were on me. A small smirk formed
on her face as she lifted her sword and sheathed it.

“You’ve improved since the last
time we’ve fought.”

I narrowed my eyes suspiciously. “Which
Xin are you now?”

She laughed. “I’m Master’s Xin,
always.”

I relaxed slightly, but I was still
cautious. “Why did you attack me?”

“A lot can be learned by crossing
blades with a man. I had to make sure you were the real Deek and not
some doppelgänger, naturally.”

“If you wanted to see my blade, you
should have just asked,” I growled.

“H-here?” Xin’s face turned red
before she spun around. “I-I see you’re still the same lech as
always, Master.”

“Geh! That’s not what I meant!”

“Master even has aims on my mother…”
Alysia’s despondent voice came through.

“W-wait! It’s not what it looks
like!”

“It’s not the first mother and
daughter pair Lord Deek has claimed,” Ruby sighed.

“H-hey! That’s hardly the same
situation! Elaya and Eliana aren’t even related!”

“Hmm? I was talking about Astria and
Celeste.”

“W-wait!”

“Deek.” Xin suddenly pointed at me.

“Yes!” I cried out hoarsely.

“You blocked my blade and did not
take any damage. I’d give you all the credit, but I sense that
there is something strange and powerful about that blade as well.”

“Ah!” Alysia let out a cry of alarm
as Xin suddenly focused on her.

“Y-yes?” I declared, bringing
Alysia in front of me, even though the sword tried to shield herself
behind me.

“Just what is with your-” she
demanded.

“Huh? You don’t know?” I raised
an eyebrow after the conversation suddenly changed.

“I’m also curious about it, too,”
Ruby declared. “I didn’t ask anything earlier, but a talking
sword is kind of…”

“Oh, um… you see… it’s Alysia?”

Xin stared at me blankly. “Who?”











[image: 42]


[image: i]

  lysia… your daughter?” I offered.

  “I have no children, not after
killing the treacherous son, Aberis,” she declared.

“Oh…” That was all Alysia said,
but it was a voice filled with sadness.

I put my hand comfortingly on her hilt.
Xin had recombined with her former self, so I thought that her mind
would merge, and she’d remember something of the life she had
lived. After all, the other Xin contained a piece of her soul and the
part of her that one could call motherly. However, it seemed like
Aberis had done a decent job of wiping her mind. She may be in an
Osterian body, but there was nothing there regarding her time in the
Ost Republic for the last twenty years.

On one hand, it meant the Xin I knew
hadn’t changed all that much. That was something I was happy about.
However, I also felt sad Alysia could never reconnect with her
mother.

“Alysia?” I asked.

“It’s okay…”

I nodded and stepped up to Xin. “I
don’t know how to say this, but the Xin you just reformed with was
the Xin that went to the Ost Republic. You may not remember, but some
time right before Aberis took over your mind, you cut your soul in
half, separating the Demon Lord Aberis from the rest of your babies.
From that point onward, there were two of you.

“I… have other children?” Xin’s
eyes widened a bit.

I made a face. “You had two children,
but… Aberis possessed one of them, and the other, well, she died,
and her soul was forged.”

“F-forged.”

I didn’t know what to say. How would
she react to learning her only daughter was now being used as a
weapon at my convenience? It was one thing finding out you had
children you didn’t know about. Knowing they all had somewhat bad
ends was another thing. However, I had already started telling the
truth, and I couldn’t stop now.

“Alysia.” I put my sword in front
of me. “It’s okay.

The sword glowed and then morphed into
her human form. Standing next to Xin, it was easy to see the
resemblance between the two. They didn’t look nearly as close as
Astria and Celeste, but there were a few distinct similarities.

“You… you are…” Xin started
with a frown.

“Yes… I’m your daughter, but…
I’m also the sword, Alysium!”

“Master.” Xin glanced at me. “You
turned my daughter into a sword?”

“I-it’s not like that,” Alysia
cried defensively.

“Yes. I did!” I lowered my head,
ready to receive her anger.

“That is… that is… so cool!”
Xin’s eyes brightened as she reached out and grabbed Alysia.

“Ah! M-Mom!”

“How do you turn on? Like this?”

“Ahhh! What are you touching?”

“That’s one way to turn her on, but
not into a sword.”

“Turn into a sword!”

“Ahhh… stop shaking me! Okay, I’ll
do it!” Alysia, who was being manhandled by Xin, looked like a
helpless kitten.

I had never seen her interact much with
her mother, but was clear that in the past, she had always done
whatever her mother told her. Thus, the usually strong and proud
Alysia was completely at Xin’s whims.

“Eeee! She did it!” Xin exclaimed
excitedly, grabbing the handle and pulling her up. “This alloy.
I’ve never seen it before. The balance is nearly perfect! Ah… but
I prefer to have a hand guard…”

“I can do that…” Alysia glowed a
moment later a hand guard appeared on her handle.

“It changed! This sword is amazing!”

“M-Mom! You’re drooling on me!”

“I love you! Please be Mother’s
forever!”

“Ahhhn, M-Mom! I’m Master’s.”

“So am I, so we can be Master’s
together!”

“But I’m his sword!”

“Be my sword!”

“I refuse!”

Perhaps Xin had evolved a little from
combining her forms. It seemed like Xin was a major sword otaku. She
may not remember having and loving a daughter, but she loved swords.
Turning her daughter into a sword would be like turning a perverted
man into a cute girl’s panties. That was a pretty bad image.

“S-stop licking me!”

Or maybe it was exactly right…
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  ah… hah… hah…”

  “Why is my sword panting?” I asked
helplessly.

“Just ignore it. I’m properly
oiling and maintaining her,” Xin declared.

We were still in front of the dungeon
entrance, but Xin was enthusiastically using a rag and some ointments
she pulled from somewhere and was now working Alysia over.

“I’m not sure a spiritual sword
needs to be oiled.”

“Swords are swords, and Master should
maintain them properly!” Xin cried out.

She was slightly scary when she was
serious. I cleared my throat.

“Um… anyway, about the dungeon’s
influence…”

“When I was pulled into this body,
the maid hero gave me a real form. It severed my connection with the
dungeon. You don’t need to worry about me. I can focus my attention
on Alysia…”

“Uh… actually, I was more worried
about everyone else. You were the dungeon master, so you should
understand what happened more than anyone. Astria’s memory was
foggy, so I was hoping you could give me a better understanding of
the situation.”

“That… I can’t…”

“Don’t tell me your mind was
blocked, too?” I asked, sighing. “I mean, it’s not that big of
a deal. My plan wouldn’t change much. I’ll finish curing the
residents and once I stake a claim on the dungeon, I’ll enter
through the mansion and confront Elaya. I should be able to talk some
sense into her at that point.”

“No.”

“Hmm?”

“It’s not that my mind was blocked,
but that I won’t tell you the situation,” Xin declared.

“M-Mom?” Alysia spoke up on my
behalf.

“Deek, what are dungeons?”

“Um… they’re the lore from an
incomplete story. They’re blights on the land which corrupt the
local mana, turning it into the miasma.”

“That makes them sound evil. Dungeons
are neither evil nor good. They can be destructive, but so is a
tornado. You wouldn’t call a tornado evil, it simply is.”

“That’s true…” I responded
thoughtfully, although I still wasn’t sure what she was trying to
say.

“In essence, a soul is a conduit for
mana. Mana is a part of the world. It flows through the earth like
Gaia. However, it flows through all living beings, connecting us to
the world. This is the essence of life. When someone dies, their soul
disperses into mana and rejoins the life stream. We who aren’t
necessarily as closely linked to the life stream, we have a period
where we can be restored to life. This would be the resurrection
spell.”

“Right.” I guessed most of that
already from my own observations, although it was nice to hear
another confirm some of my theories.

“When a soul is threatened to be
destroyed prematurely, when it’s unsatisfied with its end and feels
like it still had a purpose in this world, it changes, attempting to
defy its fate, and refusing to enter the life stream. This is the
beginning of a curse. Once a soul falls down this path of corruption,
it will become a seed for a dungeon, planting itself into the earth
and feeding off it, a lingering purpose still driving it to fulfill
that one desire, to complete that lore.”

“Xin, what are you trying to say?”

“Down in that dungeon is a soul that
fell into despair. It is a soul that wanted its story to be heard.
Deek… Master… will you be the one to hear it?”
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  laya…” I glanced at her awkwardly.
“I’ve already fought my way down Widow’s Dungeon. I’ve seen
her story, and even absorbed her blessing.”

  “Have you?” Xin raised an eyebrow.
“Do you believe this dungeon is your own?”

I bit my lip and turned to look at the
dungeon. I had been assuming that it was still my dungeon. In my
mind, Elaya had done something like Calypso at the Bandit’s
Respite. She had conquered the dungeon and bent it to her purpose.
However, it sounded like something else happened. It was much closer
to the Twilight Dungeon. Elaya had died within my dungeon, and her
soul had consumed it, building a new dungeon from the corpse of my
abandoned dungeon.

All dungeons needed a soul to exist.
That soul was usually the dungeon boss, but it didn’t necessarily
mean it was the final boss of the dungeon. Once that soul no longer
supported the dungeon, it would disperse. That was when the lore
revealed itself, offering someone the choice to either destroy it or
turn it into a blessing and absorb it. When I died, the dungeon I
built must have begun to collapse, and through Elaya’s sacrifice,
it had become born anew.

“No.” I looked away from the
entrance and back to Xin. “This isn’t my dungeon.”

Perhaps, I had known that the first
time I felt the energy, but I didn’t want to believe such a thing.
The dungeon belonged to another now. If I stole it from her, I was
trampling her story. It was the same as ignoring her pain or telling
her to just get over something. Her soul had sung out a story, and if
no one heard it, wouldn’t that be too pitiful? As I began to
realize that, Xin was watching me carefully, and even her
machinations on her daughter had slowed.

“You’re starting to understand,
then.”

I licked my lips and nodded slowly. “I
have to go. I can’t take a shortcut with this one. If I ever loved
her, I have to see things through. That’s what you mean, right?’

She nodded, her hands picking up their
speed once again. “I have come to see many sides of you, Master,
from many sides of my own. I believed you to be this kind of man, and
it seems I am correct in my assessment.”

“Master…” Alysia spoke up, her
voice filled with indescribable emotions.

“When you enter the dungeon, you will
need to put many of your preconceived notions aside. This is a story
you haven’t heard before. The maid hero’s tale is something you
must understand because, at this moment, I’m not certain you can
defeat her.”

“That…”

“Defeating powerful enemies was never
your strength, Master. Have you ever defeated a dungeon through sheer
power? It’s always been your heart, understanding, and willingness
to learn that has allowed it. All the girls know this. This is what
attracts them to you.”

“She’s right, Master,” Alysia
asserted.

“The maid hero is stronger than me,
and if we crossed blades, I believe I would win, although I do not
believe I could kill you.”

It was a fair assessment. Just like
with the demon lord, there was a significant difference between
killing someone and defeating someone. She could probably force me to
flee, but in a direct fight, she’d be hard-pressed to put me down
permanently. I had too many tricks up my sleeve. Although that was
probably the same with Elaya. If I wanted any hope of ending the
dungeon and freeing my people, my only chance was to learn her story
and reach her heart.
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  t would be far too easy to think she’d
take one look at me and instantly submit. If she was dead, miasma had
already corrupted her soul. She had already been a morally
questionable woman when she was alive—well, alive for the second
time. She had even made plans to destroy her husband, so I had no
belief at that point she’d just roll over without a fight.

  My only chance at success would be to
win her over once again. This time, I didn’t have an entire group
of support giving me their energy and power. I also had a feeling
that using that to sway her wouldn’t be as effective this time
around. All in all, I had to tackle the dungeon like any other,
learning about it along the way and coming up with a plan to help
her. Only once her story was complete could I restore my own dungeon.

“Then, I will be going. Ruby?” I
turned to the woman who had been waiting quietly with a group of
soldiers a polite distance away.

“Ah… it’s okay if you wish to go.
The remaining infected are being contained.”

“I may be able to do something about
their infection,” Xin responded. “As a sword user, I grew
familiar with qi.”

“Qi?”

“It’s a means of affecting the soul
through just the use of the sword. It’s high-level sword work for
someone who does not become a mana user.”

I guess that made sense. Not every
sword user became a magic swordsman like me. I incorporated mana into
my sword, using it for attacks. However, a swordsman like Xin or
Lydia could only attack physically. Creatures like ghosts would be
immune to them. To counter that, there must be spirit attacking
abilities. They were called qi. Lydia could take advantage of qi,
huh? I wished I had Xin to train Lydia. She wouldn’t have needed to
leave to find a teacher. At the time, Xin had still been two parts
monster and one-part swordsman, so it made little sense.

“Then I’ll leave the city in your
care, Xin.” I bowed. “Please, protect it.”

“I will.”

I was putting some trust in her, but
she was my slave now, so I felt I could trust her. Even if it wasn’t
a direct order, with Slave Empath, I was certain of her emotions, and
I knew she wasn’t lying to me.

“Then, Alysia.” I lifted my palm,
the back of my hand glowing.

“Eh! No, she’s staying with me!”
Xin cried out.

“M-Mom!”

“What? That’s my sword.” I
frowned.

I didn’t want to sound possessive
over Alysia, but our souls were linked.

“It’s fine if she stays out here,
isn’t it?” Xin asked.

“How will I get through a dungeon
without a sword?” I cried out helplessly.

“In this dungeon, you won’t need
it,” Xin declared. “Trust me, this isn’t a dungeon with mobs.”

I looked at her dubiously. She looked
between the sword in her hands and me reluctantly, and then she
sighed, pulling out the sword from her belt. She tossed it at me, and
I had no choice but to catch it.

“Take this! It’s best if you follow
the maid hero’s story alone,” Xin said mysteriously. “Besides,
I wish to spend quality time with your sw—ahem… my daughter.”

“Quality time? You want to swing her
around, don’t you?” I accused.

“Ah! I-I’m just going to put her
through a workout. I want to see what my daughter can take!” Xin
broke down and admitted.

“M-maybe this isn’t such a good
idea…” Alysia suddenly sounded panicked.

“P-please! Just this once! This is a
soul blade! I’ve never even heard of such a thing!” Xin’s eyes
brightened.

“I feel like she doesn’t care that
I’m her daughter at all!” Alysia cried.

I took Xin’s sword, tossed it into my
inventory, and sighed. “Alysia, this is time you can spend with
your mother. Do you want to refuse?”

“That… I’ll stay,” Alysia’s
voice sounded defensive.

“Then I will leave you. Take care of
this city until I return.”

“Yes!”

I had everything I needed in my
inventory. It had been growing since I started leveling Blue Mage,
and now it was as big as any inventory ring. It was still missing
most of the good stuff I collected from previous dungeons, but my
collections would return in time and I wouldn’t lose my stuff
again. Of that, I was determined.

I walked up to the dungeon entrance,
that looked both very familiar and completely foreign. It was time to
learn her story, the story I hadn’t heard.

{You have entered the Maid’s
Lament. Destroy the lore to break the curse, or complete the lore for
extra dungeon points and a blessing!}
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  was standing in a massive field. A dark
sky with vicious clouds rolled overhead. To either side, the
landscape seemed to stretch out as far as the eye could see, which
wasn’t very far because it was so dark. I was standing on a
cobblestone path that seemed to stretch on into the distance. I moved
my hand toward the grass and it stopped where the cobblestone path
ended. There was an invisible wall, or rather, the wall was an
illusion of a field. The cobblestone path was the only part of the
field that existed. It only resembled a massive field, but, in
reality, it was just a corridor like most regular dungeons.

  A drop of liquid fell on my cheek. Then
another, and more. A light drizzle began. The rain was slightly warm,
even though the darkness looked so cold. I glanced up, reaching with
my hand. I couldn’t touch the ceiling. Curious, I pulled Xin’s
sword out and held it up. I still didn’t reach the source of the
drops. It might have truly been as high as the sky. At the very
least, the sky was twelve feet tall. I’d have room to battle if I
needed an overhead swing. The path was roomy enough I could probably
fight. Those kinds of things were important to know when you were
dealing with a dungeon. Then again, Xin told me that the dungeon
wasn’t going to throw traditional enemies at me, so such thoughts
might be meaningless.

I put my sword away and licked my lips.
My eyes immediately widened as I rubbed my cheek and tasted some of
the rain more directly.

“The rain is… salty…” I spoke
out loud to myself.

“It’s tears.”

I jerked around at suddenly hearing a
voice. To my surprise, standing behind me was Elaya. I hadn’t
expected to see her so soon. She was right at the entrance? What
happened to all the talk about working my way down the dungeon? I had
already succeeded.

“Elaya?”

“These are her tears.” She held out
her hand, partially ignoring me and seeming to speak to herself.

“Hers?”

“A maid’s tears,” she responded
lightly.

“You… aren’t Elaya, are you?”

“I am merely a guide, here to show
you.”

“Show me what?”

“What you came to see.”

My brow furrowed. Every time I thought
I had dungeons figured out, I’d find one that completely broke my
preconceptions. I was standing in an empty field, gentle salty tears
of rain falling on me, with Elaya both here and not here.

“Do you recognize me?” I tried once
again.

“Yes. You are Master,” she
responded, a mysterious smile on her face.

“You’re not surprised I’m alive?”

“Do you think I’m so foolish I
wouldn’t have been aware of your fate?”

“I’m not dead though,” I
responded uncertainly. “Wait… are you Elaya or not?”

“Yes.” She smirked.

I narrowed my eyes. “If you keep
toying with me, don’t think I won’t put you over my knee and
spank you.”

I took a step toward her when her eyes
brightened, and she pointed over my shoulder. “Look, it’s time!”

I instinctively looked in the direction
she pointed. A little girl was running through the field in the rain.

“Who is she? You?” I glanced back
at Elaya, only to see that she had disappeared.
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  eeling slightly irritated, I turned
back to the girl running through the field. Was it all just some kind
of game of Elaya’s? I’d been worried sick about her and all the
damage she’d done. If she thought I was alive, why did she kill
herself? What was going on in this dungeon?

  I had no particular feelings toward the
little girl. Was she Elaya? I honestly couldn’t tell. She had a
hood up covering her head, and a large brown cloak covering her body.
She ran through the grass, which came up to her knees. It caused her
to trip several times. The reason I couldn’t feel any sympathy for
her was that she was in the field. The field was an illusion
projected on the wall, so she was nothing more than an illusion, a
movie playing in front of me.

A screech rang through the night and I
reached for Alysia, only to remember she was still outside the
dungeon. I didn’t know what would happen if I was in the dungeon
and she was outside, given our bond through the blessing. It turned
out it wasn’t too dissimilar to what happened when I separate from
a slave. There was slight discomfort, and I wasn’t completely sure
what would happen to the other if one of us died, but for the moment,
it didn’t seem to be a problem.

I pulled out Xin’s sword just to be
cautious. I also took a few steps forward, trying to get a clearer
view of the girl running through the field. It had to be some kind of
memory from Elaya’s childhood. If she wanted me to see it, then I
suppose I needed to watch it. I was looking past the girl, trying to
see what was chasing her. It sounded like some kind of animal. As she
got closer, I could barely hear her panting as she clumsily raced
forward. There were more screeches following her.

I continued walking and the rain
started to fall faster and faster. The harder it fell, the more it
hampered my vision, and the darker the world around me became. It was
at a point where it seemed like the visibility was dropping just as
fast as the girl ran, to the point that anything beyond the girl
became complete darkness. She was running toward the cobblestone
path, but her route was nearly parallel to me, so although she got a
little closer, were moving alongside each other.

Although she was running, she was a
short little girl, and my stride was able to keep up with hers,
especially since she was forcing her way through the grass and
occasionally tripping while looking behind her.

I had activated White Mage’s light,
but the distance the effect took didn’t help much at all. I just
couldn’t see any more. I didn’t know how long I walked beside the
running little girl as she grew closer and closer. It might have been
five minutes, or twenty. I was getting a feeling that time in the
wasn’t running normally.

“Raaa!” a creature shouted
immediately to her right.

The girl spun and stumbled back. My
eyes widened as she stumbled onto the cobblestone path and backed
into me. I could feel the impact of this girl. She was there. More
alarming, she let out a cry and spun around. She stared at my legs
and then her eyes slowly went up to my head, her mouth dropping. She
had a frightened expression on her face as she fell onto her butt.

“Wh-who are you?” she asked through
a broken voice, her teeth chattering.

Apparently, it was an interactive
movie.
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  lthough I was going to be a father in
six months, I didn’t have all that much experience with children.
Garnet probably didn’t count. I cleared my throat, then moved down
to one knee, hoping I intimidated her less by lowering myself to her
level. I put on my best smile, but when I remembered it was a smile I
used when I was trying to sweet talk women, it faltered slightly.

  “My name is Deek. You are?”

I failed to ease her mind. She still
looked scared, and she didn’t respond as she scooted back with her
legs. That’s when there was another cry and rustling in the
darkness. She cried out as she lunged in the other direction,
throwing her arms around me and burying her head in my chest. I could
hear something just out of sight. If it came onto the cobblestone
path, would it become real, too? My light didn’t seem to be able to
penetrate the barrier between the path and what was beyond the path.
It was dark except for moving shadows and the hint of swaying grass.
At that point, the salty rain was drenching us.

My hand moved down, hesitating for a
moment before I patted her head softly. I could see her blonde hair
coming out of her hood. Was Elaya a blonde when she was younger? Such
detail couldn’t possibly be in Widow’s lore. It could be that it
was only the Elaya who was a miasma creature who had black hair.
Astria didn’t have black hair until she became a dark fairy in the
dungeon. Her hair and wings had been similar to Celeste’s before
then. At least, that’s what the memories from the dungeon lore
suggested.

Humans in the world traditionally had
black, brown, red, or blonde hair. The same color as people from my
world. However, faes and fairies, the creatures of the world, had an
assortment of different colors. That’s why Celeste’s hair was
pink. Lydia was an animalkin and her hair was orange with black
streaks. Meanwhile, Miki and Raissa’s hair were nearly white.

“Don’t let them get me!” the
little girl cried out, snapping me out of my thoughts about hair.

“Do you know what is chasing you?”
I asked in a calm, quiet voice.

“No…” she said pitifully, her
face moving back and forth on my shirt, either shaking her head or
wiping her nose and tears on my pants.

“You can stay close to me. I’ll
keep you safe,” I promised.

“Y-you will?” She looked up at me
as if surprised by my words.

“I will.” I reached up and casting
a Blue Mage spell called Shield over our heads. The rain landed on an
invisible barrier, glowing off and to the sides just like an
umbrella.

It was a level fourteen spell that
worked a bit like the Mana Shield, but it didn’t require continuous
use of mana. Then again, it was only as strong as the amount of mana
you put into it. After a predetermined amount of time, the magic
would disperse. The harder you made the shield, the less time it
lasted. At the strength needed to block attacks at my level, it would
only last seconds, so I presumed it existed to block elements, such
as wind or rain. With that brittle amount, it would last hours. I
supposed in a fight, it could act as resistance, throwing someone off
during an attack, but I didn’t find it all that practical.

There were other ways I could block the
rain too, like by directly using water control or creating an air
barrier, but it seemed to be the most efficient method. In the
future, I would need to start thinking about efficiency. I’d always
depended on my abnormally strong mana to shove through everything,
but overall, I lacked efficiency.

The little girl stared up with wide
eyes as I pushed back the rain. I reached out and stroked the tears
and raindrops from her eyes.

“Come on, let’s go.”
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  s we walked, the rain continued to fall
harder and harder. It grew to where I had to make a new shield using
a lot more mana because I feared the relentless pounding of rain
would knock down the other shield. The sound of water falling created
a roar, and there was absolutely no hope of hearing whatever creature
might be stalking us.

  I had to rely on my danger sense and
the reassurance from Xin that I wasn’t in a dungeon where something
would attack me. However, it still left me uneasy. My visibility
nearly dropped to zero. Even with my light magic, it couldn’t cut
through the falling rain. I could only see as far as the little
shield over our heads. The little girl clung to me, and we continued
down the cobblestone path.

Like before, my sense of time grew
strange. I wasn’t sure if we were walking for ten minutes or
several hours. I had a feeling some time had gone by. The girl clung
to me, shuddering. I occasionally stroked her head, but any words I
could’ve said to soothe her would have been lost in the noise of
the roaring rain.

Finally, after what felt like both a
few minutes and forever, the rain lessened. We got through the worst
part of it. That was good, because I was pretty sure I was going to
have to make another shield soon.

“Mister. Thank you for staying with
me,” the girl said politely.

I slowed my steps and turned to her.
“We’re not home yet. Um… where are you going, anyway?”

“That… away…” she declared.

“Away? Do you mean your home is far
away, or you’re trying to get away from your home?”

“I…”

“Sis! Where are you, sis?” a shout
rose above the dwindling rain.

“Ah! Th-that’s my brother! He’s
found me!” she sounded slightly scared, but also somewhat happy.

“You have a brother?” I asked, a
bit surprised.

“Oh! There he is! I don’t want him
to think anything bad. Stay right here!” The little girl pulled
away from me so suddenly I wasn’t expecting it.

She ran straight off the cobblestone
path.

“Hey, wait!” I took a step forward
and tried to grab her.

As soon as my hand reached the end of
the cobblestone, it slammed into an invisible barrier. I just missed
the little girl as she took off into an area I couldn’t go. Her
brother appeared. He was wearing a traveling cloak, leather gloves, a
hood, and he had a bow in his hands with a knocked arrow. He was a
tall man who looked to be much older than she was. If she was
only about twelve, then he was likely in his twenties. He’d be
about my age, although I probably looked older now, thanks to all the
things that had happened to me.

“There you are!” he cried out,
walking toward her and slinging the bow back behind himself.

“Brother…” She immediately had a
slightly scared look.

“You shouldn’t take off like that!”
he snapped. “Wondering around alone in this kind of weather. You
could have gotten eaten up!”

“I’m not alone! I was with…”
She turned and looked at me.

Rather, she didn’t look at me, she
looked through me. Her eyes turned left and right, and a confused
expression appeared on her face.

“What?” he asked, finally reaching
her and grabbing her arm.

“He was right here…” She gestured
to roughly where I was standing.

“There is no one there, sis,” he
sighed. “Come on, we need to go home.”

I realized that I wasn’t able to
leave the cobblestone path. It was as if we were in two different
worlds. I could watch them, but to them, but outside my path, I was
nothing but a ghost.
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  he man grabbed the girl and began
walking off. With the rain lighter now, I could see some woods in the
distance, and he seemed to be heading toward them. She tugged against
him and complained a few times, desperately looking back to my
position, but even when I called to her, she didn’t seem to hear
anything.

  The pair disappeared into the dark.
Actually, it was getting brighter since the clouds were clearing up,
but they still ended up out of my sight, and they left me alone in
the field once again. Since there was nowhere to go but forward, I
started walking again. As I continued, I noticed the pathway bending.
It turned back on itself, and I found myself walking back the way I
had come.

However, the surrounding environment
changed as well. Rather than a large field, I moved into a forest.
Would it be the equivalent of a new level? I didn’t know. However,
the environment differed completely from the environment I was just
in. Soon, my vision was just as obscured as it was in the rain,
except this time, it was from a thick forest.

That’s when I finally exited into a
large field. It was the first time the path opened to something more
than a corridor. It was a mansion that was buried within a forest. It
was comparable to the mansion I had in Chalm, so it stood to reason
that it was some lord’s manor. It made sense that Elaya was the
daughter of a lord.

That was what I was thinking, but a
moment later, I noticed a girl who seemed to be gathering water from
a well near the side of the mansion. She was pulling up a bucket with
her sleeves pulled up. What ultimately caused me to look twice was
that she appeared to be the girl I had run into in the field.
However, she was several years older than she was before. She also
didn’t appear to be a noble at all. She was wearing a maid uniform
with a white bonnet.

“The maid hero…” I breathed out.

That was what she had been called. I
had only ever known Elaya as a Queen, so it didn’t occur to me she
came from a life as a maid. Now that I realized it, it seemed
painfully obvious.

“Girl! Hurry up!” a voice erupted
from the doorway. “The master and mistress wouldn’t be happy if
you took this long. Be lucky they are out today.”

“I’m coming!” the girl cried,
hefting up two buckets full of water, one in each arm.

The woman at the door was old, and she
looked to be a maid in her own right. She shook her head, making a
clicking noise with her tongue. Suddenly, her eyes fell on me and
widened.

“Who are you?” I blinked, not
having expected to suddenly be part of the story once again.

I heard a gasp, and the maid who had
been carrying the buckets dropped them. They fell to the ground and
tipped over with a splash.

“Clumsy, foolish girl!” the old
woman chastised her, but she barely noticed the woman, her eyes
locked on me.

“It’s you…” she spoke in
disbelief. “The man from the field.”

The maid recognized me. Just what was
going on with this dungeon?
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  ello?” I raised my hand. “I’ve
just arrived here after a long journey.”

  I wanted to ask where I was, but I had
a feeling such a question might not be well received. It turned out
that my current method didn’t fare any better. The woman left her
spot and grabbed the younger maid by the shoulders before giving me a
stern look.

“Come on, dear. Get inside,” she
declared, straitening the girl’s bonnet.

“I know him,” the girl protested.

“I’m sure you do. Go!” the old
woman declared in a no-nonsense voice.

The girl looked at me, a hint of
stubbornness in her eyes, but then she turned and ran back indoors.
Once the door shut, the old lady put her hands on her hips and glared
at me. I didn’t know a lot of old ladies in my life. Even in Chalm,
most of the women I knew were younger.

“Um… my name is…”

“I know who you are,” the woman cut
me off. “And I know why you’re here. However, you’re wasting
your time. You should just leave.”

“Why I’m here…” I repeated
uncertainly, not sure what to make of the situation in front of me.

“You want to see her,” the old lady
declared. “You want to see the woman at the end. However, it’s
too late for all that.”

I felt slightly irritated. I had been
through all kinds of dungeons, but the dungeon was leaving me the
most flummoxed.

“Look, this is just some curse. If
you have something to show me, stop wasting my time,” I growled.

The woman didn’t seem intimidated,
even though I towered over her. Instead, she raised an eyebrow,
looking me up and down with an appraising look.

“Well, well… I guess you’ve got a
bit of guts in you.”

A door slammed shut, and a man walked
out from behind the mansion. I immediately recognized him. He was the
brother hunter from before. A woman had come out with him, older
still.

“Please… don’t do this,” the
woman was saying.

“I’m not going to follow what you
want,” he declared angrily.

“You need to—”

“No! I don’t,” he responded,
cutting her off. “I have someone I care about.”

“If you leave… they’ll punish
us,” she said.

“Mother, you should have had the guts
to leave a long time ago,” he responded.

“It’s the only way for us to
survive.”

“No, it’s the only way for you to
survive. Our family is gone. Stop trying to preserve something that
doesn’t need to stay alive.”

“Using a time Master and Mistress are
gone to run away… nothing good will come of this,” the old maid
next to me scoffed.

A door slammed, causing the pair to
look back at the mansion. The young maid girl had come out. She was
looking anxiously at her mother and brother. The brother’s
expression darkened even more.

“Please…” The mother tried one
last time, tears running down her cheeks.

“I won’t…” he responded. “I’m
gone.”

He turned away and ran, heading off
into the impassible forest. The mother stared aimlessly at the
forest, looking lost. The girl walked up to her mother.

“B-brother… he’s coming back,
isn’t he?”

“Of course, he loves you,” the
mother spoke, but her words had no weight to them.

She didn’t seem to be paying
attention to her daughter, or she would have realized that her
daughter understood, and such callously spoken words only hurt her
more.
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  ho are you?” The mother who had
previously been consoling her daughter finally noticed me.

  I opened my mouth to speak, but the
little girl spoke up first. “He’s a friend of mine! He’s
staying over to eat!”

“Aya, this is…” The mother shook
her head.

“He’s a guest! We welcome guests!”
The girl glared at her mother defiantly.

She looked up at me, a slightly
helpless expression on her face. “I’m sorry, but the master and
mistress are out today. It is normally our policy to offer food and
shelter to travelers, but…”

As she spoke, the girl’s expression
lost all hope, as if after her brother left her, it was the last
piece of happiness she could cling to. The old maid was merely
watching me as if seeing what I would do.

Feeling like I couldn’t leave things
alone; I sighed and pulled a backpack out of my inventory. To those
watching, it was just like it appeared from behind me. They blinked
like they hadn’t noticed I had been wearing a backpack before, but
they’d assume they must have missed it rather than that I had some
kind of spell. Only Heroes and Blue Mages had such an ability, and
those were rare.

As I reached into the backpack, I
pulled out some food. Even though I could toss just about anything
into my inventory, I liked to keep things in backpacks when I brought
them out. There might be situations where handing someone a
weeks-worth of food would be useful.

Plus, the inventory wasn’t indexed
like in a video game. It was hard to describe, but peering into it
was like looking down into a storage shed. Unless I knew what I was
looking for, it all sort of just looked like a pile of mess. That
made it difficult to cook when I didn’t know what ingredients I
had.

Cooking was what I had in mind as I
gave the group a friendly smile. “How about I provide for you?”

Without entering their house, I found a
spot that appeared to be where they set fires outdoors, as well as a
stack of wood nearby. I tossed a few logs in the pit, and then waved
my hand, causing the logs to ignite. My fire control was at a stage
where I could just ignite things. There was a time when the best I
could hope for was a spark, unless a fire already existed. That was
the essence of becoming a mage.

As the fire started, the girl’s eyes
opened wide in excitement, while the mother still hesitantly watched
from a distance. It wasn’t until I had food cooking above it and
smells floated out that they relaxed. The old woman snorted and
walked over first.

“I suppose I am a little hungry,”
she mumbled to herself as she sat down in a chair set up around the
fire.

“I’m hungry!” The girl broke away
from her mother’s grip and ran over.

The mother reached out her hand, but
looking uncertain for a few more seconds, she finally sighed and
joined the rest around the fire as I cooked a meal for them.
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lthough my hero stats boosted my charm
by several times, I would never call myself the most sociable person.
If anything, as I grew stronger, my intimidation level seemed to grow
at roughly the same level as my charm. A tall, muscular man with the
scent of blood and the knowledge of killing monsters on him would
feel slightly frightening. So, even if I had charm, I wouldn’t say
it helped much these days. Maybe it helped followers be willing to
listen to me, but I had long gotten over such worrying thoughts as
the women in my life only loved me because of some random status.

	
	
	



On the other hand, cooking was the one
skill I had that seemed to bring people to me. I might be overusing
it at that point, but I enjoyed seeing people enjoy the food I made.
Maybe that was why I liked Eliana so much since she was a major foody
who would always make cute noises when she ate something particularly
tasty.

The little girl was similar, it seemed.
Well, she wasn’t as bad as Eliana, but she seemed to be excited by
what I was cooking as well. She leaned near as her mother tried to
stop her. She took a big sniff of the pot.

“Mmm! That smells good. The food we
have at the mansion is rather plain. Occasionally, we have some
berries, which is a sweet dessert, but it’s usually just dried meat
and porridge.”

“I’m the one who cooks it,” the
old lady sighed helplessly.

“Fifi! Get back in your seat.”

“Your name is Fifi?” I asked,
looking down at the girl.

“Only mom calls me that…” she
blushed.

Was Elaya not her original name? I
supposed it made sense that Elaya was her stage or working name.
After all, my real name was Deacon, but I used Deek in this world.
That’s not saying Elaya came from another world, but she may have
changed her name when she became the maid hero, right?

I scooped out a bowl of food for each
of the girls, and one for myself. They technically weren’t real
people. I didn’t know what they were. Were they just dungeon
monsters given a different karmic purpose, like the skeletons from
the twilight dungeon who acted like humans? Well, even if they were
monsters, that didn’t mean they weren’t real. At least, that’s
what I thought.

Fifi grew more animated after eating a
bit, excitedly talking to me about food. She kept asking about
various spices. Half the stuff I used didn’t come from this world,
so I was only able to help so much.

“It would be great if I could be a
cook,” she sighed happily. “Then brother would…”

Her words stopped, and her expression
darkened. She wanted to cook so that her brother would come back. I
opened my mouth, then closed it. I just couldn’t bring myself to
ask the questions I wanted to know.

The mother gasped, touching her neck. A
trace of magic showed an outline around her neck. I hadn’t noticed
it before, and I hadn’t even really been looking at it. It was only
because I had grown able to see individual strands of mana that I was
able to notice it. I immediately realized what it was. It was a slave
seal. She wasn’t just a servant. The mother was a slave. Although
her slave mark was hidden, I could see the restrictive mana directly
now.

I checked Fifi out carefully, but I
didn’t see a familiar line around her neck. So, the daughter wasn’t
a slave. I supposed the brother couldn’t have left if he was a
slave as well.

“The master and mistress are
returning. We need to go,” the mother declared in panic.

“Um, perhaps I should…” I stood
up, trying to ease her.

Maybe, if I talked to them, I could
help.

“It’s best if you go.” The old
woman suddenly started shoving me along.

“W-wait!” Fifi panicked as she
washed them push me away.

“H-hey…” I frowned at the old
maid. “What’s the big idea?”

The mother had grabbed a bucket of
water and tossed it on the fire, causing it to go out with a sizzle.
She then grabbed her daughter’s hand, pulling her in the opposite
direction the old maid was pushing me. Fifi reached out for me,
letting out a cry, but her mother kept pulling her away. I turned
around, glaring at the old lady. I didn’t want to hurt her, but if
she kept pushing me, I wouldn’t be polite.

“What’s the big idea?” I
demanded.

“You have more to see.” She shoved
me surprisingly hard, and I found myself stumbling back through the
foliage into the forest.

It was an area that should have been a
wall, but I went right through it. With a cry, I tried to step
forward and slammed right into an impassable barrier of foliage. Just
as I was about to hit it, I heard a scream behind me.

I spun around to see a small house. It
was night, and an ominous glow was coming from the crack in the door.
I was already in the next part of the story. How long had it been
this time?
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  lease, stop! You don’t have to do
this!” a voice shouted from within the house.

  I ran forward, reaching an open window
that allowed me to look inside. What I saw left me immediately
stunned. It was the mother, her daughter, and the brother like
before. They all looked a bit older now. The daughter was perhaps
sixteen or seventeen. The mother started to show her age a bit too.
The brother was a bit older than me.

The person who cried out was the
daughter. She was being pinned to the bed, partially stripped. Her
brother was on top of her, and it was clear what he was about to do
with her. What was even more shocking was the mother. She was
watching the scene unfold, but she seemed to be encouraging it.

“This is the only way. This is your
purpose. You have to do this,” her mother declared, edging them on.

I then looked at the brother, and I
realized there was a line of mana around his neck. He must have been
marked with a slave mark too. Tears were falling down his cheeks, and
he had a nearly vacant expression like he was being forced to do it.
That was when I saw an arrogant man step out from the shadows.

He had a whip-like weapon in his hand
and was holding it threateningly toward the brother.

“Do it! This is what you’re here to
do! You foolish boy. You thought you could run from me.”

“Stop… he doesn’t love me. Stop
making him do this.”

Her brother stopped a moment just as he
was pushing down on her. “S-sister… I do love you. That’s why…
I can’t do this.”

“B-brother…”

“When the time comes, and you find
the man you love, give him your all!”

The noble seemed to take that as his
cue and lifted his whip to strike the man. I grabbed the door and
pulled, only to find that it didn’t budge. Cursing, I kicked the
door with all my might, but I might as well have been kicking a rock
wall. I had to be. I grabbed a rock and smashed it into the window,
and it bounced off without making a dent.

“You won’t be interacting with this
one,” a voice said from beside to me.

I spun to see the old lady standing
there.

“Why are you showing me this?” I
demanded.

“You can’t change the past, Master,
no matter how much you want to. Ah! I mean, Deek.”

I glared at the old lady, who looked
flustered. “Elaya?”

“Tcht!” she made an irritated sound
as her body changed back into her beautiful and youthful form. “I
had you tricked for a while, didn’t I?”

As we were speaking, I could hear
shouts and the sound of fighting inside, but I couldn’t do anything
about it. It felt cruel.

“What game are you playing?” I
demanded.

“Not a game… just the truth…
Look, it’s already over.”

I looked through the glass. The mother
was crying on the floor, holding her son. He was convulsing. The
noble was on the ground, dead. He killed his own Master. The backlash
of the slave mark must have been unbelievable. The girl was trembling
in her bed, hiding under the covers.

“Is this your history?” I asked.

“I wonder,” Elaya responded, but
when I turned to look at her, she was already gone.
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 tried to kick open the door one more
time. It was more out of frustration than any hope it would budge.
So, imagine my surprise when the door gave way, and I stumbled
through. On the other side, I didn’t end up in the cabin where
Elaya was crying over her dead brother. Instead, I ended up stumbling
into a street.

	
	
	



It went from night to day, and there
were tons of people walking around. It wasn’t a city I was familiar
with. Whether it was architecture or clothing, they were in styles I
didn’t recognize. They were all human though, so it had to be
Aberis, right?

I looked back to where I’d come from,
but the door closed and standing behind me was a bar. A woman walking
by glanced at me stumbling out of a bar and sniffed. I guess she
thought I was a drunk. I straightened up, my lips tightening as I
looked around the square. The dungeon was certainly getting on my
nerves. The constant changes in perspective were driving me up a
wall. However, I was also learning some things. I had my theories,
but I needed to see more to know for certain.

They lined the square with various
stages that attracted crowds. Each stage seemed to be dedicated to
some form of entertainment, making the place seem extremely lively.

“No! Please!” I heard someone cry
out.

That drew my eyes to a certain stage
where I immediately locked onto the Maid Hero once again. She was the
same age as when she was in the cabin, but I could get a better look
at her. Her chest was filling out, and her body was reaching the age
of adulthood.

As for why I described her body, it was
because they obscured her face from me. For some reason, no matter
how much I looked, I just could not make out what she looked like. I
originally thought it was the window causing it, but I realized that
the dungeon, or perhaps Elaya, was hiding her appearance. Even when I
thought back to when I had seen her as a kid, I found the details
lost on me. That’s why I previously wondered if it was truly
Elaya’s story.

I could tell she was no longer in the
maid outfit. She was in a slave outfit and chains. She appeared to be
part of a slave auction. Her mother was a slave, and her brother was
similarly marked as a slave, so it made sense she’d eventually end
up a slave too. It was a wonder to me that she wasn’t made a slave
shortly after she was born. Maybe there were slave guild rules that
kept a person from being marked until a certain age.

I carefully looked around her neck to
see they already place the magic there. I had never known Elaya was a
slave before she met me. After processing all of that, I realized she
was screaming and struggling, her eyes locked on another stage across
from her. I followed her gaze and immediately let out a hiss. On a
stage on the exact opposite side of the courtyard was another event,
an execution.

There was a person who was having the
rope put around his neck. He was someone I could make out. It was her
brother. He not only survived killing his master, but was being
executed for it. I didn’t have any more time to react when they
pulled the lever, and the man fell. The rope tightening with a snap.
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  eing hung in front of her, Elaya, or
perhaps it’d be better to see her as Fifi, went ballistic. She
screamed and struggled against her restraints. However, it sounded
like her brother’s neck had snapped from the fall. He quickly grew
immobile and was dead. The girl fell to the ground, sobbing. She
enraged the slave master, who went to strike her. However, he
realized he was in front of potential customers, and beating slaves
might not be a good idea.

  Instead, he grabbed her and roughly
threw her in the back. I walked up to the crowd, but found myself
unable to get closer. No matter where I moved, there was an
impenetrable barrier of people. Even when I tried to shove through, I
found a group of people who just didn’t move, nor acknowledge me. I
realized it was another invisible wall, intending to keep me from
getting any closer to the auction. Feeling frustrated again, I
watched the rest of the slave auction.

Slave after slave was bid on, but when
it was Fifi’s turn, her previous display caused her value to
decrease significantly. The slave auctioneer initially asked for an
exorbitant price, but no one made a bid. He had to lower the price
twice, each time growing increasingly red-faced as he found her going
for far less than he expected. Well, I didn’t know where I was, but
500 gold was a lot to ask for a simple maid, so I understood people’s
hesitation.

When the bidding finally reached 100
gold, an old man raised a bid. I also attempted to bid, but it seemed
like they ignored me. Just like with the cabin or in the meadow, no
one in the slave auction seemed to be able to see me just outside the
crowd. It looked like it was another part of the story that was being
kept from me.

“Going once! Going twice! Sold!”
the man declared, slamming a gavel.

I tried to get a look at the man who
bought Fifi, but he quickly stood up and moved out of sight. I
couldn’t see him from my vantage point in the back and the only
glimpses I got were of his back. They took Fifi away, and I was once
again left wondering what I should do. That was when a thought came
to me. At that point, they had removed the body of Fifi’s brother
from the rope. I left my place near the slave auction and followed
the men as they carried the body away.

I followed them into a back alley,
where they loaded his body onto a cart where several other bodies
resided. I hid while they returned. I watched as they passed by. The
men were mumbling about how much work they had to do or some such
nonsense. Once they were out of sight, I walked up to the cart of
bodies and grabbed Fifi’s brother, pulling him away. I found a
cubbyhole in the same alley and began the resurrection spell.

I wouldn’t have been surprised if the
spell failed. The dungeon was a dungeon on rails, showing me
particular scene after particular scene before dragging me on to the
next part of the story. I completed the spell without too many
expectations.

So, I was a bit shocked when the man’s
eyes snapped open, and he let out a gasp. I had done it. I had
succeeded in resurrecting Fifi’s brother. There was no way that had
happened historically. What would that mean for the continuation of
the story?
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h-who are you?” he asked once he woke
up.

	
	
	



At least it seemed like he could see
me. I let out a breath and held out my hand, allowing him to stand
back up. If I could resurrect him, then he wasn’t just some simple
mob. A normal dungeon mob, when it died, the dungeon would have
absorbed him. I could only resurrect those with a karmic soul, and
that only happened if the person has some distinctiveness from the
dungeon.

A person created by a dungeon was like
the world for the fae. They couldn’t be resurrected because their
mana signature was too close to the dungeon. One couldn’t find or
extract them, making their deaths permanent. The same was presumably
true with fairies, although Celeste and Astria were exceptions for
obvious reasons.

Thus, if the dungeon created him, it
should be that I couldn’t resurrect him. That fact led me to three
possibilities. First off, he could be a special exception. Perhaps I
played right into the story where someone would have resurrected him
at that point. Second, he was a captured soul that was taken control
of, but not digested, thus making him distinctly separate from the
dungeon. The third possibility was that he was originally a monster
from another dungeon that was brought to Elaya’s.

I couldn’t guess which ability
allowed me to resurrect him at the moment. I had honestly been
expecting it to fail. However, he was alive, and he was waiting for
me to answer his question.

“I’m just a passerby,” I
declared. “I saw the slave girl crying over you and I was curious
to hear your story.”

“Fifi!” He immediately pushed past
me, looking around the alley frantically. “Did you see where she
went?”

“I did not. She was sold to an old
man.”

“Damn!” He turned and punched the
wall.

“She is your sister, correct?” I
decided to clarify.

He turned to me, but his expression
dropped. “So, you’re one of those collectors, huh? You also want
me to violate my sister.”

“Why would I?” I asked
incredulously.

“To pass on our genes. There is big
money in slaves like us.” He made a face. “You’re all so dumb,
though. It doesn’t work that way. Family won’t… you’re all
going to fail in the end. You killed my beloved for nothing.”

“Your beloved…” I blinked. “The
woman you took off from the mansion to be with!”

He looked up at me, his eyes narrow. “I
won’t become a tool for your slave trading. You should have just
let me die. Then… no one could threaten her anymore.”

“I’m sorry, but I’m still trying
to understand things.” I took a step forward. “Can you explain it
to me?”

He took a step back, growing wary. He
shook his head.

“No… you’re just like the rest of
them. You humans are the worst. I won’t be controlled by you!”

“Wait!”

He turned and ran out of the alley. I
cursed and tried to follow him, but when I hit the end of the alley,
I struck another invisible wall. I watched the man run right out into
the street.

“He’s still alive!”

“Get him!’

Two nearby guards immediately locked
onto him. He turned and ran while the guards chased after him. I
usually thought I had a good understanding of dungeon lores. The
dungeon was seeming to explain itself more clearly than any other,
but the story line left me clueless.
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s I walked out of the alley, heading in
the opposite direction the brother had fled, I was deep in thought.
Just what was Elaya trying to show me? It seemed like the more I saw,
the less I understood about her life. There was something unique
about Elaya. Did that pass on to her children? Was it some deep
secret about the Prince of Aberis? I reminded myself Elaya wasn’t
related to Eliana. That meant that whatever it was, it wouldn’t
affect my child.

	
	
	



The alley went on and on. There was no
way a building would have been large enough for me to still be in the
alley. Yet, it stretched on, just like when I was on the cobblestone
path. However, there was a lack of pleasant scenery. It was just the
walls of the building adjacent. Occasionally, I would walk by a door.

I was thinking there would be nothing
to see when one of the doors burst open and a woman stumbled out. She
looked in both directions and then started running away from me.
Three men chased her. The girl was the same girl I’d been chasing,
and the men looked to be up to no good. She was wearing a maid outfit
once again, and she had a basket filled with food. Some of it fell to
the ground as she stumbled, but she ignored it and kept running.

I started moving as well, chasing after
the group. The alley that had been nothing but a straight run for
miles suddenly had an intersection, and Fifi turned down one such
section. However, as luck would have it, the intersection was a
dead-end, trapping her. The men blocked her off, and she backed up,
fearfully.

I reached the intersection. I
half-expected myself to be unable to move down that particular alley.
Was I in a situation where I participated or watched? The dungeon was
extremely good at catching me off guard every time. I didn’t
immediately attack the men. I was trying to figure out what was going
on, so I listened instead.

“Leave me alone!” she cried out.

“Come on… don’t be like that,”
one of the men responded teasingly.

“We’ll show you a fun time.”

“I’ve never been with your type
before.”

The men were getting closer, and Fifi
had run out of space. I knew I’d be annoyed if I tried to help and
found myself unable to, but I still put out my hand, anyway. However,
just as I was about to touch the invisible wall, a person leaped down
from the top of the roof. A scuffle broke out, but it was clear he
was a higher-level person. He quickly defeated the three men, then
turned to Fifi.

She still held her hands up
defensively, shaking in fear over the appearance of the masked man.
He pulled off his mask, revealing his face. Fifi let out a gasp, her
hands finding her mouth.

“Hello, sister.”

It was her brother. So, he was alive in
the story. Did that mean I changed the story, or I was fulfilling the
roles of random strangers?

“Brother, I thought you were dead!”
she gasped.

He shook his head. “No. I was
resurrected by a passing stranger. My mentor.”

I raised an eyebrow. I’m his mentor
now?
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  he two of them left the alley without
seeing me at all. I followed them, and soon we were walking down a
road outside of town. It was Fifi and her brother, and I had a
feeling it had only been a few minutes later, rather than years like
in the previous jumps. The maid was walking alongside her brother,
who had put his mask back on, giving him a strange and mysterious
look.

  I followed alongside them, but I was a
ghost at that point, unable to interact with them at all.

“It’s been five years. What
happened to you? Why did you never come?” Fifi asked.

“I wanted to at first, but my mentor
said he wouldn’t let me. He said I wasn’t ready.”

“Mentor… are you an apprentice?”

“My mentor is a he…” he hesitated
for a moment and then sighed. “He’s a dungeon diver. He’s
teaching me to be a dungeon diver as well.”

I was pretty sure he meant to say
that his mentor was a hero. He was training to be a hero as well. I
had never heard of people training to be heroes before. You could
gain the token from a town that you need some noble act for, but
other than that, you were either a hero or you weren’t. The only
way to become a true hero that I was aware of was to defeat a demon
lord.

Fifi’s face went white as she heard
what he had been doing. Dungeon diving was an extremely dangerous
job.

“Who would make one of us a dungeon
diver? Isn’t that shameless?” she asked irritably.

Her brother chuckled. “My life was
already sacrificed, remember? Where were their thoughts of
maintaining our bloodline when they hung me?”

There was anger and emotion in his
voice. He was still furious at being killed back then. Fifi continued
to walk by his side, silently watching him. They walked in silence
for some time. After the history they had shared, was it a surprise
that it was difficult for them to talk? Fifi finally slowed her steps
to a stop and turned to him. She gestured to a small mansion in the
distance.

“This is the mansion of my new
master. It’s best if you don’t approach.”

Her brother made a face. “I will free
you from slavery. I’m saving up money to buy you.”

“Don’t.”

The only part of him that was visible
past his mask was his eyes, which flashed in shock. “What do you
mean? They never should have enslaved you!”

“I volunteered for this,” Fifi
declared. “It was the only way to protect me.”

“That… even so… I have the
strength to protect you now!”

“And what about mother?” Fifi
demanded. “Our Master was kind enough to buy her as well.

He looked away, a tinge of pain in his
eyes. “Has she… forgiven me?”

“She’s… done her best to forget…”
Fifi responded, her voice filled with sadness. “You won’t change
your mind?”

“Heh… the man you give yourself to
is a man who should love you completely,” he responded. “My heart
always belonged to another. I wasn’t strong enough to protect her
back then. I am strong enough to protect you now.”

“We don’t need protecting!” she
yelled back suddenly.

“That…” Her brother looked away
guiltily.

“You shouldn’t have come back! You
shouldn’t make this any harder on mom… or me!” She spun away
and started running toward the mansion.

Her brother watched her run away, a
helpless look on his face. Then he turned to me.

“Would you have done things
differently?”
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  raised an eyebrow. “You can see me?”

  He nodded. “Of course.”

“… I’m not your mentor…”

“You’re not!”

“Ahem… right… are you the dungeon
master?”

“I am.”

“I see…”

So, ultimately, it was the brother who
was running the dungeon. That was somewhat surprising. Is that why
Elaya was able to meet me? Wait, he was meeting me now. Was this the
final level? As I was glancing around in confusion, the other man was
watching me.

“You should have taken better care of
my sister.” His voice was cold.

The words he said struck me hard. His
sister had killed herself, believing she was alone. I had acted too
recklessly with my life, and the result was that I abandoned those
depending on me. It wasn’t just Elaya or Astria. It was all of
them. Lydia, Terra, Eliana, Shao, Celeste, Raissa… I had abandoned
them all and more besides. At the time, it seemed I had only done
what I thought was the best decision at the time. Perhaps I was a bit
cocky and sure I could handle anything. The result was still the
same. To the world, I had died, and to my girls, I left them to pick
up the pieces.

Is that why they created the dungeon?
Was the brother of Fifi watching over her, and they found me wanting?
I felt like the puzzle that was the dungeon was getting closer to the
truth. There was still a piece that was missing, though. I felt like
it was on the cusp of being understood, but I wasn’t quite there
yet.

“Are we going to fight?” I asked,
looking down at the mansion, where Fifi was entering the front door
now.

“Heh… you’re not ready yet,” he
responded. “Why don’t you stay here a while? Maybe you’ll learn
something.”

I didn’t bother to turn back, as I
was pretty sure he was already gone. I hadn’t noticed it until he
started talking to me, but I had a feeling of danger from him. That
kind of feeling I only got when I was facing those stronger than me.
If I had to guess, I’d say he was at a level similar to Xin. That
would be the level of a hero, huh?

Chalm had given me a hero token, and
very early on I had earned the Hero job. Later, after defeating Shao,
I also unlocked True Hero. However, I had encountered various Heroes
at that point. Besides their strange connections to curses, heroes
were also extremely powerful. Elaya, Xin, King Edward Aberis I, they
were all heroes. I had defeated them, but that had always been
extraordinary circumstances. They were all on a completely different
level than me.

Furthermore, they all seemed to have
specialized names. The Hero King, the Maid Hero, the Hero Princess,
the Bandit Hero, the Slave Hero, the Harem Hero… were they all just
names, or were they titles? It seemed like, throughout history,
multiple people could have the same Hero title. What did that mean?

“Just what does it mean to be a
hero?” I asked out loud.

“Do you want to know?” a voice next
to me asked.

Elaya was standing where her brother
had previous been. 


“Is that why you’re putting me
through this? To learn what it means to be a hero?” I asked.

“Maybe,” she responded
nonchalantly. “Although this dungeon may have another lesson for
you to learn.”
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  was no longer in a corridor, so that
was nice. However, I was now following Elaya as she led me in a
specific direction. On-the-rails dungeons were the worst. At least,
the dungeon could give me the illusion of choice by making it a maze
with multiple paths. Then again, I supposed it was better than a
giant open location like the Twilight Dungeon, where you had to
repeat the same task fifty times and they mostly filled it with
large, empty fields.

  I shook my head. For a second there, I
was mistaking my life for a video game. Although, I did gain levels,
go on quests, and defeat monsters. I also had gotten here by slipping
in a video game. The choices I made were ultimately what I had when I
appeared here. However, I refused to believe the world was just some
elaborate game. I had experienced far too much to believe that.

Thankfully, Elaya’s lesson didn’t
appear to be anything like we were living in a simulation. If that
was suggested, I didn’t know if I could cope. Instead, she took me
to a nearby lake next to the mansion. She took a step to the side and
then gestured for me to continue. I had a feeling the second I turned
my back on her, she’d disappear on me again. Still, I humored her
and keep walking. I approached the shore of the lake, curious about
what she was trying to show me.

Gradually, the sound of signing began
to rise up. It was a gentle, haunting song that seemed to echo across
the lake. I scanned the lake until I found a rock that jutted out of
the water. Standing on the rock was a lonely-looking woman. As soon
as I recognized her, my eyes popped open. It was the siren! She was
the singer who had been my mid-level boss. Her singing could
manipulate others, even induce the dead to fight for her.

Her song was extremely dangerous. Once
someone listened to it, it was already too late. However, the song
didn’t seem to affect me. I realized that was because she wasn’t
directing the song at me. She was facing away from me and seemed to
beckon someone from another shore. I looked in that direction to see
a dock that must have been part of the mansion. There was a woman
wearing nothing but a night dress slowly being lured out to sea.

That was the very essence of a siren.
They could call out to people, leading them to their deaths. Their
song would cause someone to lose their wits. Sailors would crash
their boats along the rocky shores and they would lure people out to
where they would end up drowning. The exact act seemed to be
happening to that woman, and that woman was none other than Fifi.
With the dungeon skill Eagle Eyes equipped, it wasn’t difficult to
get a vivid view of the scene, despite my distance from them.

Time must have passed again, although
it couldn’t have been more than a couple of months. Fifi was
halfway down the dock, moving toward the siren, who was beckoning
her. I glanced at the rock outcropping the siren was standing on, and
I realized I could see bones floating around the water at her feet.
The siren was trying to kill Fifi!
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  top!” I discovered that the song
seemed to have a deafening quality to it, making my voice
impossible to hear.

  I accessed my dungeon lore, then
equipped Booming Voice.

“I said stop!” This time, my voice
exploded out, and the air bent in a wave that shot out, wrecking the
siren’s song.

Fifi stopped only a few feet from the
edge of the dock. She blinked a few times as if it surprised her that
she was there. She looked around a bit, but her eyes weren’t as
good as mine, and so she wasn’t able to see me. As for the siren,
she must not have noticed her either, as she simply turned and ran
back inside. I let out a breath, feeling that I averted a crisis.
That’s what I originally thought, but then I realized that the
siren who had been eyeing Fifi was now staring at me.

I immediately plugged my ears, but that
didn’t stop a shrill screech from exploding from the siren. It
caused my eardrums to throb. If I had been any slower blocking my
ears, they surely would have burst, and I might have even found
myself bleeding from them.

The siren wore a furious expression,
and without a word, she leaped off the rock. Instead of sinking into
the water, it seemed to bounce off it. She ran at me, making
animalistic leaps. Her mouth was filled with sharp teeth, and she
seemed to be on full attack.

Her actions left me somewhat confused.
The siren had always been a support character, just like me. Her
strength didn’t lie in her power, and at my current level, I didn’t
feel like she would threaten me in a direct fight. For a moment, I
thought it was a trick. She must be sending others to attack me and
was using herself as a distraction. Yet, the others did not come.

“Do you know who I am?” I didn’t
shout, but I still had Booming Voice equipped and my voice still cut
through the air to reach her ears.

These words seemed to incite her rage
more. She sped up. She’d reach me in only a few moments. Did I have
to defeat the siren? I considered pulling out my sword, but then I
remembered what Xin said. She said that the dungeon wasn’t that
kind of dungeon. It was a dungeon I shouldn’t have to fight in.
Well, I was probably going to have to fight eventually. She did give
me a sword to protect myself, so even she couldn’t predict
everything that might happen in the dungeon.

Still, there had to be a solution to
the situation that didn’t involve fighting. That’s when I noticed
the her narrowed eyes and quivering lip. With Eagle Eyes, I could see
the siren was furious. However, it wasn’t the anger of having her
meal stolen. She was specifically angry at me. That’s when I
noticed tears falling down her cheeks. She was… crying?

I started to understand what was
happening. I abandoned everyone when I died. That included my tamed
monsters. I abandoned the siren just as much as Elaya. I had barely
even thought about her after finding out the dungeon had been
reformed. She was the first monster to give her loyalty to me and was
the only reason I had Monster Tamer, which in turn had led to me
learning how to conquer dungeons. I owed her much, except I always
pushed her into a corner to deal with later.  

I had earned her ire. She had every
right to be furious with a master who didn’t watch and care for
her. The siren didn’t even have a name. I had the Naming skill, I
just had never used it to date.

“That’s right…” I found myself
speaking out loud. “I haven’t even given you a name. In that
case, I should fix that. Since you have such a beautiful voice, then
I suppose I should call you Selena.”

There was a blinding flash of light
erupting between her and me. I suddenly felt my mana surging forth
and rushing into her. She slammed into me.

{You have tamed the monster, Selena
the siren.}

{Selena has begun to evolve! Selena
has evolved into a Sirin!}

“Master!”
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  h-wh-what is this?” Elaya cried out
as the dust settled. “B-bird?”

  I opened my eyes and stared up at
Selena, looking down at me. Unlike Celeste, her body had drastically
changed after her sudden evolution. Although her hands were normal,
her arms were covered in feathers and spread out in long, luxurious
wings. Her once bluish hair was replaced with a multicolored plume
that matched her wings, giving her the resemblance of a parrot.

The thighs of her legs were normal, but
starting at the knees, they turned into two scaly legs that ended in
vicious-looking claws. As for the rest of her body was extremely
feminine, and also completely naked. In her evolution, her clothing
had disintegrated. In short, there was a beautiful, naked bird girl
sitting on my lap and rubbing against me.

Elaya, who I thought had run off again,
had suddenly appeared, and by the looks of things, whatever she had
intended to show me was not Selena.

“Heh, heh… Master… Master…”
She was rubbing up against me with a dumb, ecstatic smile on her
face.

“You dumb bird! What the heck are you
doing to Master?” Elaya cried, grabbing one of Selena’s talons to
drag her off me.

“Nooo! My Master!”

“The dungeon was able to change
everyone to fit a role except you! You’re not part of this dungeon
at all! You’re just a dungeon crasher!”

“Aiii! Aiii! Master! Master!”

The previous siren had a beautiful
singing voice, but she was unable to say a single word. Now, it
seemed like after her evolution, her vocabulary had increased by one
or two words. She ended up kicking Elaya, sending her flying into the
water. Freed from Elaya’s grasp, she leaped on me and starting
cooing and nestling my neck.

“Uh… I thought you were mad at me.”

“Tsk! That’s a bird-brain for you.
Easily pleased! All you did was give her a name and now she’s
eating out of your hand!” Elaya snapped, as she stepped out of the
water.

I looked at her, and my mouth dropped.
Elaya wasn’t wearing clothing that worked well in water. She was
already a voluptuous, beautiful woman with an incredible body. It was
now on display after falling into the water. Her clothing clung to
her, and everything was showing through. She wasn’t wearing a bra
either. Elaya noticed me staring, then looked down. Just as I hadn’t
been prepared for the sudden erotic appearance and was stunned, the
usually bold and insatiable queen wasn’t prepared to be looked at,
and grew shy.

She covered her body timidly.
“P-pervert!”

Did my Pervert job suddenly equip? I
was feeling like it.

“Oo!” Selena made a noise as she
was suddenly poked below, causing her to look down. “Master!”

“Master! Get her off you before she
lays eggs!” Elaya gave a flying kick, finally sending Selena
flapping away.

“S-sorry!” I tried to apologize,
but Selena charged Elaya and the two started fighting.

I was pretty sure at that point the
siren had absolutely nothing to do with the dungeon or what Elaya had
to show me. She just happened to be there, and even after the dungeon
was crushed and reforged, she just refused to leave. When she saw me,
she immediately threw a tantrum, but she thankfully was as easy to
tame this time as she was the previous time. While some things
changed, others stayed the same.
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  he things I want to show you, well, I
can make the same point here,” Elaya sighed as she used magic to
fix her wet clothing.

  Selena was sitting next to me, still
rubbing against my body affectionately, but I was at least able to
get her into clothing. I realized I should have been giving her more
attention. I stroked her head as I sat there on the grassy shore of
the pond. The estate Fifi was working in a distance behind us.

“Was that what you needed to show
me?” I asked.

Elaya pointed at Selena. “Her
evolution? What did it tell you?”

“Ah… well, there was talk before
about naming monsters. A named monster is more powerful than an
unnamed monster. I once predicted that with dungeons, the first boss
in the dungeon reflected a character from the lore. If someone
defeated that boss, they would receive additional first-time awards.
However, once the boss was defeated, the dungeon would replace them
with an unnamed boss, which would ultimately be a pale reflection of
the original boss.

“However, as I progressed, I found
that didn’t seem to be quite right. I’ve seen unnamed bosses that
have never been defeated and named bosses return that should’ve
been dead. That’s when I hypothesized that whether or not a boss
was named had to do with how long the boss existed. When a boss dies,
its power disperses into the dungeon, and then the dungeon reforges
that boss. Over time, it slowly absorbs mana, growing in strength,
and also intelligence.

“As a boss gains intelligence, it
fills in pieces of the person it was supposed to represent. Although,
I’ve had a feeling that isn’t quite right either.”

“Do you know what the difference
between a real person and a doppelgänger is?” Elaya asked
suddenly, rather than confirming any of my own thoughts.

“Um… one of them has the original
mana soul, while the other only has a fake karmic soul. In essence, a
doppelgänger is only a strong will that has infected a body and
became compelled to act.”

“And what is a soul?”

“A soul…” I frowned, getting a
little annoyed at the continued questions without answers. “It’s
a conduit for mana. A person comprises a body, a soul, and mana. The
body is our physical presence. The soul is our metaphysical presence.
Mana is the energy that drives and merges the physical and
metaphysical.”

I’d like to say that all the
knowledge was based on my own observations, but the truth was that I
read a lot of it. Whenever we reached a new city, I’d check out
books on dungeons, jobs, skills, and mana. Particularly, when I was
looking for other forms of solid mana like fairy dust and spirit
fire, I found such a description.

“What if I were to tell you that a
soul is lore?”

“Lore…”

“Mm…” She nodded. “In a way, a
soul isn’t much different from a dungeon. Those blessings bound to
you are fragments of souls, which merged with your soul and became an
extension of your existence.”
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  laya’s revelation wasn’t too
shocking for me. It made sense. All I needed to be resurrected from
death was a soul. If the mind was purely a physical thing, then every
time someone was resurrected, they would come back with a head empty
of knowledge. Furthermore, even though my body was destroyed, my
blessings were not, and only one of my halves could keep such
blessings. It was only when I entered a dungeon with control over the
soul they could interfere with my blessings.

  Elaya nodded. “It seems you have
already had some inklings to this fact. Well, it is true. Our souls
are the lore that we carry with us. As we experience life, that soul
gets marked by all the things we’ve done. Whether that soul is
karmic or mana-based, that doesn’t matter. What matters is the
soul.”

“So, it isn’t that the creatures in
dungeons have fake karmic souls, it’s that the souls are…
primordial? Being made?” I asked.

“You misunderstand. Those souls will
never become souls at all unless they’re part of that soul’s
lore. Dungeons are a collection of incomplete lore. They become
malignant, absorbing the mana of the world and swallowing anything
nearby, all in a hope of completing their own lore, to become whole.
However, you were right the first time. They are fake existences
which can never become whole.”

“Elaya…” I looked over at her,
biting my lip.

She smiled slightly. “You’re
worried that I’m saying I am a fake. You’re not wrong for having
such a worry. I was a fake Elaya. Only an imitation, a shadow of what
she once was.”

“You’re not the only—”

“Astria had her complete soul.
Although she was corrupted with mana from the inside and out, she was
still herself. Even Xin combined with her doppelgänger, combining
the piece of the soul found in Twilight Dungeon, and more recently,
the piece of the soul you recovered from the Ost Republic.”

“You know about that?” I asked
wryly.

I had only just united their souls
outside of the dungeon not too long ago. Then again, Elaya had been
waiting at the entrance, so she must have had some way of knowing.

She gave a soft chuckle. “Either way,
Xin is a nearly complete soul. It may be damaged, her lore confused,
but she is Xin. I’m the only one who can’t return. The Elaya who
called herself the Maid Hero burned her soul away to save the Hero
King. Only a wisp of her lore remained to create me, and even that
wisp was captured by Aberis and used to create the Widow’s Dungeon…
at least, that’s what I thought.”

I jerked at her words. “What you
thought?”

“There is power in a name,” she
said wistfully. “When you gave Selena her name, you didn’t just
give her an identity, you acknowledged and solidified her lore. She
was once a shadow, an agglomeration of unfulfilled lore and will, and
you made her real. You did the same thing to me. You came into that
dungeon and gave me life.”

“Elaya, speak clearly. What is going
on?”

“The Maid Hero… that is a lore too.
It’s a name passed down from generation to generation. That’s
what the heroes are. They are lore that has become too powerful,
combined with too many lives. In short, they are a soul much like
yours, one that accumulated the blessings of dungeons and became too
interconnected with the fabric of the world. As a result, the lore of
heroes passes on when a person dies, creating a line of heroes with
that name. Whether it is the Harem Hero or the Maid Hero… it’s a
mantle… a lore… a soul that stands the test of time and becomes
reborn time and time again.”

“Y-you’re not the maid hero, are
you…”

She shook her head. “It turns out I
was reborn.”
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 squeezed my hands in a fist. “So,
there is another Elaya…”

	
	
	



“Of sorts… you could say that. It’s
not like she’d look like me, or even have my memories. As I said,
my soul has burned away. However, she is the piece of me that
survived, and the legacy and lore of the name I represent.”

In a world of resurrection, I supposed
reincarnation makes sense, too. Certain souls were too strong to be
consumed by the dungeon and have no choice but to be incorporated
into it. I guessed such a thing could exist on a grander scale. Mana
souls that are too defined to be reincorporated back into the earth,
refusing to be destroyed, but too righteous to become corrupted.

“Reincarnating souls… they’re
basically the opposite of dungeons,” I concluded.

“They are truly the anti-dungeons…
but they are also a pitiful existence. Like dungeons, they are a lore
incomplete. Unwilling to accept their ends, they end up in a
never-ending loop, playing out the same story in a different way. The
Princess Hero will always lose her family and her nation. The Bandit
Hero will always be betrayed by those he trusts. The Maid Hero… she
will always give her life for the man she dedicated herself to.”

“Are you going to be absorbed by this
Maid Hero? Is that what you want to tell me?”

“What I wanted to show you is a
hero’s birth.”

“Birth? She’s not alive yet?”

“Heroes aren’t born, Master, they
are made. You spoke of reincarnation, but that isn’t quite right.
The mantle of the hero floats across the life force of the world.
When it finds a kindred soul, it is only then that the souls unite
and the heroes are reborn. The strength of the hero’s past will
flow into them, and their destinies will intertwine. This is the
thing I wanted you to see. The time is coming in this story where the
next Maid Hero will gain her power.”

“I don’t care about any of that,”
I responded frustratedly. “Answer the question. Once this Maid Hero
is created, will you end up merging with them?”

“I’m happy that Master is so
worried about me. However, I am not the one you should have your eyes
on. This isn’t my story. This is her story.” She smiled sadly,
then pointed behind me.

A door slamming behind me caused me to
turn and see the woman named Fifi running out of her home. A man was
walking up to her. It probably was another one of those scenes.
Except, I was tired of them. I just wanted Elaya back, but she was
still playing coy with me.

“I’ll only have time to see you
once more before the end,” her voice whispered in my ear.

I turned back to see she was gone. Not
just her, but Selena had disappeared as well. Another vexed noise
escaped my throat. The next time she pulled that on me, I wouldn’t
fall for it. I’d tie her up and make her explain everything.

Unfortunately, she was already gone. I
stood up, brushing the grass off my pants. It was time to see how
heroes were made.
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y the time I reached the mansion, Fifi
had already escorted the man inside. I went to open the front door
and, as I predicted, the door wouldn’t budge. It was another
invisible wall. I found a few open windows, but they didn’t let me
move forward. The invisible walls were becoming extremely irritating.
Thankfully, the open window led into a receiving room, which was
where they ended up.

	
	
	



I had a clear view and could hear
everything. I felt like a peeping tom standing in the bushes
listening in on such a conversation, but I dealt with it. A glance
into the room showed four people. There was Fifi, the cloaked
stranger, an old maid, and an old man wearing a fine suit. He was
sitting in a nice chair, while Fifi was standing at his side, pouring
tea for him. The old man had her sit in a rocking chair, where she
hummed to herself and knitted what looked to be a scarf.

“Now, why have you come to my home?”
the old man asked, squinting his eyes and tilting his head like he
could barely hear or see the man sitting only a few feet in front of
him.

“I would like to speak to you about
your slave,” the man declared.

“What?” he asked, turning his head
forward and cupping his hand around his ear.

“You wish to speak about me?” Fifi
asked, and although she’d been surprised, Fifi finished pouring her
tea with exquisite skill.

He turned to Fifi and nodded. “I
recently learned about the death of your mother. To have a monster
suddenly attack her, and for her soul to be damaged to the point she
could not be resurrected, you have my condolences.”

Fifi stiffened slightly but gave a nod
of recognition. “Yes, my mother’s passing was sudden, but we
endure.”

The old man held his tea and sipped
contently, giving a pleasant smile while seemingly oblivious to the
conversation being carried out between his maid and the guest. It had
a certain practiced feel to it, like she often handled the affairs
while standing next to her elderly master.

“You and your mother were fortunate
to be purchased by an extended family member when the main family
tried to sell you off,” he spoke carefully.

“Yes, I agree. This has been my home.
Now, the household just has me to keep it running.”

“Just you, huh?” The old lady
looked up with a wry smile.

Fifi blushed. “Ah! I didn’t mean it
that way.”

“It seems pitiful that a woman with
your caliber and status must sacrifice her best years taking care of
a senile old man.” The cloaked man’s words seemed to drop all the
pleasantness once he decided the old man wasn’t paying attention.
“You never should have been a slave at all.”

“When I was young, my mother made a
deal with the master of the main family. If my brother and I produced
a child of our race, we would not become slaves. However, my brother…
fell in love with a human woman and betrayed my mother’s word. We
both paid the consequence of those actions.” Her expression turned
bitter as she spoke of the distant things I had recently seen.

“Haven’t you paid enough?”

Fifi glared at him suspiciously. “What
do want with me?”

“I’ll be direct. I intend to pay
your fee and free you from slavery.”

She took a step back. “Why would you
pay such a cost?”

He pulled back his hood, revealing two
pointy ears. “Because I, the Elf Hero, have searched far and wide
to find a proper mate.”

“An elf?”

“Will you become my wife, Faeyna?”














[image: 64]


[image: o]

  aeyna!”

  If they could have heard my voice,
surely everyone there, even the deaf old man, would have turned to
the window and glanced at the crazy person watching them. As her name
echoed, the face of the woman standing next to the old man started to
gain more details. Her ears, her blonde hair, her gentle smile,
Faeyna appeared right there.

“W-wait… Maid hero?”

It was true that Faeyna was a maid, but
what did that have to do with any level of heroism? She was Faeyna,
just Faeyna! She was also in the Ost Republic. No, I didn’t know
where she was. Eliana was looking into it, and the Demon Lord Aberis
hadn’t been forthcoming, even using information about her as an
attempt to distract me. However, if she killed herself, then… that
bastard! The Demon Lord Aberis knew she was dead. Nevertheless, he
tried to use her as a bargaining chip?

The realization that the dungeon Maid’s
Lament had always been about another maid threw my mind into
disarray. I didn’t even know how to think. Why would she kill
herself? Was it because she didn’t want her body wasted? Her life
had been plagued with people pressuring her to have a baby. However,
she had her entire species, one about to go extinct, to think about.
Once I died and she fell into Aberis’s hand… did she lose all
hope and kill herself?

I had been so caught up in everything I
missed the next few things that were said. I refocused on the scene
in front of me to see Faeyna shaking her head.

“I’m sorry, but my master depends
on me…”

“Don’t be so quick to turn me down.
Nothing is holding you here anymore. You served your debt to your
mother, and as for your master, I am willing to pay quite a fee. He
will get the care he needs in his final days of life. After their
golden boy tragically died all those years ago, the main family has
all but collapsed. You alone have maintained these territories for
your mentally declining master. If you give yourself to me, then I
assure you his lands will be protected for the rest of his life, and
you will find a purpose with me.”

“It’s just… I don’t even know
you…” she responded uncertainly.

“What’s there to know?” he
demanded. “I am the last suitable elf male. I mean no disrespect,
but your options are limited.”

“Unless…”

“Unless?”

“Maybe… a human?”

“Human?” he sneered as he stood up.
“You wish to make the same mistake your brother did? Is there a
human you love?”

“No, there isn’t…”

He grabbed her arm, his expression
turning dark. “Who is he?”

“There isn’t anyone!”

“Then you wouldn’t reject me!” he
snarled.

“Hey!” a shout came from the window
next to mine, causing me to jump and turn to see another guy there.
“Don’t you understand no means no?”

He turned to me, winked, and then
jumped into the room. I punched the invisible wall, feeling like he
was taunting me. Of course, the man that appeared was none other than
Faeyna’s brother.
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  ou!” the strange elf snarled.

  “Brother!”

“Oh my, hehehehe…” the old man
chuckled to himself, like it was all a joke.

“Why are you here?” Faeyna
demanded.

“Fifi… you cannot accept this man’s
proposal.”

“You scoundrel…” the other man
growled. “Don’t listen to this man. He’s a scoundrel and a
murderer! I challenge you to the duel!”

“What? Wait!” Faeyna protested.

“I accept!” her brother responded
before she could stop him.

“Brother, no! You don’t understand.
He’s a hero!”

“A hero?” Her brother blinked.

The stranger elf finally grinned. “You
have no clue what you’ve done. A little back country elf like you
wouldn’t have a chance against me. Where I am from, they call me
the Elf Hero!”

“Is that so…” Her brother
narrowed his eyes.

“Of course, since you’re her
brother, I will give you a single chance.” The elf grinned. “Give
me your sister, and accept your arrest, and I will allow you to
live.”

“Allow me, huh?” her brother
responded mockingly. “How about we take this outside?”

“Brother, you can’t do this! I know
you’re a dungeon diver, but he’s a hero!” Faeyna was saying as
the front door burst open.

Her brother was confidently striding
out onto the front lawn while she followed worriedly. The Elf Hero
followed behind them. It was the first time I had heard of such a
hero. Then again, there were so few elves left in the world, it
wasn’t surprising that the Elf Hero wasn’t that widespread.

“I’m sorry, sister, I lied to you
before.” Her brother turned to face the other man, pulling a pair
of daggers from his belt. “I haven’t been training all of this
time to be a dungeon diver.”

“Y-you haven’t?” Faeyna blinked.

“I’ve been training all of this
time to become a hero!” he declared.

“A-a hero?”

“Training to become a hero? You’re
not one of those fools on the Hero route, are you?” the Elf Hero
burst into laughter. “That’s hilarious.”

“I-I don’t understand. Hero route?”

“We heroes are blessed by our lore.
We take on a destiny from countless heroes before us. We are a
collection of all their strength and power. We are tasked with
completing their goals to reach the end of their lore. Each one of us
makes it a little farther toward completing the lore built on the
shoulders of giants. However, certain fools try to write their own
lore. They try to do in a single lifetime what took the heroes a
dozen lifetimes to do. They take the lore from dungeons, making them
into blessings and grafting lore onto themselves, hoping to create a
new story. They wish to become heroes with their own measly power.”

“You are the ones who failed to
complete your lore! As for me, I will create something new with my
strength!” Faeyna’s brother struck his fists together, and his
body glowed, revealing at least four different blessings on his body.

My eyes widened at the sight. Every one
of his blessings was from a dungeon he not only defeated but
completed.

“Well met. Now, let me show you the
difference between a real hero and a faux hero like you.” The Elf
Hero pulled a rapier from his sheathe, then the two men began their
fight.
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  he two men fought. Their weapons
practically blurred as they used skills as naturally as breathing. It
was truly a higher-tier battle. Until then, the fights I’d seen
were usually powerful, but not smooth. People would call out attacks,
spending time on offense and defense. While attacks would happen in
flurries, there would often be breaks.

  The difference in the battle before me
was that it felt more frantic, the moves smoother. A skill wasn’t
just performed, but it occurred and melded into the next, which
melded into the next. They’d even perform combos, popping multiple
skills off at the right time to take advantage of the previous skill.
When I attacked, I’d use something like Quick Attack. Those
fighters used Quick Attack, which would set them into the position to
do a Fireslash, then blind their opponent and allow them to perform a
Break Slice, leading into a Rapid Flurry.

Lydia said she didn’t feel like she
could become better with the sword without finding a master. I had
understood what she meant at the time, but it had never been clearer
until seeing two masters fighting. Some things couldn’t be overcome
with speed and levels. Prediction, intuition, reaction… those were
things that could only come with training and experience. It was
clear that they both were extremely experienced. Remarkably, both men
were only a few years older than me. Yet, they had been training
since they were teenagers, while I had only been handed my strength a
half year before.

“Please, stop!” Faeyna cried
desperately as her brother and the Elf Hero fought violently.

Her brother had been pushed into a fate
he wanted no part of. He desired to be free and love who he wanted.
Yet, the woman he tried to be with died too young. At that point, he
found a master who began training him. Although he told his sister he
was a dungeon diver, the truth was that he was a true dungeon diver
with aspirations of becoming a powerful hero. Only a true hero could
defy their fate. Did that mean the day I had stopped Shao, I had
become a True Hero because I defied her fate?

Well, just because I had the job didn’t
mean I was a hero by the way these guys were using it. There were
multiple heroes in the world. There were the local heroes. They
received tokens from the cities and thus had the Selfless Hero job.
Then there were the legacy heroes. That was the best way to describe
the likes of the Maid Hero, the Hero King, and so on… They were all
people who had become heroes by absorbing the legacy of a heroic
lore.

The final type of hero, the one that
Faeyna’s brother was trying to reach, I guess I would call a true
hero. They were someone who gained a great deal of power by their own
right, forging their name into history. If a true hero met a tragic
end, they may end up becoming a legacy hero, only being able to pass
down their mantle to the next qualified person.

What did that make me? Was I following
the path of a true hero? I had various blessings, and my soul had
grown and expanded. I was no longer a normal person bound to live a
normal life. As I was lost in thought, the fight reached a critical
point. The victor of the fight had been obvious, and I had already
guessed who it would be.

“Brother!” Faeyna cried out in
horror as a sword pierced right through his chest.
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  aeyna ran up to her brother as he
collapsed to the ground. She wrapped her arms around his head. There
were only three elves in the world, and they were still killing each
other. Well, I didn’t know how many elves there were. To the best
of my knowledge, they were exceedingly rare, just like deep dwarves.
There could be a village of them out there somewhere. At one point,
they had come from a dungeon, so if we were talking about worlds,
there might even be an entire world dedicated to elves. One day, it
would be nice to take Faeyna to such a place.

  At that thought, I came to two
realizations. The first was that Faeyna had killed herself two months
ago. My opportunity to take her anywhere had passed. The second was
that I wasn’t powerful enough. I could barely travel between Earth
and this world. There was no way I could travel to another world
beyond my current one. If I wanted to fulfill the wishes of everyone
who followed me, I would have to become stronger.

“F-Faeyna…” her brother declared,
blood spurting out of his mouth.

“Brother… you didn’t have to do
this!”

“I… I just want… you to be…
free. Find… the one you truly love. Please. Never let them… go…”

“I will! I will. Just get back up!”
she cried. “Brother? Brother!”

“Hmph… he didn’t have to force my
hand,” the Elf Hero sniffed.

“You killed him!”

“He was a criminal. He earned his
fate.”

“Resurrect him!” she shouted, tears
running down her eyes.

He narrowed his eyes. “I can’t.
What Priest would resurrect a criminal? Even if I could find one that
would risk becoming a forsaken Dark Priest, I wouldn’t. Don’t
think he’ll be lucky enough again to find some random vagabond who
illegally resurrects him.”

I coughed awkwardly. I knew
historically it was probably the mysterious master who brought him
back, but I had technically been the one to do it. Being called a
forsaken vagabond, even by that arrogant guy, pissed me off a bit. I
pulled Xin’s blade out of my inventory anyway. He deserved a
thrashing.

Although the scene had been playing out
as if I was a ghost, I had already walked across the front line
before. Thus, I felt like I should be able to engage now. Plus, the
man’s unpleasant eyes were on Faeyna, and it was making me angry.

“I will never forgive you!”

“You will, with time.” He smiled.
“You will become my woman. Once you pop out a couple of babies,
you’ll be far too busy to hate me.”

“Okay, that’s enough-”

“He’s not your opponent,” a voice
called from behind me. I turned around to see Faeyna’s brother
standing there.

“Didn’t you just die?” I turned
back to the scene unfolding between Faeyna and the Elf Hero.

The body of her brother was
mysteriously missing, but neither seemed to notice. I turned back to
the man in front of me. He had his blades out, and he gave a helpless
shrug.

“He is too strong for you to defeat.”

“I don’t care. I want to protect
Faeyna.”

“So did I… but we both failed,
didn’t we?” he asked.

I pursed my lips in distaste. He
couldn’t protect her from the Elf Hero. I could already see her
body changing. That moment was the moment she became the Maid Hero.
It was her brother’s sacrifice, and that promise, that had driven
her to take on the mantle. It was my failure that had driven her to
death.

“I won’t fail her again,” I
declared. “It may be too late for you, but I can fix this?”

“Can you?” he smirked. “First,
you’ll have to show me you have the strength!”
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  on’t look so mopey. I will make you a
happy woman,” The Elf Hero said with a conceited grin on his face.

  While I was squaring off against her
brother, the Faeyna from the past was facing the mocking smile of the
Elf Hero who, from beginning to end, was acting like he had
everything under his control. It was clear he felt no guilt over
killing her brother. As for his aims, if they were to keep the elf
line going, murdering another male elf seemed like a funny way to
show it.

“I will never go with you!” Faeyna
cried out. “You’re a murderer!”

The Elf Hero’s smile froze on his
face. “If I’m a murderer, then it would be best if you didn’t
defy me!”

“I don’t have to be freed if I
don’t want to! A slave must be willing for the payment to allow
release!”

“Heh… you think I will give you a
choice? If I can’t have you as my wife… then I’ll use you as my
slave!” He took several steps toward her.

“I won’t! The man I choose to be
with… it will be my choice!” Faeyna declared resolutely,
seemingly honoring her brother’s desires.

He stopped for a second and then smiled
once again. “Is that what your mother would have wanted?”

“My mother…” Faeyna looked
uncertain for a moment.

Her mother had pushed her and her
brother together. She wanted a continuation of the species. Surely,
had she known about the Elf Hero, she would have been ecstatic if her
daughter was both free and could continue the elf line. Plus, it’d
be with a hero, so the babies would undoubtedly be strong. Faeyna’s
will faltered for a bit, but when he took another step, her resolve
returned.

“Don’t you want to honor your
mother?”

Faeyna looked away. “Even so…
mother is dead now. I must do what will make me happy! I can’t live
for her anymore!”

“Heh…” The Elf Hero’s smile
turned violent. “Hehehehe… if I had realized things would have
ended up like this, I wouldn’t have arranged to have her killed.”

“Wh-what?”

“I could have probably used her as a
bargaining chip.”

“Y-you…” Her expression turned
pale. “You killed my mother?”

“Everyone in town said it was your
mother that kept you here. I figured you’d never let go of her as
long as she remained alive, so I prepared her removal from the
picture,” he responded, a disgusted look on his face.

“Y-you killed her!”

At first, it looked like Faeyna fell to
her knees in despair, but a moment later, she shakily stood back up,
holding a broom they had knocked off the porch during the earlier
fight.

He grinned. “She even begged me. She
apologized to your brother with her dying words. She said that he was
right all along. I wonder what that meant?”

The Elf Hero had been taunting her in
his insolence, but he hadn’t seen their past as I had, and he also
hadn’t heard or cared about her brother’s dying words. Her mother
had lived with regret. In the end, she realized she wronged both her
children, and all she wanted was forgiveness for not supporting her
son. As for her daughter, she should only marry the man she wanted.
That was what her mother’s final words meant.

“You…” Energy swirled around her.
“You’ve… made a mess of everything!”

The elf’s smile dropped as he felt
her growing power. “Y-you…”

“It’s time… to clean up the
mess!”
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  re you the dungeon master?” I asked
Faeyna’s brother cautiously.

  “I wonder…” He gave a
noncommittal response.

“At first, I thought you were a
creation of the dungeon, then I was thinking you were some kind of
manifestation of Faeyna’s will. Now, I’m not so sure.”

He rolled his eyes. “It’s hardly
something so glamorous. I’m merely what was left of Faeyna’s
brother.”

“How can that be? You died a long
time ago?” I asked, and then my eyes flashed. “Unless…”

“I see you understand. Yes, when I
died, I sent the last piece of my soul into my sister. I intended to
protect her. I think I only succeeded in becoming a demon in her
heart.”

He had done something not all that much
different from what Demon Lord Aberis had done. He abandoned his body
at death and put his soul into Xin until the right time when he could
take over her baby. Faeyna’s brother’s intentions weren’t so
nefarious, but it was similar. He clung on to his sister, remaining
by her side until the moment of her death in the Ost Republic.

“Her… abilities…”

“I suppressed them… for her good,”
he explained with a sigh. “I did what I did so she could have a
normal life. I didn’t want her to have the same fate as other
legacy heroes. Had I known things would end up that way, that she
would end up sacrificing herself for you, well, I’m not sure I
would have done anything differently?”

“Then, you’re likely the reason her
lore ended up becoming a dungeon, too. Too many unresolved issues.”

“I won’t deny it is a possibility.”
He shrugged.

“In that case, destroying you would
destroy the darkness over her heart. It would free her from your
grasp. It would end the dungeon and would finally allow her to become
the maid hero she was supposed to be. I have to fight you, then.”

“We’re finally on the same page,”
he smirked. “If you can defeat me, I will recognize that you are
powerful enough to protect my sister. I will trust her to you.
However, if you fail, well, don’t even think of getting near her
again!”

“You’ve been the one putting up all
of those invisible walls. You’ve been the one barricading this
place of memories. You’ve been trying to keep me out.”

“It’s nothing personal. I just
don’t like you.”

“Siscon?”

“S-s-siscon! What are you saying?
Haven’t you been paying attention? I loved another woman! I held
myself back from touching my sister!”

“You did everything you could to get
stronger to protect her. You even fought off her suitor. Then you
wrapped your soul around her to keep her for yourself and not let any
other man have her. So, siscon.”

“Y-you… now I see we can never get
along! I’ll defeat you! I won’t let anyone have my sister!”

“…”

“…”

“Did you—”

“Yes, I just got it as soon as I
heard it!” he snarled. “Just prepare yourself!”

As Faeyna lunged forward to attack the
Elf Hero, I lunged forward to fight the demon in her heart.
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  aeyna’s brother’s weapons were
short, but they had a knack for breaking through my longer reach. He
was skilled at getting close. His movements were smooth as well, and
I kept getting cut. I immediately healed with every wound I received,
so I was able to manage for some time, but I realized that if I
didn’t have my abnormal healing and high mana, I likely would have
experienced death by a thousand cuts. Compared to the feeling of
having my soul chopped over and over again, it was nothing, though,
so I didn’t give up.

  I’d like to say Faeyna was in a
better situation. However, it was clear that becoming a hero wasn’t
an instant switch to infinite power. After all, Faeyna was still
Faeyna. Having the power of the Maid Hero didn’t suddenly make her
just as powerful as Elaya. She had the same jobs and the same levels
as she did before. The legacy gave her some strength to pull on, some
mana to use, and the experiences of those that came before her as
long as she could pull on it, but that would only get someone so far.

The Elf Hero had his legacy longer and
had trained his body as well. Faeyna’s only saving grace was that
he was toying with her, and ultimately didn’t want to cause any
permanent damage. It was enough that she could keep him back, but he
was slowly becoming less and less patient. If I couldn’t finish off
her brother, she’d likely get hurt.

I knew the consequences in the dungeon
referred to events that had already happened. Her brother should be
dying on the ground, not perfectly fine, and fighting me. It was
merely a dungeon. It was a curse and an illusion. Trying to change
anything inside it was pointless. Yet, I couldn’t just allow the
events to happen the same way they had happened before.

If I had Alysium with me, I would have
been able to handle the fight far easier. Her power added to my
power, and thus every strike was faster and more powerful because of
her. She was also a large blade with a broadside that fit my fighting
style. Well, she could change to any size, but she used the size I
preferred. I didn’t have their elegance as a fighter, so Xin’s
thin, fine blade didn’t suit me at all. Yet, there was nothing I
could do about that.

Perhaps a more skilled fighter could be
equally deadly, no matter what they had in their hands. I had once
read a swordsman’s guide when I helped Lydia that said a true
swordsman was just as powerful even when they didn’t have their
sword. Incidentally, they could make a sword with their pure will,
allowing them to perform attacks, anyway. I was nowhere near that
level.

Again and again, I was reminded I was
still a small fish in a big pond. If even Faeyna’s brother, who
wasn’t much older, could give me pressure, then how could I battle
against the true monsters of the world? What about the Great
Labyrinths? I was only strong enough to take out a level twenty or
thirty labyrinth on my own, and I thought myself an undefeated hero?
I was still being too naïve. At best, I had only upgraded my
equipment. I now had a body and soul brimming with potential, but it
was up to me to use it!

The blessings on Faeyna’s brother
began to glow, and I had a feeling of danger that told me he was
preparing for his strongest attack. I raised Xin’s blade in
defense. I didn’t have the skill to defeat him in a prolonged
battle. My only chance was to use my strength to overwhelm him. It
was my chance. I had to take it.
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  s he began to glow, pulling on the
power of his blessings, I did the same. I wondered if he had access
to a dungeon store just like me. It stood to reason he should have
dungeon points, and there was no saying what those points would do to
his strength. Perhaps that was why he was so much trouble for me.
That’s when I remembered the Elf fighting Faeyna was the one that
killed him.

  She was on the retreat. Her broom had
broken in two. Honestly, considering she was deflecting a metal
rapier, it was pretty impressive she managed to last with it as long
as she had. She still fought furiously, but she was losing ground and
backing up. My only shot was to defeat my opponent. Then, I would
charge forward and help her.

With a roar, the pair of us came at
each other for a final strike. He crossed his blades in an x-slash,
and my sword slammed into it. A shock wave exploded out from between
us, and the ground indented slightly.

“Is this all you have?” he shouted.
“Is this the power of the man who claims he can protect her?”  

“I’m just starting!” I forced
down more, causing his knees to bend down.

“I’m sorry, Deek… you just don’t
have what it takes,” he sighed. “You’ve failed!”

His blades finished the cut, and Xin’s
sword exploded back. It flew out of my hand, flying into the air. He
disarmed me. With a roar, he plunged forward, slamming his daggers
into me. I… had lost? As I fell back, blood shooting from my chest,
my head turned. Faeyna had lost her footing and fell back. Her broom
flew to the side as she landed on her butt.

“You’re done.” The Elf Hero
leveled his sword at her. “Now, give up and be mine.”

“Never!” she shouted defiantly.

“Never!” I said at the same time,
my foot shooting back and catching me.

“Y-you…” Faeyna’s brother’s
eyes popped open.

“I will never give up on her! On any
of them!” My fist flew out and struck him in the face.

It was a Quick Attack, but it was my
fist doing the damage. I had Basic Weapon Proficiency. What was more
basic than hand-to-hand?

“You just don’t know when to give
up!” he snorted, pulling two fresh blades from his belt.

The two sticking out of me weren’t
even all he had. I didn’t care. I attacked.

“Fool!” His blade went against my
fist.

However, I changed my fist into a
slash, then I used the skill Extended Blade. A slash of light came
from my hand and met his blade. His eyes popped open in surprise,
expecting to hit flesh. My attack caused him to be unbalanced. I used
Create Step and Accelerate to explode forward. Using just my hands, I
slashed over and over. I realized I was doing a combo.

True Strike, Parry, Arcing Slash, Quick
Attack, Drill Kick… each attack flowed into the next attack. I had
Advanced Learning Equipped, not to mention Mimic. My combos might not
be as clean and efficient as what the pair of them could do, but I
struck him again and again. He started to panic, causing him to lose
one of his daggers. A 5-combo. A 6-combo. Each extra one became and
more and more difficult. I realized the best I could manage was 7.
Thus; I made it my best!

“Final Blow!”

“N-no!”

Going for broke, his Danger Sense
exploded, but he couldn’t resist as I struck him. He went flying
off, slamming into the Elf Hero just as he was about to grab Faeyna.
The two of them when flying back, slamming into the side of a
previously formed crater. The Elf Hero burst out of the dust, a
furious expression on his face. His clean outfit dirtied, and he had
lost his look of superiority.

“Ridiculous!” he snarled.

I stepped in front of Faeyna. I managed
to recover Xin’s blade, and I was holding it up against him.

“I’ll be your opponent now!”

“I-it’s you!” Faeyna gasped.

So now she could see me? That was fine.
I wanted her to see me.

“Another fool wishes to die?” The
Elf Hero grinned and took a step forward but something stopped him.
“What’s this? It’s you!”

Behind him, Faeyna’s brother was
holding on to his leg tightly.

“Deek.” He looked up at me. “I’ll
take this one. As for you, I’ll hold you responsible for her
future!”

The look in his eyes… I had seen such
a look before.

“Brother?”

“You peasant!” The Elf Hero lifted
his sword to strike the other man down, but he didn’t look in his
direction or protect himself.

“Goodbye, my sister.” He smiled
sadly. “Self-Destruct.”

“Brother!”

His body exploded in light. I created a
barrier to block the explosion. That was how her brother went out.
After being injured, Faeyna fought and became the Maid Hero. Then,
her brother gave his life to destroy the Elf Hero. It damaged his
soul to the point where all that was left was a sliver, which ended
up attaching to Faeyna. That was her story and her past.
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  ou’re here… again,” Faeyna’s
voice called from behind.

  I turned to look at her. “You don’t
know who I am?”

“Should I?” She looked up at me,
her eyes red with the tears she was holding back, her lips tight.
“You’re an acquaintance of my brother, right?”

“Faeyna…” I reached out, but she
took a step back, her behavior guarded.

“I don’t know you, but I think it’s
best if you go. I have a lot of messes to clean up.”

“You’re a hero now…”

“I’m not.”

“But…”

“I’m just a maid! That’s all I
am. That’s all I’ll ever be. Now, my master is waiting for me to
make his supper.”

I looked around incredulously. The
mansion had been untouched, but their fights had filled the yard with
holes and craters. It was, as she said, a mess.

“Your brother…”

“You don’t have the right to tell
me about my brother!” her voice rising, her tears finally falling.

“What about the Elf Hero?”

She stiffened. “What about him?”

“Do you think he’d be without life
insurance?”

They would definitely resurrect a man
like him. Before, when the Elf Hero killed her brother, he may have
refused to help resurrect him, but resurrection was still a
possibility. She would have had a month to find someone to do it. She
could raise money. However, after sacrificing himself and damaging
his soul, such a thing was less likely. I was resurrected in a
similar situation, but I also understood those were exceptional
circumstances.

Faeyna’s expression turned white for
a second, but her expression turned dark. “If that’s all you have
to say, then please leave. I won’t ask again.”

She turned away and left, walking back
up to the mansion and entering. In the end, we finally had a chance
to speak, but we had barely exchanged two words. More than that, she
had given me the cold shoulder. Was that Faeyna’s ultimate feelings
regarding me? Did she just want me to go away?

I started to feel increasingly
depressed. “Rejected, huh?”

“Is it so surprising?” a voice
asked behind me.

I looked back at Elaya standing there.
I took a steady breath.

“Why wouldn’t it be?”

“This is Faeyna before she met you.
She doesn’t even know you. Well, this cycle has met you a few
times, but that doesn’t mean she’s formed any particular strong
opinion about you.”

“This cycle?”

“Do you think this is the first time
this story has played out? This… or variations of it, has been
playing out ever since this dungeon formed.”

“You mean… Faeyna’s entire life…”

She nodded. “I had to break free from
her cycle. This damn dungeon cast me as the old maid! Well, she
caught Xin up in it too. I managed to send her out, and you were able
to sever that bond. As for her, Faeyna has been suffering this loop,
like a self-imposed punishment.”

It was like Twilight Dungeon. The story
played out over and over again. I was only seeing the most recent
version of it. Presumably, once it finished, it’d repeat,
desperately trying to change its story. Of course, things turned out
the same way. I wasn’t able to change anything.

“What is she punishing herself for?
I’m the one who failed,” I responded bitterly.

“Not yet. There is still one last
level,” Elaya declared.
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  hat?” I blinked. “We fought the
final boss. Shouldn’t this dungeon be over?”

  Elaya let out a throaty laugh. “Sorry,
not quite. There is a bit more.”

“But… her brother… I destroyed
the dark stain on her heart.”

“I won’t say that her brother’s
unresolved feelings didn’t contribute to this dungeon forming,”
Elaya sighed. “Shortly after I felt your death, I traveled to the
Ost Republic to confirm with my own eyes. I had my suspicions about
what happened to you, and I believed you’d return. That was when I
found Faeyna’s soul. Fearing her enemies would resurrect her and
use her against you; I took her back here and attempted to resurrect
her myself.

“Ultimately, it was her own dark
emotions, mixed with her brother’s soul, and my failure that caused
the dungeon to form. Since it formed right in the boss’ room, it
took over your dungeon in a flash, catching Xin and me by surprise
and stealing what we had. We were infected by the dungeon’s karma
and trapped within its karmic cycle. I was able to escape its hold,
and then I did what I could from within the dungeon. The residents
would have been turned into monsters and cast in the lore if I didn’t
corrupt the mana spring and use it to infect them with anger. You
see, powerful emotions overwhelm the dungeon’s control.”

I recalled that despite everything, the
dungeon entrance wasn’t being watched at all by the infected
residents. I now knew that was because Elaya had gone out of her way
to keep them from entering it and becoming its slave.

“Faeyna… really is the Maid Hero?”
It was probably a dumb question at that point, but dungeons could be
difficult to interpret.

“I had my suspicions about Faeyna’s
true nature before. She had done some powerful feats that went beyond
a simple maid. It was only after the dungeon formed that I confirmed
the truth. Although her brother suppressed her legacy to an extent,
her heart demons contributed as well. Defeating him may have satiated
his spirit, but that’s not going to complete this lore. There is
still the last bit, what truly weighs on her heart.”

“What’s next?” I asked with a
resigned sigh. 


“Look over there…” She pointed
somewhere off in the distance.

I squinted to see what appeared to be a
caravan approaching. It still had some time before it reached. I
realized it looked familiar. It was a slave caravan.

“Figuro?”

“Mmm… not too long from now, he
will arrive. He’ll convince her and her master to sell her so that
her master can continue to live comfortably, and she won’t cause
them any more trouble from the Elf Hero. Well, you know what happens
after…”

“What?” I asked before I realized
that must have been how she ended up in the capital for sale, where I
bought her.

“That’s for Master to determine on
his own,” Elaya answered anyway, gesturing toward the entrance to
the mansion, which suddenly opened up

Looking at the door, I couldn’t see
the inside. I knew that once I walked through, I wouldn’t be in the
mansion anymore. One last scene? I turned to Elaya.

“You’re not going to merge with
Faeyna.” It wasn’t a question.

“It was cute watching Master worry!”
She stuck out her tongue. “No, I’m not the original Elaya, and
even if I was, our souls have no connection to each other, other than
the legacy we took on. Master gave me a new life when he resurrected
me, so I am my own person now, unrestrained by the lore of another.
I’m sorry I misled you.”

“Will you come with me, then?” I
asked. 

“I can’t go to this next part. I’m
not involved. For all intent, you shouldn’t be able to either.”

“What does that mean?”

“These invisible walls you keep
facing? These are the walls of her heart. The dungeon cast me into a
certain role, and thus I’m able to appear in certain parts of the
story. On the other hand, you don’t have a place in this story.”

“I don’t have a place… right…”
I bit my lip bitterly. 


My interactions so far had been random.
More often than not, the story kept me on the outside. I originally
thought that was because Elaya had wanted me to watch the story
instead of being involved, but that didn’t seem to be the case. In
the Twilight Dungeon, I was able to move about freely. The dungeon
was restraining me on purpose. I was an invader, moving through a
territory that didn’t want me there. In some dungeons, they threw
monsters at you to impede you. The dungeon merely tried to make me a
spectator, passing through without being seen or heard.

As I walked by Elaya, a thought came to
me, and I grabbed her arm.

“Enslavement!”

“Ahhh!” Elaya let out a cry.

“You may not be able to join me, but
I’m not going to lose track of you again,” I snorted as the bond
took hold of her. 


“M-master… doing that all of a
sudden!” Elaya’s previous look became shyly cute. 


“Hmph… you could have resisted
easily if you had any doubt.”

“E-even so,” she rubbed her legs
together, blushing and breathing hard. “When you bond a girl
without warning, when her maiden heart isn’t ready… it makes her
worked up!”

She licked her lips. The lewd Elaya I
remembered starting to surface.

“I’ll take responsibility when I
return.”

“You better… feeling Master’s
bond again… it’s making me excited!” she declared, then made a
pouty face. “You left me for two months! On top of that, I had to
act like a wise and mature old biddy, rather than a beauty in the
sexual prime of her youth—”

“Isn’t your kid older than me?”

“—Youthful beauty that I am!” she
declared shamelessly, giving a stubborn look.

“Ahem, as you say,” I coughed
awkwardly. “In that case, I’ll get this over with.”

I bid her farewell and then stepped
through the door. It was time to see the end.
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  ’m not in the mansion, I’m in…
this is the Ost Republic!” I frowned. “What am I doing here?”

  Looking around, I noticed I was in the
building housing the Aberis embassy. Faeyna was there, humming to
herself, looking exactly as I last remembered her, as if a single day
hadn’t passed since we last saw each other. She cleaned the room
vigorously as she hummed to herself. As for me, I was behind another
invisible wall, preventing me from approaching. The door burst
open, and a familiar face walked in. It was Raissa.

“What are you still doing here?”
she asked.

“Cleaning for Master…” Faeyna
responded, although her voice sounded slightly off.

“You… you’re his slave too… you
should have felt it,” Raissa declared, her tail slouched.

“What of it?”

“Master… he’s dea- he’s dead…”
It took her two tries to get the words out, her ears down and her
head lowered in defeat.

I began to understand where I was in
events. It was right before the Ost Republic ransacked the mansion.
However, it seemed to be one of those situations where the lore
wasn’t perfect. Nova told me he had already captured the girls
before the Illusory Sword Dungeon pulled my soul in. I supposed
during such an emotional time, those kinds of events were all blurred
together. 


“And?”

“And… the soldiers of the Ost
Republic are on their way! We need to escape!”

“You may leave if you wish…”

“Come with me! Eliana left to buy us
time, so she’s been caught. The Tibults already fled. It’s just
you and me. We need to survive.”

“I’ve already said, you may go…”
Faeyna responded, still not looking in the other woman’s direction.

“Faeyna, Master wouldn’t want—”
Raissa grabbed for her arm.

Faeyna suddenly moved far faster than
Raissa could have imagined. She knocked a figurine off the table and
it shattered on the floor. Faeyna managed to avoid her. She was
glaring at Raissa with red eyes.

“There is no point in running! There
is no point in anything!” she shouted, tears running down her
cheeks.

“That…” Raissa took a step back.
“There is… survival.”

“There is no point in surviving if he
won’t be there with me,” Faeyna declared, spinning away.

I reached out instinctively, and my
hand hit another barrier. Raissa stared at her helplessly for a
moment, and then touched her stomach, her expression growing
resolved. Faeyna back faced Raissa, clearly not willing to talk
anymore.

“Well, you may not wish to continue
to live, but I have to continue for his sake!”

After a few moments, Faeyna turned
around, but Raissa was already gone. Her expression looked hesitant,
but then she went back to cleaning.

“Why won’t she go?” I asked.

“Because, Master, you are her
everything. She had decided that. Her heart had been closed for so
long. The day you gave your life to her, the day you turned things
around in an impossible situation. Where death was certain, you saved
her and survived. You became her life.” Elaya was speaking through
the Slave Communication now. “Remember, the Faeyna you first met
chose to leave you when given her chance. It took her seeing how the
other slaves loved you and seeing how you put yourself out for her,
even when she spurned you for finally opening her heart again. Then,
only two months later, she found herself alone again.”

That was right. It had only been a few
months for Faeyna. It wasn’t like we had spent a ton of time
together. I had formed relationships with most of my slaves. Perhaps
Faeyna was waiting for her turn, but it never happened. Just as she
opened her heart, waiting for me to take it, I disappeared, and she
was alone again.

I finally figured out what the darkness
in her heart was. It was me. As for why I was there, it was the day
she killed herself.
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  don’t get it. Why is she doing this?”
I asked helplessly, as Faeyna didn’t stop cleaning.

  Meanwhile, outside, I could hear the
soldiers sent by the Demon Lord Aberis. One of them was a female
Osterian general. I didn’t have to guess too hard what role Xin was
taking over. It probably was Xin who captured her, but since Elaya
took over from the dungeon, she created a new version, one who was a
lot weaker and only shared some appearance with Xin. Like a person
who had to describe someone they saw to a sketch artist.

I found it a little ironic that the Xin
who was guilty for everything was the Xin who ended up freeing my own
Xin from the dungeon. It probably didn’t hurt the merge that my Xin
was infected with karma, forcing her to act like the other Xin at the
time they merged either. It might not have gone as smoothly
otherwise, as the dungeon might have resisted more.

“Is it really so hard to consider?”
Elaya asked. “How do you resurrect someone?”

“You find their soul and bring it
back. If they have a body, it’s rather simple and you can just
repair the damage to the body and put them back into it. If they have
a body but it’s not with you, it functions more like a summoning,
bringing their body to you and then recreating it, so you don’t end
up with corpses lying around. If you don’t have a body because it
was destroyed, then you have to create one with mana. Each version is
increasingly difficult and requires a lot more mana, so lower-level
priests can’t manage it.”

“Yes… but how do you start? How do
you know who to resurrect?”

“You’d need some part of them. A
piece of hair, a drop of blood, items they used frequently. A bond
works as well, such as the Slave Bond.”

“It isn’t so complicated. What you
ultimately need is their mana signature,” Elaya explained.

“Of course! That’s how it is!”

She didn’t need to explain anymore.
It worked under the same concept as Map, Portal, or just about
anything else in the world. Mana had a signature to it, and no two
people were alike. The native Fae from the planet had a mana
signature too, much like the native flora and fauna. Thus, they
rapidly broke up and became mixed into the life force of the planet,
making resurrection for them impossible. I theorized you might be
able to resurrect if you were fast enough and a high enough level,
but compared to those that came from other worlds, they only had one
chance.

Mana was used to map out areas, and
that same mana was infused into Cartographers, which was why their
job had a slightly magical element to it. That’s why a map from
earth didn’t work, while a map from this world made by a
cartographer did and was ultimately more valuable. In the same way,
mana was used to find the soul and summon it. You could get that
signature from many different places. However, what did that have to
do with Faeyna cleaning?

Elaya didn’t say more, so I figured
she wanted me to think about it on my own. It didn’t take long
before I understood. Faeyna had taken a bin where she had swept
everything and then set it on fire. She started to put all her
belongings in there, although she packed far more meagerly than
anyone else. She still didn’t hesitate to burn anything she wasn’t
wearing.

“She’s destroying anything attached
to herself.” I realized. “If anything remained, then she could be
resurrected by the Demon Lord Aberis. She intended to make things
permanent.”
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 also came to realize that maids had a
skill that made them rather terrifying. I didn’t know if anyone
knew about the skill, but Faeyna was using it naturally, so maybe she
did. The skill she was using was Mana scrub. A maid couldn’t just
clean up a physical place, they could also manipulate mana and
spirit. As I looked around, I realized she had expunged the entire
building of her presence.

	
	
	



After staying in such a place for
several days, the room should have contained traces of her mana, and
the mana of everyone else who had been there. This was the essence of
how Tracking skills worked. However, her presence in the room was no
greater than someone passing by on the street.  


That kind of skill didn’t seem useful
on the surface, but it allowed someone to hide. Even a hunter
wouldn’t be able to follow them. They’d be incredibly difficult
to find.

“The only reason I was able to find
her was because of the stuff left behind in Chalm.”

“What about the others?”

“Raissa’s presence was in the city,
but she managed to leave. I don’t know where she went.”

“I see.”

Raissa was most skilled at hiding her
presence. While Faeyna could clean up after her presence, Raissa
could prevent her presence from being leaked in the first place.
Those were two different styles from two different women.

“Siti, they didn’t take much of an
interest in. She got sanctuary with the traveler’s guild. It pays
to be a guild member. Even a Demon King doesn’t have the guts to
piss off the Blue Mages.”

I nodded as I recalled my budding Blue
Mage powers. White Mages could practically defy death, while Blue
Mages could control space. If they refused to help, the Demon Lord
Aberis would have a hard time keeping them in place. While the
Traveling Guild wouldn’t specifically help a country at war, they
could still rapidly move troops and supplies. A country that lost
them would be at a military and economic disadvantage.

“And you didn’t rescue Eliana?”

“Was I supposed to?” Elaya asked.
“She wasn’t in any danger, and it would give Master motivation.
Plus, I didn’t expect Master to be gone so long.”

By the time Elaya would have realized
something was wrong, it was already too late. She probably thought
she could have returned at any time to handle the rest. Then, she
ended up trapped in the Maid’s Lament.

The shield that was protecting those in
the embassy broke and the enemy stormed into the building. Breaking
into the embassy was already an act of war against Aberis. No matter
who was in the building, an embassy was supposed to be a haven for
those from Aberis. Once they violated such a rule, they might as well
be an invading army. It was no wonder that Aberis had been about to
go to war with the Ost Republic.

Faeyna pulled out a small vial from a
drawer and downed it just as soldiers broke into her room. I didn’t
have to look hard to see what it was. It would trap someone’s soul
in their body. It was a suicide potion.

I watched helplessly behind an
invisible wall as they grabbed Faeyna. The bottle fell on the bed.
The soldiers didn’t pay it any mind. She didn’t put up any
resistance as they dragged her into the street. I followed, but I was
stuck along the side, unable to get within five feet of their group.
I was a ghost once again, only able to watch Faeyna’s fate. I had
been waiting for Faeyna to pull out a knife or summon a spell, but no
such thing occurred. How was Faeyna going to go?
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  ll we were able to find in there was
the maid.”

  “Hmph… still, an elf. My lord won’t
be displeased,” the Xin stand-in declared. “At least she’s a
docile slave, so obedient.”

“What would be the point in running?”
she responded. “I’ve already lost everything.”

The Xin stand-in frowned, but nodded.
Two soldiers grabbed Faeyna and started to pull her down the street.

“Come on, Elaya, how does this end?”
I asked through the Slave Communication.

Although she took the potion, that
wouldn’t cause her to die. That only trapped her soul in her body,
setting up the conditions for a permanent death. In reality, she
could still be resurrected if someone appeared and cut her soul from
her body. I could do such a thing easily with Alysia. I suspected
Elaya had done the same, which meant she’d have seen Faeyna’s
body.

“It ends with water.”

“Huh, water?”

“That’s right. I had to fish her
out of a river. It wasn’t easy. She died when her body struck
various rocks. I was able to resurrect her.”

My eyes danced around wildly, looking
for her plan. I eventually spotted a bridge that was coming up. That
had to be it. I vaguely recalled that the bridge passed over a river
with some pretty fast and deep waters. The undertow was supposedly
deadly. Even if I fell in, I would get sucked down and die. Everyone
who fell in found it impossible to escape. They usually just
resurrected them. If such a place existed in my world, they’d just
cover it up or bury it, but since resurrection existed, they just
used guard rails.

That also made it the perfect spot for
Faeyna. If she leaped into those waters, she would disappear, and
after wiping out the rest of the evidence, they’d never be able to
resurrect her. The group of them started across the bridge. The story
was running out of time. The ground started to shake.

“Wh-what is that?” I looked around
from right to left. That’s when I saw a black substance resembling
water flooding down the river. “When did this happen?”

The entire city was flooding. Anywhere
the dark water touched was destroyed. It was a twenty-foot-tall tidal
wave crushing the city.

“It’s a miasma purge. Every time
there is a cycle, it shoots out the mana spring. It’s what happens
at the end of the story. It’ll just reset again. That’s why I
didn’t want any of the citizens getting trapped in the dungeon.
It’s certain death at the end of the cycle. Ah… I guess it’s
impossible to change things now,” Elaya sighed.

“You could have told me that
earlier!”

“Relax, I’ll get you out of there.
Now that you’ve seen the end, we can figure some way to finish the
lore in the next cycle.”

“Finish?”

“Mm, this is how it ends. She jumps
off the bridge. You can’t change that. However, once we can get her
to recognize your existence…”

As if to make her point, I slammed into
an invisible wall as I tried to step onto the bridge. At that moment,
Faeyna let out a cry. She knocked away the guards, catching them by
surprise. She ran for the edge rail of the bridge.

“No…” I tried to punch the wall,
but it was as impassible as always.

“I’m sorry, Master. This is just
the way it ends. It’s really a shame you’re not in any of these
memories.”

“I’m… not… I’m not in this
dungeon!”  

“Master?”

“This dungeon is a curse? Why
wouldn’t I be in this dungeon?” I demanded. “Because… I was
there!”

There wasn’t a memory of me buying
her, or us fighting Shao, or any of it. Faeyna didn’t consider
those curses. Even if she felt jealousy, or fear, or unhappiness…
from the moment we were together until the moment we were apart, not
a single memory was part of her curse. The rumbling of the water was
growing now, and the wave was getting closer.

“What are you saying?” Elaya asked
in confusion.

“She’s been recognizing my
existence this entire time,” I stated as Faeyna climbed up the
railing, turning around.

The guards took a step forward, but
they remained hesitant, as they didn’t want to get pulled off the
cliff with her.

“You mean—”  

“She’s… been trying to
incorporate me into her lore. She wanted me to be a part of her
story. She didn’t try to cast me as anything else. She’s been
wanting me here all along. I may be the darkness in her heart, but
I’m also the cure.”

My body glowed as I accessed my dungeon
store. I changed what I had equipped. I knew what I had to do. The
final boss wasn’t her brother, and it wasn’t Faeyna. It was the
damned walls! I pulled back my fist as Faeyna lifted her arms. I had
to get to her. There was no other choice.

“Master, this is the dungeon lore
that already happened,” Elaya spoke helplessly. “You can’t
change the climax.”

“Watch me!”

I let out a roar and punched with all
my might. The wall resisted my fist, but I knew I couldn’t fail. I
wouldn’t let Faeyna face it one more time. The water rushed forward
and Faeyna fell back.

“Faaaaeeeeynnnnaaaaa!” I screamed,
as I forced my feet forward.

The invisible wall shattered, and I
went flying onto the bridge. She had already fallen back too far.
Faeyna’s eyes locked with mine. She let out a gasp.

“Master!”

And then she continued to fall from the
ledge, unable to stop herself.
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t’s too late!” Elaya cried.

	
	
	



“Not on your life!” I leaped
forward.

“It’s him!” The guards finally
noticed me as well, raising their weapons to fight while the Xin
knockoff was farther back.

“Get out of my way!” I slammed
through the guards and leaped over the edge, using the full advantage
of my speed and haste to move almost as a blur.

Hanging from the ledge, my eyes dropped
to the falling Faeyna. Without a moment’s hesitation, I shoved off
the wall with all of my force. I still had all the strength modifiers
I added, and I shoved against the bridge with so much strength the
concrete exploded under my feet, into the air, and knocking the
guards back. I flew down at Faeyna at an impossible speed. Her arms
opened as she looked at me with wide eyes.

I reached out and grabbed her,
incidentally, pulling her toward the water at an even faster rate. I
didn’t care, though. I threw up several buffers and barriers,
putting my body around her protectively. We slammed into the water.

“Master!” Elaya cried out in worry.
“What’s happening?”

She wasn’t able to be in that part of
the memory. Just like dungeons only allowed certain mobs on certain
floors, she too likely faced invisible walls keeping her from
entering the area, so she could only guess what was going on.

At that point, I was a bit too busy to
answer her. I was in the water now, and I was slamming into rocks and
walls as the current pulled us along. I was using myself to protect
Faeyna, who was in my grip. The barriers I put up took some physical
damage, but they wouldn’t hold up for long. That wasn’t even the
only problem. The miasma flood had already reached the bridge and
incinerated it. If it reached us, I didn’t know what would happen
to me. As for Faeyna, she would likely be reset back to the
beginning.

“I’m pulling you out!” Elaya
declared.

“Wait! Can you get Faeyna…”

“I… I can’t…”

The shields protecting me, some
composed of mana and others of wind, shattered. The next strike
slammed my back into a rock.

“I’m not going!”

“Master, we can try again next time.
You know what to do now!” Elaya urged.

My eyes opened, and I looked down into
Faeyna in my arms. She wasn’t a short woman, but she seemed so
small in my arms now. She looked up at me and gave a gentle smile. It
was filled with trust. It seemed to say that no matter what happened;
she trusted in me. I wouldn’t let her go through the dungeon again.
I wouldn’t let things repeat.

Although I made the declaration, I felt
the miasma getting closer. As it did so, it felt like it was sucking
away my mana.

Its ultimate goal was to reset the
entire dungeon for the next cycle. To do that, it sucked up
everything and then recreated it. Powerful beings like Elaya and Xin
could survive such waves, and perhaps I could as well. However, that
involved whatever tricks Elaya had up her sleeve. She certainly
didn’t let herself get struck head-on by the miasma wave. The
Twilight dungeon likely had a similar process, but we had been
fortunate enough to arrive at the end of the dungeon, just as it
started falling apart, so the next wave was unable to begin.

My body hit one rock, then another. For
a second, I felt like I nearly blacked out. I also wasn’t in a
situation where I could heal myself, so the wounds were accumulating,
never mind the lack of oxygen. My eyes saw a light. That was my
chance. I had to go for it. Letting out a roar, I used Create Step. I
put all my power into pushing off from the step. The step shattered
under me, and moments later the miasma wave reached that point.
However, I had propelled myself forward at an alarming rate. As the
light grew, I lost consciousness.
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aster…” a voice called distantly.
“Master!”

	
	
	



My eyes opened, and I could feel the
wind blowing against me. Faeyna was on top of me, her arms wrapped
around me, her feet up in the air, the wind blowing wildly. I
blinked, and the rushing wind finally clicked in my mind. We were
falling. I reached out and grabbed Faeyna. Looking back, I was
floored to see that we were falling from the sky. We were above
Chalm!

How the heck did we get up there? My
eyes landed on the mana fountain. That hole I had jumped toward…
that must have been the exit to the mana fountain! I went in the
dungeon and then it blasted us out of the mana fountain like a whale
spout. Ah… I might have used a bit too much force because we ended
up in this situation.

“Faeyna, you’re free from the
dungeon!”

“Master, you’re alive!” Faeyna
grabbed me and pulled me into a kiss.

When she broke it off, I gave her a
guilty look. “I’m not sure if we will be for long.”

“That…”

“That reset sucked out all my mana,
and I’ve taken a lot of wounds. I don’t think I can cast a spell
if I wanted to.”

Even trying to access the dungeon store
hurt. It was ridiculous. I had broken through the invisible wall,
snatched Faeyna, changed the lore, and saved her, all so that the
pair of us could fall to our deaths.

“You’ll think of something.” She
smiled, snuggling against me.

She wasn’t worried at all! She could
be a little worried. I was worried. My best bet would be to
desperately force myself to cast spells to try to slow us down once
we got close to the ground. Whether I could manage or not was
anyone’s guess. I let out a sigh. If we survived or not, I had done
it. I had changed the lore. I pulled Faeyna from it without taming
her like a monster or doing something ridiculous.

“Faeyna…” I lifted her chin so
that she looked up at me.

“Master.”

“I love you. I’m not going to let
you go from now on.”

Faeyna shook in my hand. Tears fell
from her eyes, but they flew away almost as soon as she cried. “Mm!”

The pair of us kissed one last time. If
I had to face a sudden death, there were worse ways to go than with
the feeling of a beautiful elf maid in my arms, her chest pressed
against mine as she cried tears of happiness.

“MMMMaaaaassster!” I heard a
screech.

“Huh?” I looked up just in time to
see something flying at me. “Ah! Bird feet!”

“Ahh!” Faeyna cried out.

“Geh!”

Talons came down, one grabbing her and
the other grabbing me. They seemed to yank us apart fairly
aggressively. Then there came a beating of wings, and our falling
speed started to drop.

“Selena?” I cried.

“Master!” She beat her wings
excitedly.

The pair of us had been caught by a
sirin. I had no clue when she had chosen to leave the dungeon, but
she was now flying us above the city.

“Aiiii! Ahhhh!” I looked over to
see Faeyna in distress.

Selena had caught Faeyna by her ankle,
and she was now dangling upside down. She was desperately trying to
keep her dress from falling up and revealing everything. Meanwhile,
she grabbed me by the back of my clothing and had me sitting quite
comfortably.

“Um… Selena, could you perhaps…”
Selena shot me a look. “I guess… it can’t be helped. Please
bear with it, Faeyna!”

It seemed like I couldn’t protect her
from everything. Some battles she’d need to handle on her own.
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ake us down!” I pointed toward the
entrance to the dungeon.

	
	
	



As we made our way down, I could see
people emerging from the city. It seemed that those in the city had
spotted us in the air, and they were coming to meet us. A few people
were pointing up, but no one seemed hostile. It looked like the city
was calm at the moment. Xin must have been able to take over the
de-angering of the population. Perhaps Elaya had given them the key
to how before she released her from the dungeon.

When Selena reached the entrance, she
suddenly let go with her talons. I landed on my feet without issue,
but I moved quickly as Faeyna let out a scream, just managing to keep
her from being dropped on her head. I shot Selena a look, who
whistled innocently before landing far enough away that I couldn’t
yell at her.

“Master, I think you should return to
the dungeon,” Elaya declared.

“Return?”

“You don’t need to worry. It’s
safe now. You can bring everyone with you.”

I decided to take her word for it. Xin
approached me, still holding onto Alysia. As soon as she got close to
me, she turned into a ball of light and escaped Xin’s hand, flying
into the back of mine. Xin let out a cry.

“D-daughter!” she wailed. “Leaving
me so suddenly…”

“M-mother’s love is scary,” she
whispered to me. “Please don’t give me to her again.”

“I see…”

I tried to think about how scary a
mother’s love could be. I supposed Shao could sometimes be scary,
so I figured it might be something like that. I took Faeyna’s hand,
causing her to blush slightly, then gestured for Xin to follow me.
Selena stepped forward as well, seemingly curious. We stepped through
the dungeon.

As soon as I stepped in, we appeared in
a clear field, much like the one I had first started in. However,
there was absolutely no rain, and the sky was bright and sunny. It
might be a bit too sunny, as the light was blinding my eyes. Wait for
a second… that light wasn’t the sun at all.

“Seriously?”

I didn’t run or curse. Instead, I
braced myself as the glowing orb dove at me. However, instead of
entering me, it went into Faeyna instead. She let out a little cry of
surprise, but she didn’t show any signs that it hit her. After a
few moments of her eyes being closed, she opened them again and
smiled.

“So, the power of the dungeon merged
back into me,” she sighed.

I had been thinking I would end up with
another blessing. However, it wasn’t so much that I destroyed the
curse as that the curse’s reason to exist was subverted. As a
result, there was no longer a curse. Faeyna reabsorbed the energy
from the dungeon. By the look of it, she also ended up gaining a bit
of strength because of it. I wasn’t too worried though because some
text appeared in front of my vision too.

{You have reclaimed the dungeon,
Deek’s Dungeon.}

It looked like something remained of my
dungeon, after all. That’s when another piece of text appeared.

{Your dungeon has gained sufficient
lore. It has started to evolve.}

What’s this then?
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y dungeon is evolving? What does that
mean?” I asked out loud.

	
	
	



“Master, I think you should see
this.”

Elaya appeared in front of me and the
rest of the girls. I nodded, and she waved her hands, transporting us
to another part of the dungeon. I didn’t know if it was part of the
abilities from her job or if it had to do with some connection she
still had with the dungeon. Either way, it was convenient to be able
to move instantly to another part of the dungeon without the travel
kiosk. Calypso was able to do such a thing, but I hadn’t unlocked
whatever skill allowed such a thing yet.

When we appeared in a new spot, my
mouth fell open. The dungeon looked extremely odd. It looked like the
boss’ room, the final room that Xin used to inhabit, but there was
something massive flowing through it. It reminded me of the wave of
miasma that was flooding through the final stage of the dungeon upon
reset, but it was floating above the ground, moving in a circle at a
slow pace. Furthermore, while half of it was the murky black water,
the other half glowed a peaceful white.

“This is… what am I looking at?”
I didn’t want to guess, especially since I had several experts
present.

“The dungeon you created was never a
true dungeon. After all, the lore you infused in it was at your
discretion. In a way, it was a pseudo dungeon, where you functioned
as a core linked to it with a bond, not unlike a slave bond. You
weren’t the dungeon’s master. Xin was. However, you were the
core. The dungeon was linked to you in various ways we hadn’t even
begun to figure out.”

“I thought it might be something like
that.”

I had never thought of myself as the
dungeon core, but since learning that souls were a kind of lore, it
stood to reason that my soul was sustaining the existence of the
dungeon. We only confirmed it when Faeyna regained the lore from her
dungeon upon resolving the curse within her heart. I couldn’t guess
how it would affect her in the future. We would need to be careful of
it, as she could eventually become miasmically cursed.

I probably would have become infected
with miasma too, and eventually formed a miasma soul because of my
dungeon. Thankfully, I had so many resistances to such a thing that
it had never become a problem for me. I understood that if someone
else tried to form a dungeon like I did, they would eventually become
trapped in it. It was good I had been ignorant of such things, or I
may not have been willing to take so many risks.

“I don’t understand. What is going
on with the mana?” Xin asked.

“This is the point I wanted Master to
see the most,” Elaya responded, her eyes bright. “This is
something I have never seen before. This dungeon has merged miasma
and mana. Likely because of how Astria and I had split the fairy
fountain, with me corrupting it and her injecting life force and mana
into it, the dungeon somehow developed a new property. It now
contains properties of this world and others. In essence, it’s
created unity with this world. A dungeon that is in balance with
nature.”

“A god dungeon,” I breathed.

That seemed to be a recurring theme.
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irst, my soul ended up combining to
form a yin-yang, or god soul. Then, my sword ended up becoming a
mixture of miasma and mana to become a god sword. Now, my dungeon
followed the same course. Was it because of my soul that things
bonded to me were also changing? It probably wasn’t so simple, but
at least it was consistent.

	
	
	



“What does this mean for the
dungeon?” I asked Elaya, as I considered what this would mean for
our futures.

“It appears that the fairy spring and
miasma spout have both been absorbed into the dungeon. It will no
longer consume mana, but will constantly grow on its own, like an
independent world.”

“What are you saying? Are you
suggesting we created a new world?” My eyes widened. “In time,
will the dungeon separate from the Fairy Plane world?”

“I hadn’t considered such a thing.”
Elaya bit her lip thoughtfully. “The possibility is there.”

“Do you mean like the Twilight
dungeon?” Xin asked.

I nodded. “That’s what I was
thinking. Except, when the Twilight Dungeon broke away from the Fairy
Plane, the dungeon wasn’t self-sufficient. Over time, it slowly
used up all its mana until it inevitably popped. If my dungeon could
generate mana, then couldn’t it theoretically continue to grow
until it became a world of its own?”

Was it possible that was how worlds
were created? I had always seen dungeons as a source of destruction,
but perhaps they could also be a form of rebirth. Either way, such a
thing couldn’t happen easily. The circumstances needed to cause a
dungeon to evolve were extremely unlikely. Furthermore, to have the
kind of growth where it ended up as its own world would probably take
thousands, if not millions, of years. Even if it started, I didn’t
expect it to happen in my lifetime.

That led me to even stranger
possibilities. It didn’t pass me by that the Faerie Plane was
mentioned in Earth lore. Faes, Elves, Dwarves, Fairies, and various
other creatures I’d encountered all existed in Faerith. I had
originally thought that was because of the video game-like nature of
the world.

However, what if it was something else?
What if Earth had once been connected to this world or vice versa?
When I went to Earth, there was no notification that it was a
dungeon, so maybe it was the original. At the very least, it was
humans who seemed to be the first invaders and the most prevalent in
the Faerie Plain. Was there a dungeon that once connected Earth and
the Fairy Plane? Did it still exist?

“What can we expect in the future?”
Alysia asked the question we were all thinking.

“I don’t know,” Elaya admitted.
“Such a thing… I didn’t even know it was possible. I believe
this gives our dungeon a chance for infinite expansion. We could
probably make use of it on the surface.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“With access to a mana dungeon, we
can spread it out over the land, basically taking over the surface
around Chalm. We’d be enriching it with vast amounts of mana and
making the land extremely fertile…”

“We’d also gain governance over the
land. We could make buildings and adjust landscape with a thought,
and anyone who entered the city would be within my awareness.”

“As Master says…” Elaya smirked.

“That kind of power…” Alysia said
uncertainly.

I shook my head. “I’m not willing
to take away the citizen’s agency like that.”

“I mean no disrespect, Master, but
the citizens have already lost their agency,” Elaya declared.

“My means of freeing the citizens was
no different than yours. Since you are my master, then you have
governance over everyone,” Xin added.

I closed my eyes. It was true. They
were still technically under my karmic control. Every citizen in the
city was my slave. No, it was worse than that. Slaves at least knew
their place. It was like everyone in the city was a sleeper agent I
could activate at any moment. After thinking about it briefly, I
nodded to myself.

“For now, the dungeon will grow
through the mansion. Xin and Selena might not be connected to the
dungeon, but they’ll still depend on the miasma to survive. The
dungeon will need to be protected, too. Let’s first rebuild this
city, then we’ll discuss the future. I need to find my girls, too.
I need their strength now more than ever.”

Miki should know of a way to free the
citizens. I’ll start there.
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t feels lonely,” I muttered, a cup of
hot tea in my hands.

	
	
	



The dungeon was still in the process of
evolving. While we had some guesses as to how it would develop in the
future, it wasn’t clear what exactly would come from the change. I
couldn’t even guess how long the evolution might take. The dungeon
had broken down and reformed several times recently, which likely led
to the strange path. I would just have to wait and see what came
next.

In the meantime, we finished reclaiming
the town, and order started to be reestablished. Most people didn’t
remember what happened to them over the last couple of months. The
mayor and the guild master stepped in, explaining things in terms the
people could handle. That seemed to cause a surge of respect for me.
After I died, it was a shock to the city, but once I came back and
seemingly saved them, my fame had only grown. I didn’t feel like I
deserved it, since I had been partially responsible for it, but that
was how it was.

I didn’t enjoy thinking about my
death, but I needed to come up with some precautions so such a thing
wouldn’t happen again. Admittedly, the instigating event was one I
couldn’t have expected, but I still needed to be mindful of what
happened to everyone when I was gone. I didn’t want to see
everything fall apart without me again. The next thing I had to do
was find the girls.

I had caught a glimpse of Raissa, but I
still didn’t know where she went. Lydia was somewhere in the North.
Shao was on Earth. I thought about going to get her, but any trip
there would take nearly a week. I needed to make sure I settled
things in Chalm first before I made such a journey. Terra and Garnet
had gone down to the deep. I just had to trust they could complete
what they started and return. Celeste was out looking for Miki. I had
hoped they would be back already. I could tell she wasn’t too far
away, but something was holding her up.

I could only take care of one thing at
a time, so I had to decide what was important. For the moment, there
was something I had to take care of. It was something I’d been
putting off far too long. Although the girls all made agreements for
those situations, they would understand some exceptions needed to be
made.

I lifted and drank the rest of my tea,
then I rang a small bell on my table. A few moments later, the door
opened, and a prim and proper woman entered my room. She was wearing
her maid outfit that meshed well with her beauty and charm.

“Master, do you need something?”
Faeyna asked, her enormous chest out, her back straight, the perfect
and proper maid.

“Faeyna.” I took a breath and
looked away. “There is still something we must discuss.”

“D-discuss?”

“Mm… you see, after everything that
happened, the situation between us has changed. That’s why…” I
looked back at her with determination. “I would like you to be my
slave ag-ahhh! Where are your clothes?”

Faeyna’s clothing was gone, and she
was standing in my room naked. “Ehh? You weren’t asking if we
should have sex?”

I looked away with a blush. “I-I was
building up to it… I was going to first make you my slave again…
and then… I was going to ask for a bath… and then… where did
you go?”

She was no longer standing when I
looked back up. I looked around to find her lying in my bed with her
legs spread. “Master, stop procrastinating! If you’ve already
decided, then get inside me!”

“Y-yes, ma’am!”

Well, if she was determined, I wouldn’t
need to remain polite.
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lthough the girls decided I wouldn’t
sleep with any of them until they were back together, this was an
exception, and one they would likely understand. There might have
been a time when I dwelled on such details, even making myself sick
worrying about it. However, that was a part of me that was gone. I
was the master, and ultimately, if I wanted to give a woman
attention, it was my choice.

	
	
	



In this case, Faeyna had gone a long
time without the affection she craved, and I owed it to her both as
her master and the man she loved to show her how I felt. To some of
the girls, simply becoming my slave was enough to satisfy them. They
felt an attachment to me. Faeyna was a bit different. She was a slave
her entire life and had been forced into a situation that left her
unhappy.

However, as an elf, not only had she
not dared be physical with anyone, but being physical was far more
emotionally satisfying to her. I once thought that simply being a
slave and working under me would be enough for Faeyna. Now, after
seeing the dungeon and experiencing the depths of her soul, I
understood what I truly had to do. I pulled off my clothing, an act
that once would’ve have made me feel shy. Well, if the mood was
right, I could still get embarrassed from time to time, but with
Faeyna lying naked on the bed, how could I feel even remotely
ashamed.

My clothes hit the ground, and I
grabbed and stroked the hardening shaft of my cock while making sure
to check out Faeyna’s body. Her cheeks turned red under my
appraisal, but she refused to hide her body. Faeyna wouldn’t have
gotten naked if she hadn’t wanted me to see her, so I made sure to
enjoy the sight of her lush, naked body to the fullest. Her hair was
still long and blonde and her breasts were as large as Elaya’s. I
teasingly wondered quietly if large breasts were a prerequisite of
maid heroes.

Walking to the side of the bed, I
grabbed Faeyna’s legs and pulled her closer. Since she was a
virgin, she was probably quite tight. To make things easier for her,
what I had to do was obvious. I leaned down and while my hands
stroked her inner thighs; I sucked on her clit. She let out a gasp as
my mouth suddenly touched a part of her that had never been touched
before.

“Agggn… ahhh… M-Master…” she
moaned, her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth slightly open.

I slowly used my tongue, making
Faeyna’s cunt wet as I teased the outside of her vagina. Faeyna was
clean and proper. She must have prepared for me ahead of time. Then
again, knowing how calculating and clean Faeyna was, she might have
prepared to be ravished at any point. Every moment I encountered
Faeyna, she kept herself ready. It was time for such preparation to
pay off.

Her body twisted and writhed as I
continued to tongue her, slowly penetrating her cunt a bit more with
each lap. Her breath grew ragged, and her hands ran up and down her
body like she was unclear what to do with them. Her hips moved more
aggressively, and she was losing herself in her lust. However, who
was Faeyna if not a woman who always remained orderly?

Just as I was about to stick my tongue
completely in her and start sucking roughly to bring her to orgasm,
her hands gently cupped my face and pulled me away from her. I looked
up at her, my mouth dirty from her lust and spit. She pulled out a
napkin, gently wiped my wet cheeks, then leaned down and kissed me,
using her tongue as she kissed me lovingly. When she pulled away, she
smiled at me, showing just a hint of embarrassment.

“I’d like to… do Master as well,”
she murmured.

“Hm?”

Her cheeks grew slightly more red. “I
want to taste Master too. If you’re going to lick mine, I want to
lick yours.”

Her blush grew until even her pointy
ears were a bit red. She was asking me to let her give me a blowjob
and doing it in the cutest way imaginable. How could I refuse? I was
already extremely horny just from tasting her.

I shifted my position to my knees. I
kneels on the side of the bed, and she was lying with her body
propped up using her elbows. She shifted to one side, then reached
out with her freed hand to grab my cock. Carefully, she brought it to
her lips, then teasingly licked the head. She probed my cock
methodically, licking place after place as if she was trying to
decide which part was the best. Before I got impatient, she finally
engulfed my cock.

I slept with experienced women like
Elaya and total virgins like Alysia. Typically, when it came to
inexperienced, they could only suck on a bit of my penis. They would
suck on the head. When I forced it, they could get it down halfway,
and getting it down all the way took some practice and effort.
However, Faeyna was able to suck my cock down, catching me off guard.

Lydia managed to do the same, but she
also had the training of a courtesan. I could quickly tell Faeyna
didn’t have such training. Instead, it seemed like she had her own
self-practice. Her actions were sloppier and less skilled, but they
spoke of determination and effort.

“Glrmmm… gmmm…” she moaned as
she sucked on the whole thing.

Her mouth felt amazing, and she sucked
with such enthusiasm I realized I wouldn’t be able to hold back. I
pulled myself out of her mouth and then pushed her back onto the bed.
She let out a little cry, but she didn’t resist as I spread her
legs with my knees as held her down.

“Master… take me,” she moaned.

I slid inside her. Both of our organs
were already lubricated by each other, so I could slide in. Faeyna’s
eyes shut tightly and her arms wrapped around me, squeezing. I could
feel her enormous chest pushing against mine as she struggled to take
it all in. When I was in, her eyes opened and she looked up at me.
Her expression didn’t contain a bit of regret.

“I love you, Master.”

“I love you, too, my maid.”

I started to thrust into her, using
healing to rid her of any pain or discomfort. Soon, she was moaning
orgasmically. Her body was every bit as voluptuous as Elaya, but she
wasn’t skilled or knowledgeable about such things. Instead, she had
an earnest desire to satisfy me with her body. She did everything
possible while keeping me in mind. Whether it was adjusting her
position or the sounds of encouragement coming from her lips, she
acted the role of a servant, even in this. With her levels of
assistance, I couldn’t contain myself, and I took her fully.

“I’m going to cum.”

“Yes, Master, please. Fill me with
it.”

I didn’t have Pervert equipped. I had
learned to better control it, but I didn’t want to go at Faeyna
like an animal for her first time. Even though I intended to be
gentle, her own voluptuous body, encouraging words, and actions
already pushed me to aggression. I didn’t want to think of how much
I’d lose control with Pervert equipped. There was a chance Faeyna
could become pregnant, although it was much harder for elves,
although I could control it if I wanted to. 


Such a thought didn’t stop me as I
pushed myself deep inside her and released. Her legs wrapped around
my hips and she happily took everything I gave. She let out moans and
pants as I exploded deep inside her.

The two of us collapsed in a sweaty
pile. However, Faeyna waved a hand, and magic erupted from her. A
moment later, my body felt refreshed and clean.

“This is… cleanup magic?”

“Mm!” She nodded, snuggling against
me.

Although we just had sex, we both were
clear and fresh, as if we hadn’t even begun yet. I felt a bit
gypped. It might be clean and refreshing, but it was like we hadn’t
even done anything.

“I see now. Faeyna is just far too
naïve.” My expression darkened.

“M-master?” Faeyna finally got a
sense she had done something dissatisfactory.

“So, you like cleanup magic, huh?”
I asked, a malicious grin on my face.

“Th-that… I… I am a maid… dirty
things are dirty…”

“Dirty things are dirty…” I
repeated. “I understand now. In that case, I guess I’ll need to
teach you to embrace some dirty things.”

“E-embrace?”

“Some things, even cleanup magic,
won’t undo!” I jumped on top of her.

“Ahhh! M-Master!”

I equipped Pervert.
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  felt like an animal running on
instinct. The Pervert job always filled me with a powerful lust that
could make me possessive, aggressive, and rough when it came to my
women. I didn’t want to risk traumatizing my beautiful elf maid for
our first time, so I refrained from equipping it. After she gave me
her everything, it was only suitable to teach her there were some
dirty things in which she should embrace—

  Like her womb full of her master’s
semen and her body defiled entirely.

My nose flared as I stared down at her
body once more through a new lens. Faeyna’s voluptuous breasts
bounced as she lay pinned under me at my complete mercy. I looked at
her through my lust-filled state. I took in her large,
tear-drop-shaped breasts. They were so wide, full, and capped with
thick, succulent nipples. Her areolas were wide and medium brown,
complementing her pale complexion. Her blonde hair sprayed out,
giving her a beautiful halo-like appearance for what I’m about to
do with her. 


Her cute, little elf ears twitched as
she stared up at me. “M-Master?”

“I’m going to make you addicted to
me, my little maid.”

She shuddered violently at the
roughness in my voice, but there was no fear as she nodded. Without
warning, I seized her lips, drawing her up into yet another
passionate kiss. Without hesitation, Faeyna kissed me right back and
ground herself into me. I licked the parted seams of her lips as if I
were coaxing her tongue into tangling with mine. All too happily, she
obliged as I cupped the back of her head and dove my tongue right
into her mouth.

“Master… ah, this… this feels
good!” Faeyna squealed into my mouth as I played and massaged her
breasts.

A delicate thread of saliva connected
my tongue to her lips as she squirmed. She didn’t have to say
another word before my lips fell to her jutting tits and yearning
nipples, begging for my attention. 


A maid always had access to such useful
spells, such as the cleanup spell. One of these days, I should get
the Maid job just for such convenient magic. Thanks to her clean-up
spells, she always smelled like she had just bathed. 


I used my other hand to knead and play
with her sensitive nipples while I suckled like a starved child.
Pre-cum was already leaking onto the flat of her stomach. 


Little whimpers and sighs escaped from
my slave’s mouth as I attached, rubbed, and worshiped her at the
same time. “Now… now, Master. You don’t have… to be so…
r-rough.”

All the while, she cradled my head as I
continued to suckle onto her areolas, making her lose her mind as she
hollowed her back. Finally, she wrapped her arms around me, keeping
me hostage even as I let go of her tits with an audible pop. “I’m
going to dirty you up, Faeyna, and you’ll be begging for more
afterward. You better be ready for me because, with the Pervert, I
won’t go easy on you.”

“Don’t… su-suck so strongly,”
she protested. “Your… your tongue feels… weird around my
nipples!”

“There’s more where that came
from,” I growled. 


I didn’t even recognize my voice
anymore, so filled with lust as I exhaled. She was practically
feeding me her nipples at that point as I continue to bring her to
newer heights. Then, pulling away, she gasped, with her eyes widening
upon seeing my cock.

It looked rather painful, twitching and
throbbing with the head leaking pre-cum. With the help of the Pervert
equipped, I reached my maximum size. I groaned as she squeezed my
thick member, rubbing her fingers along the vein. Slick pre-cum fell
from the head as I guided her hand to it.

“Feel it, my little slave. Don’t
you feel how hot it is?” I questioned darkly. “You did this to
me.”

“Master,” she breathlessly stated.
“How… how should I help?”

“Pump it for me,” I instructed her
as I continued to lavish her tits. She wrapped her tiny, petite hand
around my cock, pumping my cock faster and rougher. Listening to my
grunts and the way I was suckling her breasts for an indication of
what I liked. I bucked my hips into her heated hand as I continued to
bring her to new heights.

However, it wasn’t enough. I needed
her warm mouth around my cock, or I would go crazy. So, with that, I
picked her up and settled her onto the floor while I loomed over her.
I grabbed a handful of her hair, causing her to cry out in pain as I
got up on my knees, making her kneel before my cock as if I were the
king.

I didn’t wait for any warning before
thrusting my hard, rigid cock into her wet mouth. Her saliva coated
my cock like lubricant as she sucked on my member, all while
remaining eye contact. Her tongue swirled around the tip like it was
a lollipop before letting go with a loud pop.

My balls clenched at the sight as she
nuzzled at my cock, running her tongue along the side of my thick
shaft. She batted her eyes at me. “Let me please you, Master. I’ll
stroke it so good for you, like a good slave, and take care of you.”

She took a deep breath before ramming
her mouth down to take in all of me, gagging and choking, while spit
ran down her chin. Finally, I couldn’t resist it anymore as I
grabbed the thick locks of her blonde hair and started to thrust my
hips frantically into her face as if she were a Fleshlight. She
bobbed her head up and down as she fucked me like it was the best
thing in the world.

Like she was made for me.

A growl rippled through my throat as I
felt her throat tighten. “I’m going to fuck your face and use you
up good. Who knows, at this rate, you might actually get pregnant
because you’ll be bathing in my cum all night, Faeyna.”

I tangled my fingers farther into her
hair before fucking her face as if it were a second pussy. She
squealed and moaned as her nose pressed against my pubic bone, as my
entire length was deep in her throat. My breath quickened as I made
her suck my cock hard and fast. She could do nothing but brace
herself on my thigh, allowing me roughly to use her however I liked.

To know she trusted me enough for me to
continue only made my wild need for her grow.

I contemplated finishing in her mouth
and allowing her to be greedy, sucked and lapsed with her mouth and
tongue, but I pulled out of her roughly before shoving her hard onto
the bed. She looked half-dazed as I threw her legs over my shoulders.

“Oh… Master,” she whimpered out.
“Please… please don’t stop!”

Without warning, I shoved two fingers
into her dripping wet slit as she tried to cover her mouth from
screaming the place down. The noise, even when muffled, was the sound
of pure sin, and it only made me grin as I sank my fingers harder and
faster into her tight and needy cunt. So there my love was, splayed
open on my bed as I could see her protruding clit and juices running
down her butt crack.

“I wouldn’t stop, even if you
begged me to,” I replied, licking until I reached her anus and then
back. “I need to reconnect, Faeyna, after everything we went
through. Let’s do it the only way our bodies are made for.”

“Yes, Master!”

“Do you think you can be quiet?” I
mused, looking down at her, my tongue darting out to moisten my dry
lip as I curled my fingers, scissoring them before swirling. Then,
after seeing her half-concealed expression crumple with pleasure, I
pumped my fingers in and out of her, with my thumb massaging her
clit. “Though I don’t mind at all, do you want others to hear you
crying out for her master’s cock?”

“Oh, please don’t stop,” she
gasped, but it seemed that she couldn’t even form coherent
sentences as she trembled under my skilled fingers. She lewdly lolled
out her tongue as I continued to feast on her delicate pussy. “Your
tongue is so good, Master.”

Chuckling, I maneuvered my mouth before
lowering it to suck hard on her clit. She cried out; her scream was
muffled partially as she was close to coming apart from what I could
tell. I kept finger-fucking her as I kissed her inner thighs until
her legs were trembling. Her hand darted to tighten around my hair
when I stopped, just when she was moments from climaxing. She looked
like she was about to protest until she saw me licking my fingers
clean from her slit juices.

“Master,” she breathed out.
“Pl-please… please paint my inside with your thick whiteness and
then coat my body. I promise I’ll be a good elf and not clean up. I
promise I’ll leave it in me all night long if you like. I want to
stroke you with my pussy.”

“That’s a good slave. But you taste
so good I don’t think I can stop,” I sighed, staring her down all
the while. 


I took my cock, pumping it a few times
before aligning it with her entrance. Pre-cum drooled from my tip,
and in the act of pure greed, I rubbed the tip of my member into her
slit.

I loved how pink, glistening, and
pretty my lover’s cunt was. I watched as she braced her elbow so
she could see the moment when I would give us what we both wanted.
Faeyna was adorable as she bit her lips to keep herself from mewling
while my bulbous tip disappeared into her dripping wet folds.

She held her hands outward, her breasts
bouncing from her panting as she smiled at me. “Please give,
Master. Give it to me. I want it all!”

I was happy to oblige.
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 plunged my dick straight into her. Her
tongue mouth opened, and her eyes widened at the feeling of her body
being split open, my large, girthy cock filling her fully. Not only
was I stretching her out to accommodate me, but my Pervert job seemed
to tell me I was hitting her g-spot and cervix simultaneously.

	
	
	



I bent down to capture one of her full
tits in my salivating mouth. I sucked and bit on them like I would
never see them again for the rest of my life. My cock seemed to
harden even further inside her, forcing her body to stretch, to wrap
around my cock perfectly.

With my jaws clenched, I quickly
developed a fast pace with ease. I was so pent-up and lust-filled I
didn’t even try stopping. I was more than thankful she wasn’t a
virgin anymore because I knew she would be in pain if I took her like
this, but I was riding high on pleasure. Every time I thrust into
her, the whole bedframe rocked as her breasts bounced. Her nipples
were firm and jutting upward. Her areola was wide, and her nipples
protruding, fighting for my attention.

“You’re in so deep—” she cried
out, lewdly lolling her tongue out, digging her fingers into my back
so I could press my body even deeper into her. I used one hand to
grip her hips as the other hand reached for the neglected nipples to
grope as I pleased. She looked beautiful as she handled her body for
me to use as I pleased.

“Ohhhh… Faeyna,” I grunted out.
“Your pussy is milking me so good.”

“Your penis is amazing, too, Master.
It’s hitting my sensitive spot all the way in the back of my
pussy.”

“I’m going to release everything
into you, my little slave. You’re going to take it all, okay?
You’ll take every single drop because it’s a testament to how
much you love me, right?”

“Yes, please pound and make a mess
out of me!”

It was like she had flicked switch
inside of me.

I picked up the pace, pounding deep
into her with all my might. She was screaming at that point, not even
caring if anyone heard us. My cock felt too good, and I felt like I
was about to pass out from the pleasure as I continued to thrust into
her tight tunnel.

It was then that I tugged on her nipple
hard with my mouth while pulling the other nipple hard with my other
hand in the other direction. The act was so lewd to her she came
undone with ease. “I’m coming!”

“Take it all, slave,” I snarled as
I began to shoot and fill her womb with my potent, healthy
baby-makers. 


I shot spasm after spasm of my young
love juice deep into her tight womb, which took it all in with ease,
and into her love box deep inside. Finally, I pushed so hard into her
I pinned her onto the bed with no means of escape, having no choice
but to take it all. 


“I love you, Master,” she cried
out.

“I love you too,” I responded,
nibbling her skin teasingly as I continued to fill her. 


After what seemed like forever of me
pumping into her, I collapsed on top of her, nuzzling deep into her
breasts. I sighed almost contently as we were both gasping for air
with my cock still fully inserted into her warm pussy. Gently, I ran
my hand over her stomach. 


“I wonder what would happen if you
got pregnant from that huge creampie I gave you.”

“I wouldn’t mind at all,” she
whispered before nuzzling into my chest as I pulled out of her. 


This time, pride swelled inside of me
when she didn’t clean up with her cleanup magic, but rather, she
embraced the mess as we drifted off to sleep.
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