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fter careful consideration, I went through the list a few dozen times, weighing the advantages and disadvantages. The naked Lydia was lying next to me; the previous night felt like a perfect dream. Her arm was on my chest, and her tail laid peacefully wrapped around my leg. My leg and groin felt a bit sticky from last night’s activities, but I didn’t dare to clean myself up. I wanted to stay like this as long as possible.


While I was stuck like that, I
considered my dungeon skills. I found a skill called Reset. For only
a single dungeon point, I could have the option to reset my dungeon
points. I tested it using just a single point, and it seemed to work.
This meant I could test things out and decide what I wanted. I had to
sacrifice one of only 5 points, which meant I absolutely couldn’t
touch any second-tier skill unless I earned more points. That meant
unless I defeated another dungeon, this was as far as I could go.

Well, that didn’t mean that these
several first-tier skills weren’t amazing. I was hesitant to pick a
skill that was an item, though. Various shields, armor, and weapons
were all available. Some were obvious in regards to what they did,
while others I would need to be test before I knew what they did.
Like everything, there was no clear explanation. Either way, I found
that if I used Reset and the weapon wasn’t in my hand, it wouldn’t
convert to points. I was really frightened that I blew a point until
I reselected my Reset and then held the sword tightly.

This time, it disappeared, and my point
returned too. This meant that items could be stolen or lost, and the
dungeon points would be lost with them. Some items even sounded
disposable, and I didn’t want to risk losing them forever for a one
time gain, so I didn’t even try to buy those items. Instead, I
focused on skills that would be useful.

I eventually settled on four skills
that seemed to be the best for someone like me. The first was the
second job. Being able to use two jobs at once instantly made me
stronger, plus I could level much faster. The second was 2X
experience, which would mean faster leveling up. The third skill was
an thing called Portal. It could only be used once a day per point,
but it allowed you to create a portal to anywhere you’ve been
before. I checked, and it worked even in dungeons. That meant I could
return to the city directly without the half-day walk. The final
point went to Map. Mapping allowed me to create a map of everywhere I
had been. It was always active too, I had a clear map of this
dungeon, although it was all greyed out. It seemed like once we left,
the dungeon would collapse.

After wasting as much time as I could,
I shook Lydia awake. “It’s time for us to go."

“Time?” She looked up drowsily, but
when she saw my shirtless body, she blushed and covered herself.
“Master…”

I reached out and pulled her against
me. Her moderate chest pressed against mine as I gave her a long
kiss. She finally broke away, blushing again, but she didn’t fight
my embrace at all.

I put my clothes back on, and she
returned back into her slave clothes. The first thing I wanted to do
was to get her something nice. No… let’s eat first. I’d been
eating rations and turkey legs for a week now, and now I was hungry
for anything different. Wait, how about we sell all the items we got
and use that money. Maybe we should check the guild first and see if
there is a reward for ending the dungeon. There were so many things I
wanted to do now. 

“Are you ready?” I asked.

Lydia nodded and held on to my shirt. A
few moments later, I created a portal to the town square.

The pair of us held hands and jumped
through. On the other side, I noticed the town square was void of
people. In truth, I had wanted a little fanfare. Otherwise, I would
have portaled outside of town. Maybe that was a bit selfish of me.
Perhaps a portal opening up could cut someone in half. Well, that
wouldn’t be good, I probably shouldn’t use it carelessly anymore.

I decided that the guild hall would be
the quickest place to get answers. As we approached the building, the
front of it slammed open, and a haughty yet familiar man came
storming out. His eyes immediately fell on us just as we reached the
door. 


“You! So, you lived after all. Too
late, I am the hero of this town! Now, hand over my slave!”


	
	
	

















That’s right… in my excitement over
everything, I forgot Lydia was owned.
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 was stunned for a moment as the noble glared at me. Standing by his side was one of the bodyguards. I recalled hearing from Lydia that the other one had fallen in the dungeon. That was what had led this man to his retreat and also abandoning Lydia. She would have been dead if he had his way. In fact, his actions had almost killed me too. I felt rising anger in my gut. It took quite a bit to make me angry. Even being embarrassed and mocked in class was something I used to push off, but this guy’s arrogant and selfish actions were seriously pushing my limits.






	
	
	


“Deek! You’re alive!” The voice
came from inside the inn.

There was a commotion of people talking
inside. It felt like we had arrived at the end of a gathering. It was
the Guild Master who came out. He was just as tall and had just as
broad shoulders as the bodyguard of Lord Tibult. It made me feel a
little better that I had an ally with a happy expression on his face
while the other man shot me a stern expression.

The Guild Master came out and suddenly
gave me a big hug. He didn’t show any restraint, and I felt my ribs
creak. I was wrong, it turned out. In the end, it was as if my allies
would be my death. As he realized I wasn’t breathing, he finally
let go, and I let out a rough breath. He patted my back laughing. In
the meantime, a tall man with a dark complexion came out. He wore a
fine suit, not unlike the nobles, although it didn’t have the signs
of travel wear that Lord Tibult’s did.

“What does he mean, about the hero
position?” I wheezed out as I straightened myself.

The Guild Master put on a guilty look
and scratched the back of his head. “Ah… well… after you fell
into that trap, we managed to escape. We waited for you for two days,
but Lord Tibult came out and said he found your dead corpse. So, we
gave up any hope.”

The pair of us turned to the noble, who
snorted, looking indignant. “You must have misheard me. I said that
he might as well be dead.”

The Guild Master frowned. His
expression verified that what the noble was saying was false, but he
couldn’t argue with him. 


“Either way, he’s been trying to
woo the city with bribes the last few days to have us make him the
hero.”

The man sputtered. “Bribes…
donations! I’m merely showing my generosity! Another town would
have made me a hero five times over for the help I’ve provided.”

“But he didn’t do what he promised
and finish off the dungeon!” I argued.

“Hmph! That dungeon is clearly a
place far too dangerous for normal heroes. However, I bravely
collapsed the staircase, not to mention we wiped out a good portion
of the monsters inside. I’ve given the city the time needed to put
out a reward for a dungeon diver to finish off the dungeon. I even
put into the bounty.”

“Eh?” I blinked. “But, the
dungeon has already been defeated.”

This time everyone else stared with
confused expressions.

“That’s impossible!” Tibult shook
his hands. “Who could possibly defeat such a powerful dungeon.”

I blushed slightly. “Well, I did…”

“Nonsense!” Tibult’s face turned
to rage. “I can’t believe the likes of you could do anything of
the like!”

“Is that true?” The Guild Master
asked, a serious expression on his face.

“Sir… I saw him do it. After Master
collapsed the entrance, it was the only way to escape. He… saved me
as well…”

The Guild Master whistled, and two men
came out of the guild. “You two are the fastest and sneakiest I
have, go confirm this!”

The two men didn’t question his
orders, immediately running off in the direction of the dungeon. As
for Tibult, he looked like he had swallowed something very
distasteful.

Tibult’s face turned red and his
anger turned to the girl. “You… you insolent slave! How dare you
speak out of turn!”

She winced as he reached out and
grabbed her arm. I went to grab her, but the large man stood in my
way. A moment later, Lydia was pulled away from me and put behind
Tibult. She gave me a single sad look, and then lowered her eyes.

Just like that, she had been taken away
from me.
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one of this matters. You made me the hero!” Tibult snorted.


“You can not be made a hero while our
town already contains a hero.” The Guild Master explained. “And
if he also defeated the dungeon, he fulfilled the requirements you
yourself set. I think you should understand our town has a
reputation, and if we were known for throwing people under the bus,
especially a dungeon diver, then we would create many enemies.”

“You…” Tibult wanted to argue,
but he couldn’t find the words.

“Deek, if this is true, you should
have the Dungeon Diver job now.” The Guild Master explained,
pulling out a stone. “It becomes set when you gain it. It’s one
of the few jobs that isn’t level dependent. After destroying the
dungeon, you should get the job. I mean no offense, but can you hold
this stone and show us the job.”

Seriously? Well, the game is called My
Dungeon Life. Dungeon diving is what this game wants you to do.
Therefore, auto-setting dungeon diver seems like something
reasonable. I could also see what made dungeon diving so popular. Not
only was it lucrative, but it was a way to change your fate. For
example, if you were labeled with a high level in thief, one of the
few ways you could change your job would be dungeon diving. It was
like the default skill of this world.

There was just one problem. I didn’t
destroy the lore, I finished it. There was a hidden tattoo around my
leg that displayed that fact. That means I didn’t have the Dungeon
Diver job, but True Dungeon Diver. Did I really want to confess that
I did something extraordinary? It felt like it would cause me more
trouble than it was worth. Maybe, I’d inform the guild master, but
definitely not in front of Tibult.

However, I had no choice. If I didn’t
equip it, I’d be called a liar. I unequipped my second job and just
equipped True Dungeon Diver. A text popped up in my vision.

{Dungeon Status Up has been unlocked.}

{You have shown great experience in
navigating dungeons. You have unlocked the job: Dungeon Diver.}

Oh! What luck! I had forgotten to equip
it earlier, and apparently just equipping it was enough evidence that
I could have the lesser ability. It was sort of like learning
Advanced Magic before Basic Magic, at least that’s what I reasoned
in my mind. I quickly equipped Dungeon Diver, only to see that I
didn’t unlock any additional skill. It looked like level 1 of both
of them was probably Dungeon Status Up. That meant an increase in
status while I was in a dungeon.

I took the stone, and it began to glow.
A moment later, the name Dungeon Diver was displayed and I breathed
easier. As for the Guild Master, he shook his head in disbelief.
There was a rumbling sound from in the Guild Hall too. People were
listening in and watching from inside, it seemed.

As if on cue, the men that the Guild
Master had sent also returned. “He speaks the truth, the dungeon is
sealed and has started to break apart. The curse on the land has been
lifted!”

The Guild Master burst out laughing, a
bit of relief on his face. “You, my boy, you’re far more
impressive than I would have guessed. A certified Dungeon Diver as
our hero, I knew my instincts were good.”

“Hey! This is outrageous!” The
noble cursed.

“I’m sorry, but I think I speak for
the entire town when I say we have settled on our hero.” The Guild
Master gave Tibult a bow with respect he really didn’t deserve.

“You bastard… since you don’t
need to hire someone to defeat the dungeon, then I demand my money
back!” Tibult snapped.

“Ah… as to that? Didn’t you say
that was all given in charity?”

“You dare?”

“That money belongs to our new hero.
Don’t you think? He is a Dungeon Diver who defeated the dungeon. It
seems to me like the conditions for the award money have already been
met!”

Tibult’s eyes narrowed. “You and
your town are on my list! Don’t think I will suffer this
humiliation!”

“Are you threatening me?” The Guild
Master suddenly looked a bit dangerous.

There were the shuffling of chairs in
the Guild Hall too, as several other adventurers stood up. The
silence seemed to permeate the air.

Tibult snorted. “Fine, we leave in
peace. I’ll be going.”

“Take this slaver with you.” The
Guild Master shot a look at the tall man standing nearby who could
only reply with a helpless shrug.

“Lydia, Reg, come…” The noble
ordered and turned away.

Between the Guild Master and the noble,
I hadn’t been able to get a single word in edgewise. Now, they were
already leaving with Lydia in tow. I felt like crying.

“Wait!” I called out, causing the
Guild Master to look up in surprise.

“Lydia… I want to buy Lydia!” I
declared.


	
	
	































Lydia spun around, and the sadness in
her eyes turned into a delight for a brief moment. As for Tibult, he
turned and stared daggers at the pair of us. The Guild Master had
already put him in the worst mood imaginable. This was going to be
tricky.
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ou wish to buy Lydia?” The man said with a sneer. “Like some peasant like you could afford her.”


“There’s a rule, right?” I asked
the Guild Master, “If I can pay the fee, he must free her, right?”

The Guild Master nodded and crossed his
arms. “That is true.”

I nodded, “I’ll pay off her debts.
How much is she worth?”

I hated saying words like that. Lydia
was worth everything to me, but I had to set her to some arbitrary
value here. I didn’t like treating her like an object, but it was
the only way to save a slave.

The noble crossed his arms smugly. “50
gold coins.”

I let out a cough. All I had was a bit
over a gold coin.

“You bastard…” The Guild Master
snarled. “He asked you the amount of the reward. “That’s ten
times the amount he even put in himself.”

“You said it’d be at the value the
slave was worth? As I understand it, Lydia was purchased from a
discounted bin because she failed to be a proper courtesan?”

The man that he
had called a slaver seemed to be listening to all this with interest.
He made me a bit uncomfortable, but I had to focus on Lydia at the
moment. Only the Guild Master knew what he was doing in Chalm, but
given the residents of Chalm’s demeanor, he didn’t seem welcome.

“She told you that?” Tibult shot
Lydia an angry look, and she wilted under his gaze. “That’s
clearly because this slave is a known liar. Lydia, tell him you’re
a liar.”

Lydia stepped forward, a stubborn and
anguished look on her face. “I… I…”

“Go on, say it!” He raised his
hand, and the Guild Master tensed for a moment.

“I lied… to-to you… about
everything…” She said, tears starting to fall down her cheeks.
“Just… forget about me…”

I stared at her pained expression, and
my body tensed even more. I remembered the time we had spent in the
dungeon. None of that could possibly be a lie. That night we spent
together was no lie!

“You’re giving me the award,
right?” I asked the Guild Master. “In that case, I’ll pay it.”

Tibult blinked. “Ah…”

The Guild Master grimaced. “My boy…”

I turned to look at him. “I’m just
asking for my due. What I choose to spend it on is my own business.”

The Guild Master had an awkward
expression on his face. “I’d normally agree. However, we sent the
award money to the capital to try to bait a dungeon diver. We had to
scrounge up every last bit of money the city had to pay for this,
especially after paying the rewards to all the adventurers for that
last battle. It’ll take a few days to recall the amount so that we
can provide it to you.”

“Then, in a few days, I’ll…”

“Oh… sorry there…” The noble’s
malicious grin returned. “I’ll be leaving town immediately. Won’t
be able to stick around.”

“You… why?”

“Don’t worry, Guild Master, you can
have my five-gold award. This… somehow… feels much more
satisfying.”

“You can’t do this…” I took a
step forward.

“Do you dare tell a noble what he can
and can not do?” The man asked, his voice twisting angrily.

“That…” I shot the Guild Master a
look.

He gave a guilty expression and shook
his head. “I’m sorry, my boy, there is nothing we can do here.
You have to have the money to pay the amount due, and you have to be
near the person to pay it.”

“No worries.” Lord Tibult chuckled.
“I’m returning to the capital. Once you have the money, you can
just come to the capital. I’ll happily sell her to you then.”

Lord Tibult let out a malicious laugh.
It gave me the impression his words weren’t true. I didn’t know
what he had planned, but I had the feeling I’d never be able to buy
Lydia from him. He turned around and started walking away. Lydia
looked at me with tears in her eyes, the hope that had been there a
moment before being quickly snuffed out.

“Come, you useless slave!” The
noble barked.


	
	
	


































Lydia turned around and followed with
her head down. Within a few moments, I was all alone in this world
once again.
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e… he can’t do this…” I said, my voice coming out with a frustrated tone.


“She’s his property…” The Guild
Master responded, slapping my back. “I’m sorry, lad.”

“No… but… he left her. I saved
her life.” I tried to reason things out. “She’d be dead if it
wasn’t for me.”

“No one asked you to save her life.”
The Guild Master looked uncomfortable but said the words anyway. “I’m
not justifying it, I’m just saying that you protecting his property
doesn’t mean he owes you anything.”

“If he abandoned a sword in the
dungeon… and I picked it up… wouldn’t that mean it is mine?”
I tried to use their own disgusting logic against them.

“A slave isn’t a sword.” The
Guild Master sighed. “They are given a mark of ownership. It’s
magical. No matter what, she is still owned by him.”

“So… you’re saying, if someone
changed ownership, like… with a slave taker skill, then he’d no
longer have a right to her?” I tried to come up with anything to
defend myself.

“How do you know of the slave taker
skill?” The wiry man was still nearby and immediately stepped
forward as soon as I spoke.

I blushed. “I… um… heard about
it.”

The Guild Master shook his head. “Even
if you could take his slave ownership, he’d still have paperwork.
You’d make an enemy of a noble, and you’d bring possibly the
entire nation on your head. I speak this from experience, lad.
Stealing a slave is punishable by death. Old Chalm once functioned as
a place that hid, removed the curse, and then freed slaves. They
worked outside the law. There is a reason it’s called Old Chalm.
It’s nothing but ghosts now.”

“Besides…” The slaver spoke up.
“Slave Taker is an extremely rare skill. I’m a level 20 Slave
Trader, and even I haven’t unlocked this skill yet. I heard it’s
about level 50. Level 75 for the job slaver.”

“What about the Slave Master?” I
asked.

The man blinked. “Now that’s not a
job I’ve heard in a long time. Very high tiered. The last Slave
Master I ever heard of was a hundred years ago. The guy is known as
the Slave Hero.”

“Never mind then,” I sighed
bitterly, no longer wanting to talk to this man.

“Wait…” The man stopped me with a
hand. “My name if Figuro. I’m with the Slave Caravan that passes
by. We do a circuit of all the villages every year to pick up those
who can’t pay their taxes or have committed a crime. Chalm
occasionally pays to free the sick, children, or the crimeless. This
year they haven’t the coin to spare and have been a bit less than
welcoming.”

The Guild Master sneered. “We
tolerate your caravan on the outskirts of our city. Considering our
population, isn’t that enough?”

“What do you want?” I asked,
feeling drained.

“I have been selling slaves my entire
life. I have a good read on people. For example, I read that noble
really wishes to sell that catkin and purchase another male companion
to protect him, and for other things. I also happened to notice he
was heading in the direction of my caravan, where I happen to have a
bodyguard that may fit his tastes.”

“You’re saying he’s going to sell
her? What about his offer for the capital!” As soon as I said it, I
felt stupid.

“Likely a lie.” The man shrugged.
“By the time you reach the capital, he would have long gotten rid
of the catkin. He likely planned to waste your time, put you off, and
only reveal he got rid of her much later. Nobles aren’t the type to
slit throats or hire thugs. They prefer to torture people more
inconspicuously.”

“Then… Lydia?”

“Yes… I was saying, I will return
to the caravan now and then make all effort to purchase her at a much
more reasonable rate. I’m confident I’ll be able to make him
sell. I’ll hold on to her for a few days, giving you time to recall
the money. At that point, you can come to me and purchase her.”

“Really, you’d do this for me?”

Figuro shrugged. “Of course… she’ll
be sold at a profit. I won’t demand anything unreasonable. I
promise you I’ll sell her to you at the market rate. He gets his
new slave and thinks he screwed you over, you get your slave back at
a reasonable cost, and I only wish for the difference.”

I turned to the Guild Master. He sighed
and nodded.

“Figuro is a businessman. He’ll
sell her for exactly what she’s worth to him, not a penny more. He
won’t screw you over.” The Guild Master explained. “I’ll work
on recalling the money immediately.”

“Excellent!” Figuro smiled, “Then…
we have a deal.”

I reached out and grabbed his hand. We
shook on it. In a few days, I’d have Lydia back.
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wo days passed like an eternity. I spent most of the time slouched over a table in the inn. Two large soft things pressed down on the back of my head, which I currently had laid down on the table.


“Deek, it’ll be alright. I
promise.”

The person speaking was the warrior
woman who had joined us on our infiltration into the dungeon. She had
visited me along with a couple of the people I had healed. In the
last few days I had mostly just become a NEET, remaining in the inn
and living minimally. I had stopped at the shops looking to more
quickly earn money by selling the goods on me, but they didn’t have
the coin to buy anything I had.

“Look at these… this is a devil’s
hare hide!” The seamstress spoke excitedly. “And you have three
of them! Miraculous!”

“So, how much do they go for?” I
asked, desperately.

“If I make a cloak out of them, it’d
easily be worth 25 gold coins! Pay me just a single gold coin, and I
can make it. A cloak like this has many magical properties in speed
and sneaking!”

“Give you a gold coin! I’m trying
to make gold coins, not give them away!” I shouted.

“Ah… fine… I’ll do the cloak
for free! Just give me the extra material not used in the cloak, and
we’ll call it even!”

As for the jewelry, he offered to trade
me much, but ultimately couldn’t convert any of it to coin. The
village had no bank, and they weren’t lying when they said they
cleared out the city to be able to come up with the bounty. At the
moment, the town was on a bartering system until traveling merchants
came by, and they could exchange their goods for coin.

“Deek!” A voice came at the door.
“The money arrived!”

I immediately lifted my head, only to
have her chest come down my face.

“Ah!” She cried out, pulling up.
“Deek… you pervert!”

A couple of the men chuckled, but I was
too caught up on Lydia. Heading to the door, I looked back and bowed
to the big sister, who I now knew was named Ruby. “Thank you for
all of your help.”

I turned and followed the messenger,
and we headed right to the guild. The mayor was waiting there as was
the Guild Master.

“Hello, Deek!” The mayor waved.
“Given the circumstances, we’ve decided to forgo the formalities.
Freeing a slave is, of course, a noble cause, and Chalm fully
supports it. The Guild Master will go with you to make sure the
payment is delivered safely. Whatever you don’t spend on the slave…
well… we’ll talk about that when you get back.”

I looked at the Guild Master, but he
only shrugged and started walking. “Let’s get a move on.”

I nodded, following after him. “Thank
you for this.”

The Guild Master gave a look. “We owe
you a bit more. The mayor doesn’t want to admit it, but from
knocking out the dungeon to helping heal so many injuries, buying off
a single slave is hardly sufficient.

“It’s okay…” I responded.
“It’ll be worth it, as long as I can free Lydia.”

The pair of us continued to walk out of
the village. It wasn’t quite as far away as the graveyard, but it
was close. We ended up seeing a circle of wagons sitting in the
distance. We approached it, and eventually, a group of two guards
came out and greeted us politely.

“We’re here to speak to Figuro.”
The Guild Master nodded, patting his belt, so the coins jingled.

As we were brought to the back, we saw
that most of the wagons were barred and contained a group of people.
One, in particular, looked very shabby. Most of the people in it were
lying down.

“The sick and the dying.” One of
the bodyguards spat as he noticed me looking. “Not a single slave
of value.”

I noticed that all of the slaves in
this section appeared to be animalkin. However, there was only one
slave I particularly cared about at the moment. We were brought into
a tent, and after being instructed to sit and wait for five minutes,
Figuro finally walked in. He didn’t look like he had bad news.
Rather, he had a strange expression on his face as he sat down.

“I have the one you named, Lydia…”
Figuro spoke tightly.

The Guild Master’s eyes narrowed.
“What? What is it? We have the money.”

Figuro’s mouth twisted bitterly. “He
sold Lydia as we expected. It was a great deal, in fact. You see, I
did a test on her after bringing her in. As it turns out, she’s a
lot more valuable than I was initially lead to believe. She’s a
rare variant of catkin known as a tigerkin. These are very powerful
and speedy animalkins. Furthermore, she managed to gain the swordsman
class, and it’s up to level fourteen. I now think I understand how
you managed to make it out of the labyrinth together.”

“We fought and leveled together!” I
said with irritation. “What of it?”

“Just get on with it, how much?”
The Guild Master snapped.


	
	
	
































Figuro shook his head. “I can’t let
her go for any less than 100 gold coins.”


[image: 7]


[image: o]




ne hundred gold coins!” The Guild Master snapped.

“If she was a virgin, it’d be even
more.” Figuro shrugged.

“You promised…” I said while
gritting my teeth. “You said that I could have her…”

“At market price…” Figuro sighed.
“This is the market price. Be lucky that I’m a man of my word, in
an auction, I could possibly earn 300 gold.”

The Guild Master put his hand up,
stopping me as I rose up. “You know we prepared 50 coins today and
didn’t expect to use a tenth of them. Why have you even told us
this?”

Figuro nodded. “I know this had put a
bad strain on our relationship, but I have a positive feeling about
you, Deek, was it?”

“Hmm…” I glared at him, and
Figuro only chuckled to himself.

“I told you, I’m good at reading
people. I think that you might be a good investment. I see you
possibly buying more slaves in the future. That’s why I’d like to
create a working relationship with you. The tigerkin would allow me
to do that.”

“A hundred gold coins…” I began.

“I will take fifty now,” Figuro
explained. “And the rest next month. But I will need… some
assurance.”

“What assurance?”

“Something worth putting my profits
on the line.” Figuro smirked. “Perhaps, yourself.”

“Is that what this is about Figuro?”
The Guild Master hit the table angrily. “You’re trying to
increase your slave stock? Want to put a hero in there?”

“No… no… not at all.” Figuro
defended. “I have every trust that our friend here can come up with
the money on time.”

“What you mean?” I demanded.

“It’s very simple. I put a band on
you. In 30 days, you pay off the debt, and I remove it, or… it
activates, and you become a slave.” Figuro explained. “In this
case, you’re the assurance. It’s truly very fair, as I mean no
offense, but even a hero is only worth 30 gold coins at most.”

The Guild Master looked over at me.
“This is how these slave traders work. Someone gets in debt, and
the next moment they’re a slave. Fifty gold coins is a lot unless
you do dungeon diving, and even then, a month is pushing it.”

I thought about the offer for a few
moments. “You said, anything worth 50 gold coins?”

Figuro nodded. “Exactly.”

I sighed and then reached into my
pocket, pulling out my storage ring. The jeweler had said that a
storage ring ran about 50 gold coins. I put it on the table in front
of Figuro. Frowning, he reached forward and picked it up.

Staring at it a moment, he let out a
gasp. “A storage ring! And a large one too!”

“Will that suffice?” I asked, more
worried that he would say no.

“Of course… of course. In fact,
this more than covers the cost. You can keep the 50 gold until you
come up with the rest.” Figuro said, nodding respectfully. “We
have a deal then. You have one month to earn the gold, or we
repossess the tigerkin and this ring.”

I leaned back and scratched my chin.
This isn't how collateral works in my world. However, this isn't like
a car loan, either. He's trusting me with Lydia for a month. I could
run with her, or she could die, and then he'd take a major loss.
Meanwhile, if I can't keep my part of the bargain, I don't merely
lose Lydia, but the ring also. It's a bit better than offering myself
to slavery, but only a little. After a moment, I nodded. 


“Done!” The pair of us shook on it.

Figuro lead me back out into the area,
gesturing to a guard nearby. He left while we waited in front of the
animalkin cages. In particular, I was looking into the sick cage.
Most of the people were very old. There was one notable exception. It
was a fox-eared girl. Her skin was pale and her lips were dry and
broken. She turned and looked up at me as if noticing that I was
glancing in her direction. She had dirty blond hair that looked
nearly white. She had two triangle ears on her head, pointier than
Lydia's, and a long, bushy tail that looked less flexible than hers.

“I wouldn’t show too much interest
in her,” Figuro spoke up. “She’s diseased. It’s chronic. The
Priest claims it requires a series of spells from a particularly
high-leveled priest. She'd basically need treatment for the rest of
her life, or an extremely rare potion known as an elixir. The cost
would be far more than she is worth, I’m sorry to say it. It’s a
shame too. She’s a special fox variant. They’re called the
nine-tailed fox.”

I glanced up to her single tail, and
the guy chuckled. “The other 8 tails are spiritual. That is to say,
they exist on another plane of existence.”

He chuckled at my expression. I didn’t
really even understand it. Magical tails? It truly was weird, and a
shame that such a pretty girl was sickly and dying.

“M-master!” A girl shouted, and
Lydia burst out and ran toward me without reserve, throwing her arms
around me. “You came! You really came for me!”

She immediately started bawling as soon
as she touched me, large hot tears falling on my chest, her arms
holding me tightly. I reached forward and patted her head, feeling
the warmth of her body once again.


	
	
	


































The Guild Master laughed, patting me on
the back. Figuro remained back but had a bit of an amused smile on
his face. The foxgirl also watched us expressionlessly from her cage,
but no smile reached her face.
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ou should have let me work him over a bit.” The Guild Master frowned as we waited to sign the contract. “That ring is worth more than 50 gold coins, what kind of rotten deal is it that he gets the girl and the collateral!”


“Well, he didn’t take the 50 gold
coins for now. You yourself said that paying it all would practically
bankrupt Chalm.” I sighed. “Isn’t that why you didn’t just
pay me the lump sum?”

“Geh!” The Guild Master put on a
guilty expression after being caught. “We planned to discuss those
issues after we bought her back.”

I shrugged. “Besides, he’s not a
money exchanger or a pawn shop. He only deals in slaves and coin. The
entire city of Chalm is short on coin at the moment. It isn’t
because I lack the funds. My profits from the dungeon should cover
the cost without issue. This is all just a technicality.”

“Still… since that’s the case, we
should have…”

“Should have what? Risked losing
Lydia?” I asked with a frown, causing Lydia, who was holding me to
squeeze tighter. “He had no obligation to sell her back to me. I
doubt a verbal agreement would hold water to the nobles of this
world. He said it himself, she’s worth hundreds on auction. He
could have taken any reason to end the transaction, and I could have
done nothing except cry about how unfair it all is.

“His caravan had plans to leave in a
few days. Since we lacked the funds, he could have just turned around
and left while I desperately looked for someone to buy my goods. I
accepted this deal in good faith. I refuse to play with Lydia’s
life to save a few coins or execute some ridiculous notion of
vengeance. I’m not some childish, prideful idiot. This is someone I
care about on the line. Would you squabble over a few pennies to save
your mother’s life?”

“Well said…” Figuro spoke,
walking up. “You have a good head on your shoulders. Have you
considered the mercantile business?”

“I’ve dabbled,” I spoke wryly,
thinking back to my level 1 merchant job.

Since our transaction was on hold, I’d
like to level up the merchant job and see if I could make this deal
more in my favor. I could bring him down just with that haggle skill,
but once again, I wouldn’t bank Lydia’s life on it working. For
all I knew, slavery went by different rules. After all, slaver is a
different job from the merchant.

Don’t get me wrong. It wasn’t like
I wasn’t upset that I ended up getting stuck with the bill, but
Lydia was never mine in the first place. First, she was that nobles,
and then she was this slaver’s. Pretending I had some claim to her
and that it wasn’t fair was just a wishful fantasy. Years of
rejection had made me a bit of a pragmatist. Ignoring what could have
been, if it came to how much I valued her, a hundred gold was
nothing. I had obtained my current wealth after only a week in this
world, and I didn’t feel it’d be long before I could obtain that
amount again.

The Guild Master crossed his arms and
scowled at Figuro. “I still feel like we’re getting the raw end
of the deal here.”

“You can see it this way.” Figuro
offered. “I’m lending Lydia out for one month. In exchange, I’m
remaining here for one month in service to your town. After all,
while I’m waiting for my payment, I’m not able to move my caravan
and will have to conduct business long-distance. But, that means you
have an entire month with access to my slaves.”

“We don’t even want you around a
week!” The Guild Master growled.

“That’s one month to potentially
pay off debts…” Figuro sighed, then glanced over at the cage full
of sick. “All manner of debts.”

The Guild Master’s eyes brightened as
he finally realized what Figuro was getting at. “That’s right!
And with that fifty gold, we could free the whole lot!”

“Why do I have a feeling I’m going
to be raising one hundred gold in the next month, not fifty?” I
asked with a grimace.

 “Ah hah…” The Guild Master
blushed, scratching the back of his head. “Of course, we can work
something out, I think.”

“I’m… I’m sorry I cost Master
so much,” Lydia whispered quietly, still holding me tight.

“No… it’s my fault.” I
whispered to her, so no one else heard. “I should have left your
job as a commoner.”

Lydia shook her head. “It wouldn’t
matter. This slaver is thorough and has a priest in his caravan. He
was able to see all my jobs, including thief!”

Using a priest to look at and change
jobs was expensive for the common folk, but if it had to be done, it
had to be done. However, if it’s something you needed to do
regularly, it was probably cheaper to hire a priest directly. Like, a
mechanic might be expensive for me to use, but a corporation could
certainly keep a mechanic on the payroll. I was not sure if the
slavers had to work something out with the church, or if priests
could work independently from the church. It didn’t really matter
to me.

I had suspected the slavers had a
method of looking at jobs, which was why I didn’t kick myself too
hard when I found out he raised her worth. The only way I could have
not raised her worth was to not depend on her in the dungeon.
However, I had needed her to escape that dungeon alive. If I saw it
as a necessary tax for both of our lives, it indeed seemed like a
small debt.

“Also…” Figuro added one last
thing. “Don’t forget. You can’t free her as a slave until she’s
paid off.”

We signed the necessary paperwork and
finally headed back to town. Lydia wasn’t officially my slave yet,
so the mark on her was still set to Figuro. Well, at least she was by
my side now. That was truly what mattered to me.

Since I was in a better mood, the
Adventurers I had become friends with wanted to celebrate. We drank a
lot, and by the time I got Lydia back to my room, I was almost passed
out. I fell asleep with her snuggling next to me. We didn’t even
get to do anything else. Still, she had a smile on her face, I
remembered falling asleep with her smiling over me.


	
	
	





























Whatever came next, I knew I could
handle it as long as I was with Lydia.
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 mansion,” the Guildmaster said, putting a sheet of paper down on the table.

It was the day after I got Lydia back.
She was sitting next to me. She had eaten all of the meat from her
plate but didn’t have any interest in anything else. She still had
one hand holding my shirt, as if she was afraid that if she let it
go, I would disappear.

“A… what?” I asked, looking up
from my own meal.

After a week in the dungeon and barely
eating the last two days, I had lost a bit of weight. My clothing was
hanging on me loosely now. We both planned to go to the seamstress
after this.

“For defeating the dungeon.” The
Guild Master announced.

“Technically, you never agreed to
defeat the dungeon for the 50 gold pieces. If we go by the mission
you were on and your performance, you’ve earned 5 gold pieces.”
The mayor explained, dropping a small pouch on the table next to my
food.

“Oi… only 5?”

“Six, I threw in your monthly salary
as the hero too” The mayor coughed. “Sorry… you know our
financial situation. We’d like to free as many slaves as we can.
Just those that are crimeless or sick, we won’t go overboard.”

“You guys are seriously putting me in
a hard place,” I said, frowning.

I knew the items I had on me were
valuable, but I wasn’t confident it was to the level of 100 gold
coins.

“Of course, you’re our city’s
benefactor.” The Guild Master explained. “That’s why we want to
gift you a mansion.”

I frowned. “I really would prefer
just to head to the capital city and sell some goods to earn my
money.”

Plus, once I made a visit to the
capital, I could portal back and forth. This kind of situation would
never happen again.

“The journey by horse is almost three
weeks, you’d be very hard-pressed to make it back by your one-month
deadline!” The mayor protested.

“That’s not really an issue for
me,” I responded.

“P-plus!” The mayor waved his hands
excitedly. “The mansion belonged to a former lord. Inside it, there
was supposed to be a treasure. Real treasure. Gold. At least 800
coins! Enough to buy out the slave caravan entirely!”

I let out a sigh, taking the bait.
“Okay… where is this mansion? I don’t see one in this village.”

Ten miles west of here, in the ruins of
Old Chalm!”

“Thank you both for the lovely chat.
I’ll be going then…”

“Wait!” The two called out. “If
you help reclaim Old Chalm, not only will you become exceptionally
rich, but there is a possibility to become a new lord!

“Didn’t you say Old Chalm was a
ghost town?” I demanded.

“You told him?” The Mayor cried,
shooting the Guild Master a look.

“Ah… that… the ghost problem
isn’t that bad…”

“Ghosts! Real ghosts! The village is
haunted too!” I sputtered in disbelief.

The two men looked at each other and
then put on identical pleading looks. “Yes… the mansion and
surrounding city may have been overtaken by spirits and paranormal
monsters, but you made short work of our undead problem. You’re
like a battle priest, right? You should be able to take out the
ghosts with ease!”

I didn’t know if that was true.
Ghosts were dead, not undead. I had a feeling healing and other such
spells wouldn’t do squat against poltergeists. That was where
priests and white mages started to differ, it seemed.

“Master…” Lydia pulled on my
shirt, causing me to glance at her.

“If this is about earning money, I
will go with Master wherever.”

‘Yeah… but… the capital…”

“Don’t worry,” the Mayor
declared. “The merchant caravans will arrive in a few weeks. At
that time, we’ll be able to bring more coins into the city and buy
your items. I promise, your money will be there.”

I glanced between Lydia and the two
men. Finally, I gave out a sigh.


	
	
	


































“Old Chalm… it is.”
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-master… this clothing…” Lydia was looking over at me with teary eyes.


“What, do you not like it?”

Lydia shook her head, her ears almost
flapping. “Not at all! Rather, this clothing is much too nice for
someone like me.”

"Lydia... you're worth any cost to
me," I responded. 

Lydia turned bright red, and it took
the seamstress three times addressing her before she finally paid
attention and lifted her arm as instructed. While I was waiting
in my stupor, I wasn’t completely useless. I had gone to the
seamstress and ordered her a couple of outfits of clothing. I said
they were for a girl, but I didn’t specify a slave. She didn’t
know Lydia’s size, but she came back with an assortment of outfits
for me and was now taking the measurements. Lydia was doing the best
she could as the seamstress commented on her nice bone structure.

“I wish you had mentioned earlier
that she is a swordsman.” The seamstress said. “Unlike you, she’d
do well to have some leather armor. She is fast and flexible, so I
wouldn’t go for anything metal, but a decent beast hide would outdo
anything I could do with clothing.”

“Is that so?” I laughed awkwardly,
scratching the back of my head.

Just because I was a mage, why did I
have to have less defense? Well, I had other jobs too. I could have
white mage and hero equipped at the same time. Since that was the
case, I was interested in leather armor as well.

After some negotiation back and forth,
I finally spent 2 gold coins on armor and clothing. She would contact
the leatherworker herself and sort all these things out. It cost a
bit more, but I didn’t like negotiating all that much. I mean, I
still had haggle and my hero status, so I got a 30% discount on this.
It originally would have been 3 gold coins. 

{Merchant has increased to level 2.}

{Upsell has been unlocked.}

Upsell, huh? Well, if haggle allows me
to talk down the price, then upsell would allow me to increase it.
That meant, when I sold items, I could probably sell them for a bit
more.

It’d take a day for the leatherwork
and stitching to be completed. I still took an outfit that didn’t
fit her perfectly. Lydia was in the shop wearing a purple blouse and
skirt with a split down the middle for riding a horse. She looked
very cute in it, but it hadn’t been modified for her tail like the
others would be, so she blushed as it rid a bit low on her back.

“Wait… your robe has also been
finished. As promised.” I nearly left without the most expensive
addition.

I was depending on selling this as a
last resort if all else failed. Well, it was thirty gold coins in
value. It was made of shadow hare fur and it would supposedly allow a
person to move faster and hide easier. It was black in color when it
was finished, which was odd because I recalled the rabbits being
brown in color.

I reached out and draped it around
Lydia’s shoulders. She started to panic.

“M-m-master! This is way too
extravagant.”

“I give this to you because it has to
be you,” I said, not letting her hand it back. “You’re going to
be protecting me from now on, alright?”

Lydia blushed. “Y-yes, Master.”


	
	
	






















With the cloak on, Lydia had black fur
across her back. She now looked part tiger and part panther. The
effect was very adorable. I just had one more thing I needed to do
before we headed out to Old Chalm. I wasn’t too worried about
heading there later in the day. I had portal to return us once I had
been there once, and I had Return to take us home. Travel in this
world was pretty convenient for someone like me.
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h… I forgot, I can’t read this world’s language.” I sighed, putting the book to the side. “Lydia?”


She shook her head. “I’m sorry,
Master, I never learned to read.”

Well, she was born and raised as a
slave, so that wasn’t surprising. For me, I had grown so used to
reading in my old world, that I hadn’t considered it when I asked
for some reference materials from the adventurer’s guild.

First, we had stopped at the general
goods and restocked on supplies. I had avoided spending any money by
skillfully trading in supplies. Since everything I sold got a 20%
increase and everything I bought a 30% decrease, I was actually able
to get all of the supplies I needed simply by selling off the stuff
that I didn’t need. Things like the lanterns and water jugs were no
longer needed as I could cast magic to create those things myself.
Support class had some advantages.

Upon reaching the Adventurer’s Guild,
my desire was to find out more about jobs and skills. It’d be
really nice to know what kind of stuff Lydia had. Unfortunately, I
couldn’t read this language and neither could Lydia, so the books
were useless. Of course, the adventurers nearby were happy to tell me
about their jobs, but most didn’t know anything outside their own
job, and many surprisingly didn’t even know what their own jobs
offered, only learning what they called the critical skills. Those
were the best skills that truly changed how they fought.

As a result of these kinds of
questions, I knew that Lydia had three different forms of special
attacks, and a handful of status boosts that helped her as a
swordsman. As for my jobs, which no one here shared, I’d still only
see what skills I had as I got them.

“Here it is…” A map was dropped
on my table by the secretary.

Since I had been promoted to the town
hero, she had grown significantly more polite with me. It appeared
like she was the town historian as well as the person who set up
quests and missions. I had asked her for a map of Old Chalm, which is
what she now put on my table.

“So, it is a lot bigger than Chalm,”
I said, noticing its size was about twice as big.

“Yes, Old Chalm was truly a city on
the frontier. It sat just outside the border of the Aberis Kingdom
and the country of Dioshin, in the wildlands.” The secretary
answered. “That was before the land became cursed.”

“Really?” I asked. “I thought it
had something to do with the fact they were freeing Aberis slaves
illegally.”

The secretary nodded. “Some think it
was Aberis that cursed the city in retaliation. Specifically, the
Karr family, who lived in the mansion at the edge of town.”

“What happened?” I asked.

The secretary looked off distantly. “It
was about fifteen years ago. Our town had established a means of
helping slaves escape from Aberis, and then we smuggled them into
Dioshin. You see, most animalkin slaves are originally from Dioshin.
They were kidnapped, abducted or tricked into slavery. We simply…
stole them back.

“However, this was starting to upset
the country of Aberis, and they were growing angrier by the day. It
was getting to the point they were going to send soldiers to attack
our city. We were stronger then, but not strong enough to fight off
even a single legion of Aberis' army. The only reason they hadn’t
attacked us sooner was because of Dioshin. Sending so many troops to
the front lines would certainly cause an incident and possibly incite
war.

“Our leader back then was a
philanthropist of the Karr family. They were the ones that mounted
many of the operations to free slaves. Then… the problems started
to crop up.”

“Problems?” I asked.

“It started in the mansion. Maids
would see things. Animals would get sick. Slowly, the Karr family
grew introverted. Eventually, they started to ignore the world
outside their mansion. Even as Aberis was starting to mobilize their
armies, and the people banged on the door for their guidance, we were
met with silence. That was when the ghosts came. One night in the
middle of summer, they began to flood out of the mansion, and we were
forced to flee.”

The Secretary’s eyes grew watery. “I
remember that night. I was just a toddler, but I remember my mother’s
frantic breaths as she held me against her chest and ran. We
abandoned almost everything. I remember the wails of the ghosts as
they chased us from our homes. Many died that night to help us flee,
including my father.”

As she spoke, Lydia squeezed my arm
tighter and tighter, shaking slightly.

“I’m… sorry…” I tried to
offer a bit of sympathy.

She shook her head. “It was a long
time ago. However, many are still haunted by that night. We fled to
the Dioshin border. However, some had grown sick and ill from the
ghosts spiritual attacks, and the Dioshin are a superstitious lot.
They feared letting us in would let the curse spread, and so we were
refused by those we thought were our allies. So… we came to Aberis.
When we needed it most, they opened their borders. They sent out a
group of priests that healed the cursed and spiritual diseases and
then erected a barrier over Old Chalm. Then they let us reestablish
our city in their border.

“Aberis Kingdom may have corrupt
nobles and many laws to despise, but we never forgot their kindness.
It is this reason that we follow their laws and only buy and free
slaves legally now. A few believe that Aberis set the whole thing up
and started the curse. I don’t believe that. I think they saved
us.”

I nodded after hearing her story. “You
speak of cursed land… did you guys perhaps consider…”

“A dungeon?” The Secretary smirked
weakly. “Well, it’d have to be, doesn’t it? Except that no one
has ever seen the entrance. The priests only sealed the place away.
They didn’t look very hard for an entrance.”

“The entrance must be in the
mansion.” I deduced.

She nodded. “No one has entered that
mansion since the day the ghosts started to escape it. It would
certainly be strange for a dungeon to spontaneously open in a
person’s residence, but no one knows what happened to the Karr
family. It’s a mystery to this day. The city has remained closed
and no spirits have bothered us in the last fifteen years. Those
strong enough to enter the city are too traumatized to ever go back.
They remember fleeing in the night.

“Just remember one thing, Deek. If
there is a dungeon there, it has been sealed for fifteen years. It
isn’t like the undead dungeon, which was newly grown. This one will
be deep, dangerous, and high level.”

“Just great.”

“Fortunately, you do not need to
enter the dungeon to fulfill the request of the mission.”

“Mission?” I asked.

“This time, we will do things by the
books. You will be paid for your services. You are to enter the
abandoned mansion. Any loot you find is your own. You are to find out
the fate of the Karr family and report. This is a scouting mission
for the moment, no more. Of course, once the curse is ended, then the
mansion is yours to keep. Either way, you will be paid 100 gold coins
for your services.”

“One hundred!”

“This is our way of apologizing for
cutting you short in the past.”

“If you could afford one hundred
coins…” I sounded doubtful. 


	
	
	






































She held up her hand. “As much as it
looks like our city is poor, this is merely because you came at a bad
time near the end of a bad fiscal year. Once the merchant comes,
we’ll be able to sell our goods and replenish our coin. At that
time, we wish to repay our debt to you. No one wants to see Lydia
return to a life of slavery. I know Chalm has taken advantage of your
goodwill, but the people of Chalm have noticed all the sacrifices you
have made for us, and we will do whatever we need to help you, as you
have done for us.”
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emember, Lydia, we don’t need to accomplish anything today. This is just a scouting mission.” I stated as we walked in the direction they pointed for old Chalm.


“Yes…” Lydia responded quietly,
and I realized I had already gone over the plans with her a dozen
times.

“Ah, sorry, I just don’t plan for
us to enter that dungeon. Rather, the mansion is our goal. According
to them, it was flat out abandoned and no one has entered it since
the noble family went missing. That means all of the wealth is
inside. We have one month to get into the mansion and steal goods. If
we’re lucky, we’ll find coins outright. I’m not going to depend
100% on this caravan or Chalm.”

It wasn’t that I didn’t trust their
efforts, it was simply as I said before. I wouldn’t risk Lydia on
anything. 

“Yes.”

I had also noticed that Lydia was being
oddly quiet the further we walked. Her grip on my shirt was also
tightening. We finally reached a low hill, and before us was the
city. As for the barrier, it wasn’t something that could be seen
with the eye. Perhaps a priest might be able to make it out, but I
didn’t have that ability.

Where the current Chalm was made
completely out of wood and thatch, Old Chalm had many stone
buildings. At the far end of the city was a two-story mansion, just
as described. It wasn’t massive or unreasonable. Probably about
fifteen rooms max. There was almost no movement, and the place felt
extremely eerie without a sign of people. Strangely enough, the town
was not overgrown with weeds. In fact, there was nothing living. The
grass looked brown and dead, yet despite fifteen years it didn’t
seem to rot away. The same could be said about the trees and bushes.

Although the stonework had cracks in it
from disrepair and age, the entire city appeared like it might have
been abandoned yesterday. This only increased the level of discomfort
I felt.

“W-wait!” Lydia cried out as I took
a step forward.

“What?” I asked, turning back to
her.

Lydia blushed, lowering her head.
“N-nothing…”

I could only cock my head in confusion
over her odd behavior. I began walking down, and she followed me
closely. She reached out and grabbed my hand now, no longer feeling
like holding my shirt was enough. It only took a few minutes before
we passed the border. It was sudden, and I let out a gasp. It felt
like walking through water. On the other side, the city was exactly
the same. Part of me thought the appearance outside would have been
some deception, and once I stepped past I’d see the true town.

Taking a deep breath, I held Lydia’s
hand and continued to guide her into the city. It was deathly quiet.
There wasn’t even the noise of insects or animals rustling around.
This was a ghost town in every sense of the word.

“I-it’s not so bad… in the day.”
Lydia spoke up, her voice sounding almost startling amongst the
extreme quiet.

As if to answer her, a distant
squeaking sound started up. The pair of us looked at each other and
then slowly began to walk towards the source, which continued on in a
rhythmic fashion. Finally, we found it. There was a loan tree, not a
leaf on it, that was gnarled and dead. It reached up into the sky
like a disembodied hand, and hanging from one of the branches was a
lone swing. Ever so slowly, it was swaying back and forth, making
that squeaking noise that filled the street.

“Um… Lydia…” I said, working
the moisture back into my mouth.

“M-master?”

“Is there any wind today?”

“There is not.” Lydia’s voice
came out in a squeak.

The swing suddenly stopped. Lydia’s
hand let go of mine, but then grabbed it again so tightly it almost
hurt. I didn’t look back, as my eyes were focused on the silent,
unmoving swing.

“I think we have explored enough of
this city today.” I coughed.


	
	
	
























“Yes, Master…” The voice that
came next to me wasn’t Lydia’s.
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ery slowly, my head turned to see that there was no one standing next to me. However, I still felt the grip in my hand. That was when my eyes went down. Standing there, holding my hand, was a little girl doll. It had a little striped tail and tiger ears. It looked exactly like an approximation of Lydia, except that it was only two feet tall, and its eyes were red. It looked up at me, the hand not holding mine contained a knife.


“Hehehehehe…” it started
laughing, the knife rising up in its hand.

“DIE!” I screamed so loud that even
the doll was taken aback.

Grabbing my sword, I immediately hacked
down on the doll. It let out a girlish shriek, but I ignored it. As
it lost grip of my hand, I put it to the hilt of my sword and struck
even harder.

“Die! Die! Die!” I screamed as
tears ran down my eyes.

{White Mage has increased to LVL
13.}

{Cure Disease has been unlocked.}

“M-master!” A cry came from nearby.

I looked up from the mess of strings
and wood that used to be the Lydia doll. The real Lydia was on the
ground. She had been bound with some string, but she had used her
teeth and nails and had managed to work her way out of it.

“Lydia… I’m glad your safe.” I
responded stiffy.

“I’m glad Master quickly realized
the doll wasn’t a curse that turned me into a doll like when I was
made undead.”

“That’s right, it could have been
you! Ahem… I mean… of course I knew…”

“…”

“Ahhh… what can I say! Dolls should
all die! They’re creepy! My cousins made me watch Child’s Play
when I was really young, and then that night, they snuck into my room
and moved all the dolls to the foot of my bed. Ever since, I hate
them so much!”

Lydia lowered her head and started
crying. My eyes widened and I held out my hands in a panic.

“No, don’t be upset. I’d never
attack you like a doll!  You’re my Lydia… I could…”

“N-no… master…” Lydia spoke
while shaking. “I’m sorry, I can’t do this. I don’t do good
with these kinds of things. I’m really scared.”

“Ah? But you were fine in the zombie
dungeon.”

“You can touch and kill a zombie!”
She wailed. “This is far scarier!”

Slam!

Just as she said that, a door slammed
shut. She screamed and this time she threw her arms around me. I
could feel her body shaking. I had written off her behavior earlier,
but apparently my sweet Lydia was really forcing herself to be here.
After all, it was her debt we were resolving. She couldn’t say no.
The result was that she was starting to break down now.

A door opened with a creek slightly. I
stared at it while holding Lydia tightly. Then all of the windows on
the block opened at the same time, so fast that they made banging
sounds. Lydia cried out and then held me tighter.

“Die…”

“Come with us…”

“Join me…”

The voices started to assault our ears,
coming from every direction. I spun around, not able to see anything.

“We need to get out of here now.” I
cursed. “Portal takes a few seconds. I’d use return, but I’m
not 100% sure you’ll be taken with me.”

“D-don’t leave me!”

“Yeah, I can’t risk it, Lydia,
cover me! Portal!”

I could see now there was a group of
dolls running down the street towards us. They looked like all manner
of animalkin and human. Were they the faces of the people who died in
this town?

“I can’t…” Lydia cried
tearfully, shaking even more.

“They’re something you can hit!”
I growled.

“No… no… scary!” She cried out.


	
	
	




































The Portal opened just as the dolls
reached us. I leaped through, but not before a dagger implanted
itself into my calf.
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m sorry, Master! I’m so sorry!” Lydia was bowing on the ground. 


“Moderate Heal!” I said after
pulling the knife out with a whimper. 


After escaping the ghost town, Lydia
had picked me up and carried me back to Adventurers Guild. Of course,
I could have healed myself in the town square, but she was so
panicked I didn’t have a chance to tell her. Now, I was healing
myself while revealing the state of the city of Old Chalm to the
Guild Master. Everyone was shaking their heads in disbelief. Those
that had been in Old Chalm seemed to have eyes filled with
familiarity and just a hint of fear. 


The Guild Master shook his head. “I
didn’t realize things had gotten so bad there. After your
performance in the dungeon, I think I took your abilities for
granted. I’m sorry.” 


“No, I took this mission willingly.”
I shrugged. “Besides. Who says I’m done there?”

“We’re going back!” Lydia’s
head raised, and fear shone back on her face. 


“We need a bigger party.” I sighed.
“Regrettably, I didn’t realize Lydia was a scardy-cat about these
things.” 


“Sorry…” She responded tearfully,
so I patted her on the head to let her know it was okay. 


“I’d like someone who is good with
ghosts. What about that priest in town?”

“He should be back any day now. He
tends to go on pilgrimages.” The Guild Master explained but then
sighed. "However, he’s no battle priest. About all he is good
for is changing a few jobs and charging exorbitant prices.”

“Who else can I get to come with me?”


“In this city?” The big sister who
was sitting nearby and listening with interest snorted, “You’d
have better luck visiting one of the nearby cities.” 


“There is always the slave block.”
The Guild Master suggested hesitantly. “I wouldn’t normally
recommend it, but any slave you bought would have to join you.” 


“What kind of slave would work?” I
asked. “Is there a priest slave?” 


He leaned back thoughtfully. “It’d
be rare to find a priest turned to slavery. The church is usually a
stickler about that sort of thing. All priests have some ties to the
church. Although they can be rented out or sent on pilgrimages,
owning one is considered dangerous. Having no individual autonomy,
they’d be like a dark priest. Rather, you’d be looking for
someone with a high spiritual energy.”

“Hey, Deek, you remember how the
dungeon seemed to wear on our minds the longer we were there?” The
big sister added. “That’s a kind of spiritual attack. Most
dungeons have them… but ghosts attack in the same way. They attack
the spirit, not the body. This is why so many people have such a fear
for ghosts, where we can handle the zombies. They literally induce
fear by attacking your very lifeforce! I’ve heard catkin are
particularly vulnerable to this kind of attack.” 


“I’m sorry…” Lydia was nearly
in tears. 


“It’s okay, you couldn’t help
it.” I couldn’t stand to see her sad. 


I gently stroked her ears until her
eyes closed and she started to relax again. She put her head on my
arm and started purring, her tail lashing back and forth from between
the spokes of the chair. 


“You’ve grown close to her.” The
big sister said, crossing her arms in a way that emphasized her
enlarged chest, a somewhat pouty expression on her face. 


“Ah… Haha…” I laughed
awkwardly. “She’s important to me.” 


Her purring grew louder unexpectedly.
The big sister blinked and then let out a sigh of helplessness. I’m
sorry, big sis, but I just don’t see you that way. Plus, I think
you might break me in bed. 


“Jobs with high spirit would be
things like a Shrine Maiden, Paladins, Templars, Inquisitors,
Necromancers, Shamans, Druids… well, just about anyone with strong
magical ability. Someone with Lydia’s job is pretty useless against
ghosts. I recommend you find a spell caster.” 


“Alright, I’ll look for a
magic-casting slave then. Perhaps someone who can read.” I stopped
and glanced over at Lydia. “Is that okay with you?” 


Lydia looked up at me and blinked. 


“Master is Master. Since I am weak
and can’t do what master needs… one more slave is okay.” Then
her voice dropped dramatically, and she spoke completely to herself.
“As long as it’s not a pretty girl.” 


“What did you say?” 



	
	
	






























“Nothing, Master. Let’s go.”  
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e decided to break for the night after the long day we just had. We enjoyed a cheap meal at the inn. Money was tight right now, especially when I needed to purchase a slave in the morning. I was still using my hero status for free room and board. That meant Lydia was sleeping in my room. I bought her an additional meal, but I was quickly finding out she mostly ate meat when given a choice. Had I known our turkey drumsticks in the dungeon were actually her preferred meal, I might have hung on to them and kept purifying them.


That night, Lydia was still shaken up
over the spiritual attack she had suffered in the city, so I gave her
some space. That is to say, she held me tightly all night long, and
when she woke up in the middle of the night from nightmares, I patted
her head until she went back to sleep. Lydia had grown tough in the
dungeon, but in many ways, she was still very vulnerable, especially
when it came to our relationship. As someone inexperienced, I was the
same way. For the moment, I was happy letting things remain the way
they were. 


The next morning, we decided to walk to
the slave caravan. I didn’t want to use my portal in case something
else came up later today and I needed it. I also had some desire to
experiment using it and my dungeon point system, but that would have
to wait until later. For the moment, it was nice walking with Lydia
by my side on a sunny day. Walking was growing a lot easier for me. I
had been walking miles every day, and I felt in my gut that I was
getting a lot more fit. By the time this was all over, I might
actually have a sixpack. 


Checking my pocket, I had five gold, so
it should be enough to pay for a normal slave. I just needed someone
to help cast spells now. I didn’t mind fighting myself, but I
refused to do it alone. The doll had caught me by surprise, but when
it came to most scary things, I typically could maintain my calm.
Once we picked out a slave, I would return to the seamstress, pick
out stuff for the new recruit and then hit the accessory shop. There
had to be some kind of spiritual protection I could get for Lydia and
admittedly myself. Although White Mage increased my spiritual attack
resistance, direct ghost attacks were still hard to handle. 


We passed the guards, who waved us
right in, recognizing Lydia and me from earlier. It was only a few
minutes before Figuro made an appearance. 


“Hello, distinguished guest!” He
bowed. “You couldn’t possibly be back with 100 gold already?” 


“Hah…” I laughed. “I’m
working on that, but it turns out I need some help.” 


“Help, is it?” Figuro scratched his
chin. “Since you came here, that would mean you need a slave, yes?”


“Ah… yes, it turns out that is the
case.” 


“Come, walk with me, let me know what
you’re particularly looking for.” Figuro asked. 


“Well, I need someone who can read.”
I explained. “A strong spiritual strength would be good. Oh… and
magical ability.” 


“A man!” Lydia suddenly said. 


“Huh?” I looked over at her. 


“He wants a strong man!” Lydia shot
me a look. 


I laughed wryly. “When you say it
that way, I sound like your last Master…” 


Figuro chuckled. “I’m glad to see
you and the missus are getting along well. I’ll go check in the
back and see if there is anyone that meets those requirements.”

Figuro walked away, and we were left
waiting. I noticed a couple of slaves carrying a long stretcher. On
the stretcher, was a familiar person. It was the pale animalgirl I
had seen in the sick caravan. She was a foxgirl with pale, ashy hair.
On her eyes were two stones. 


“What’s going on here?” I asked
as they brought her out and laid her down on a large bedding set in
the middle of the camp. 


A guard leaned forward. “That’s
nothing special. They’re just burning a corpse. She was always a
sickly thing. It finally got the best of her and she died last
night.” 



	
	
	






















“Oh.”  
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t’s sad to see someone so young perish.” I said, stiffly.


The guard shrugged and spit. “She’s
a slave.”

Of course, the guards and slavers
valued life a bit differently. However, a strange girl’s life and
death had nothing to do with me. Rather, I needed to be taken back
into a large tent. As we walked in, we noticed a row of naked men.

“Ah!” Lydia blushed and turned
away. “I forgot about these lineups. They were so embarrassing.”

There was a lineup of men, but there
was a sheet hung up and the other side contained a lineup of women.
In total, there were eight people placed out, five women and three
men. Only one of them appeared to be of human origin.

“Hey… psst.” A voice sounded in
my ear; I looked around, but I didn’t see anything.

Figuro beckoned me in, and I stood in
front of the room, giving me a view of both the men and the women on
either side of the sheet.

“Need they be naked?” I asked,
fighting my eyes from wandering to the female side, especially when
Lydia glowered at me.

“It is customary. We don’t want any
surprises when you get home.” Figuro shrugged helplessly. “Let me
introduce them first. All eight slaves are knowledgeable in reading.”

“Hey… psst… I can read too.”
The words buzzed in my ear.

Looking around, I couldn’t see which
slave had said those words. They must have some ability to throw
their voice or something. The others didn’t even seem to be aware
they talked.

“The human on the far right, is a
necromancer…”

I let out a cough. “Pass…”

After fighting that necromancer and all
those undead, I actually had enough of necromancers.

Figuro immediately went on to the next
one. “This man is extremely loyal. Although dogkin are not known
for fearlessness, they will obey their Masters. I wouldn’t say his
spirit resistance is greater, but he will be willing to continue to
obey even after receiving a great deal of spiritual damage.”

“I don’t really want to force
someone to do something that will cause them great pain. I’m sorry,
next.”

The slaves who were passed over didn’t
seem to mind in the slightest. It seemed like the slaves here were
treated well. At least, the ones outside were dressed better than
Lydia was when I first met her, and they looked like they were fed
well.

“This slave got into a lot of debt.
He has a job as a Warlock, level 15. Three gold. He’s a bit cheap
because Priests won’t change a Warlock job. It’s part of their
forbidden list.”

“Oh? Aren’t they one of the ones
that are good with ghosts?” I asked sheepishly.

“Warlock magic dwindles on the dark
side.” Figuro patiently explained. “They definitely have an
affinity with ghosts.” 

“I’ll consider him, but let’s go
through the rest.”

We went through the women. Most had one
or more issues with them until we reached the last woman. She was a
very busty woman with long black hair and piercing eyes. She looked
very sexy and voluptuous, and it took all my effort to not stare at
her massive funbags. She was about the same age as big sister, but
had no rough edges. No, she was all curves. Furthermore, she appeared
to be some kind of wolfkin species.

“She is an apprentice to a magician,
level 10,” Figuro explained. “She’s a bit pricey. It’ll cost
ten gold coins for her, but considering our previous deal, I’m
willing to drop it to 7. All slaves fill out a sheet of wants and
desires. Under willingness to sleep with their Master, she marked no
restraint, that’s to say you can do whatever you want to her body
and she won’t resist. Besides being beautiful, she is also well
skilled in taking care of a home. Women typically go for more than
men, particularly beauties like her and your tigerkin.”

“Why is she only ten coins, whereas
Lydia was hundreds?” I had to ask.

“A few reasons. She’s a nearly
twice the age of your tigerkin. Her species is black wolfkin, a very
common breed. A magician apprentice is a somewhat standard job.
Finally, she killed her last master.”

“Wait, she what?”

“Ahem…” Figuro suddenly looked
awkward. “Her Master was a Master Magician and was seventy… she…
um… sexed him… into a heart attack. He was resurrected, of
course, but the doctors said she was a bit too stimulating for his
heart, and he had to give up training her. She perhaps would be
farther along in her education if her Master hadn’t been too
distracted with other things to properly train her.”

As Figuro spoke, the girl met my eyes
and winked, a very seductive smile on her face. I quickly counted up
the coins in my hand. If the haggling ability worked, then it would
drop down to a little over 5 gold coins. That was all the money I
had. I wouldn’t even have any for food or clothing, but I could
just scrape by and purchase her. She was a perfect beauty, strong
against ghosts, and a witch had to be powerful with great potential
to be more powerful. Just imagining myself with my head between those
melons was causing me to lose my senses.

“I’ll take…”

“The warlock.” Lydia suddenly
stepped forward, pointing at the more qualified man from before.

I looked down at Lydia. She was glaring
at me with puffed out cheeks and a stubborn expression. It appeared I
had been overruled. That was right, if it came to survival, it was
more important to have someone of sufficient skill. I had let my
hormones rule my common sense for a moment. I let out a nervous
laugh, my senses returning to me.

“Ah… I guess. We’ll take the ma-“

“Hey… wouldn’t you rather have
me?” A girl said in an obstinate voice.


	
	
	




































Right in front of me was another naked
girl who wasn’t in line with the rest. Her long dirty blonde,
nearly white hair seemed to strategically cover up all of her best
places, which admittedly weren’t much, as her chest was barely an A
and her body was small and scrawny, even compared to Lydia. Since I
had been feeding Lydia, she filled out a bit and had a very average
female body. This girl, on the other hand, looked like a runt, and no
amount of food would fix that. She had a massive bushy tail, no, it
was nine bushy tails all spread out from her back. Her skin was even
paler than when I saw her outside. She had two long ears too. Fox
ears. She was also… a bit see-through. You see, the foxgirl was
hovering off the guard a couple of feet.
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i… Lydia…” I asked stiffly.


“Yeah?” Lydia said, her face still
pouty.

“Did you happen to see a ghost over
there?” I pointed straight at the spirit of the foxgirl.

Lydia spun around, but then spun right
back and gave me an angry growl. “M-master… you shouldn’t lie
and tease me like that, you know I’m still sensitive about ghosts!
If you trick me into leaving and then buy the cow girl, I might cry…”
actually a wolfgirl…” I coughed with a blush.

Lydia was growing very willful these
last few days, wasn’t she? No, that wasn’t the important part.
There was a ghost fox girl who now floated up to Lydia, hovering
right next to her head. She pursed her lips like she was going to
kiss Lydia, leaning forward towards her ear, and then she blew
softly.

“Ahhhh!” Lydia’s tail shot
straight out as her entire body shivered. “Actually, on second
thought, I’ll wait outside…”

She turned and suddenly fled the tent.
Figuro, who didn’t understand what was going on, only smiled and
laughed.

“She’s grown very lively, I see.”

“Buy me…” the foxgirl whispered
in my ear.

“Shh… you’re dead!”

“Then resurrect me!” She sniffed.
“Hire a priest! Don’t act like you can’t!”

“You…”

“Umm… sir?” Figuro was starting
to notice me whispering to myself with a frown.

“Ah… sorry. Actually, my thoughts
are on something else. A curiosity of mine. I saw the funeral
procession outside.” I said, grimacing. “That’s the fox girl,
right?”

Figuro’s expression turned somber.
“Yes… it’s a shame with her. I had hoped to sell her to one of
the churches, but she was too sick and no one wanted to take her on
as a responsibility.”

“Isn’t resurrection possible? You
have a priest on your payroll.”

“If I fixed her, it’d cost more
than she is worth. Although the priest travels with me and does the
identifications I need, I don’t own him. He collects profit for the
church, and resurrections are especially pricey. You see, she would
come back just as sick as before.”

“What is that supposed to mean?” I
asked.

“Her illness wasn’t something
contracted. It’s not a disease in the traditional sense. Her
illness is tied to who and what she was.”

“What? You said… a nine-tailed fox?
A foxkin variant?”

“Foxkin variants aren’t actually
that odd. One in fifty foxes have two tails, one in a thousand can
have three. A three-tailed fox is about the limit though.”

“The limit for what?”

“For when it starts affecting their
health.”

As we spoke about her, the ghost
lowered her head and put on a demure expression. Clearly, this topic
was one that made her upset.

“You see… only one tail exists in
this world. The other tails exist in the spiritual world. This makes
foxes kindred to spirits. Three-tailed foxes are considered very
powerful mediums, and are often employed by priests. However, they’re
also outcasts. Animalkin have a sensitivity to spirits, and foxes
with extra spirit tails are considered close to spirits. It unnerves
animalkin, and they instinctively don’t like them.

“Some believe that foxkin with many
tails attract spirits, and with it misfortune and curses. To add fuel
to that prejudice, more than three fox-tails starts to damage their
health. Each additional tail is another tie to the spiritual world.
It’s a tie to death. You could call a seven-tailed fox a being as
close to death as possible.

“But she’s a nine-tails!” I said.

“Yes… and her kind will only live a
sickly life until death. A six-tail could theoretically live a full
life. However, it would be one full of illness. Ten-tails die upon
their coming-of-age. A nine-tail like her was always bound to die
quickly. Even their own kind won’t look at them. The reason she was
in that cage is that only the elderly animalkin who are close to
death themselves could stand to look at a living embodiment of death
to their culture. If you bring her back, she’ll only die again. She
is the rarest variant… and also the most useless.”

I felt a bit of bitterness and
depression from his story. Her life must have been a long and sad
one. How she had lived as long as she had is anyone’s guess. It
must have come from sheer will. One could easily see that death was a
release for her. One could see that… if they weren’t too busy
looking at her ghost as she tugged on their arm.


	
	
	
































“So… resurrect me already!” She
demanded, stubbornly putting her arms on her hips.
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hey’re starting to burn my body!” She suddenly gasped, “You need to hurry!”


“They’re burning her?” I spoke
those words unintentionally as I was reminded of this fact.

Figuro nodded. “It’s a custom among
the animalkin. They believe that unless a body is burned, it can come
back as a spirit and haunt the living. For a foxkin like her so
closely tied to the spirit world, they say that this is almost a
certainty.”

I shot a look at the ghost floating
next to me. She smiled innocently.

“Yeah… I can see that.”

“Enough chitchat!” She was starting
to tear up. “It’ll be more expensive to resurrect me without my
body than with my body!”

“But… my warlock… ah… darn it!”
I scratched my head. “Would a 9-tailed fox, with 8 connections into
the spiritual realm, would they be strong against ghosts?”

Figuro blinked. “Strong? I suppose
that’s a bit of a relative term. In theory, they’d be quite
deadly, but in practice, their bodies are simply too weak to be
effective.”

“Please…” She said tearfully. “I
definitely can help with your ghost problem! I see ghosts all the
time!”

“That’s not reassuring me.” I
said to the fox girl, but Figuro thought I was talking to him.

“What do you mean by that?”

“How much would it cost to buy the
dead slave? Can I presume she’s… um… free?”

Figuro coughed. “You wish to
resurrect her?”

“Can your priest do this for me?”

“I admit, this isn’t what I
expected, but I suppose we can come to an arrangement. I’m the kind
of man who likes to find a way to sell everything.

“Then, perhaps we should keep the
body from being destroyed.” I suggested, the girl herself was
dancing around like she herself was already on fire, and it was
growing annoying.

“Ah, of course!” Figuro immediately
left the tent and shouted out orders.

I followed behind, and my new ghost
traveled behind me. The fire was actually pretty high around her, and
she was definitely singed. They dumped large buckets of water to put
out the fire.

“M-my hair!”

“I know, I can smell it…” I said,
covering my nose.

She had long hair originally, but
flames had caught it, and now she had much shorter hair. The
juxtaposition between the healthy-looking and lively spirit with nine
tails and the sickly-looking dead foxgirl corpse was enough to give
anyone a headache. Lydia noticed me walking out of the tent and
approached.

“Master, what have you decided on?”
Lydia asked, clearly still anxious over whether I was going to pick
up the buxom babe.

I pointed at the corpse, still smoking
as they put out the last vestiges of flame.

“Master…” Her face twisted
awkwardly. “I don’t know how to say this, but you can do better.”

“Why you!” The fox spirit took a
swat at her head, but her hand went through harmlessly.

Lydia shivered and spoke to herself.
“Two cold spells in a day, a bad omen?”

I could only smile wryly. Lydia’s
spiritual sensitivity truly was amazing, but in all the wrong ways.

Figuro came running up. “I’ve asked
my priest. He’s willing to resurrect the child for a five-gold coin
donation.”

“Five? Seriously?”

“I’ve already talked him down. He
usually charges ten.”

A simple-looking bald man came out and
held out a can like I was giving money to the needy.

“Very well, Haggle.” I sighed, and
then handed over the coins.

“You’re short some.” The bald man
said, jiggling the can angrily.

“Ah… my mistake.” I put all five
coins in, and then he nodded.


	
	
	





































I guess you can’t haggle with God’s
donations. Good to know.
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hat does it take to become a priest?” I asked curiously as I watched him approach the body of the foxgirl.


“Devotion.” The man answered
snidely.

Well, I had a passing interest in
gaining the job. If I could get a few levels in it, I’d have the
ability to fight ghosts. I had made sure to check with the guild, and
ghosts did not have the same weakness to healing as the undead did.
They were considered a phantasm or an entity, and thus harm undead
was also useless. As for my Holy Circle, Sanctify Land, and Divine
Aura, I suspected that they would be useful, but without a clear
weapon to kill ghosts, I didn’t want to risk it again.

“So, how do we do this?” I asked
Figuro nearby.

“Once he resurrects her, most of the
damage in her body will be healed. Figuro explained. “Although
she’ll be incredibly weak for a while. A normal person would be
able to recover from that weakness. As for a foxgirl with that number
of tails, she will likely only remain conscious for a few hours, slip
back into a coma and die…unless…”

“Unless?”

“You can pay the priest to use
various healing on her. Nothing will cure her, but some boosts can
help her.”

“You mean, like status boosts?”

Figuro nodded. “Priests have a spell
that can temporarily increase a person’s health status. If her
constitution is high enough, she will start to heal. Although you’d
need him to keep applying the spell if you wanted her to live.”

“What about healing spells?” I
asked.

“Temporary fixes. And at the cost the
priest charges, you’d go broke in a month.”

I nodded. I wasn’t worried as I
didn’t exist under the same rules as these guys. First off, I had
Slave Master, which I believed should increase slave status across
the board. That should help. Then, I had Party Status Up with Hero,
which could increase status again as long as I put her in my party.
That would mean I couldn’t do white mage during that time. However,
as a white mage, I could also cast curative spells. Although there
were mana restrictions, it wouldn’t be difficult for me to cast
them on her daily to keep her vitality up. I also had hopes of
finding other useful spells in the future. Perhaps cure disease and
cure curse could do something as well. I wouldn’t even pay for
resurrection if I didn’t have to, except that I didn’t know if
white mages ever got it, and it was a rather a high, level 20, spell
for priests.

“If you have the money, I can create
a tonic. My old Master created it for me. It helped me stay alive for
years.” The foxgirl explained.

“What is her story anyway.” I
ignored the ghost, causing her to give an irritated expression. “Is
she a lifer like Lydia?”

“Actually, foxkin do not grow their
spiritual tail until they mature. Those that grow an additional tail
or two are considered outcasts. Over three tails, and you’re exiled
from the clan. When her tails grew, she quickly grew sickly and her
parents weren’t able to expel her from her home. It was then that
they handed her over to me for slavery. It’s not every day you’re
handed a free slave, and I hoped I could sell her and recount the
costs of watching over her. To be fair, I was able to sell her to an
old alchemist initially. He used her to make concoctions and help him
since he was growing blind.”

“Master… died last year.” She
said sadly.

“He died last year, some claim it was
the foxkin curse at play, but I don’t believe in such things.”
Figuro sighed. “One could consider it a miracle she lived to 17.
Whatever concoction he brewed that helped her remain alive for those
three years died with him. “

“Not true… but the cost isn’t
something a slave merchant would offer for a sickly slave. That’s
why I never told him about it. Plus… they’re only temporary, I
will still eventually die.” She spoke bitterly.

“I really had hoped to find her
another home. At least, allow her to die in a loving environment, but
she didn’t hold out. Are you really sure you want to take on this
responsibility? There are many animalkin in Chalm, and while they are
more welcoming than Dioshin, she may not be welcome there.”

“I’m the town’s hero.” I said
with determination. “I’ll make her feel welcomed.”

The ghostgirl looked stunned for a
moment, staring at me with surprise over my bold statement. At that
exact moment, the Priest raised his staff and started a chant. The
girl opened her mouth as if wanting to say something to me.

“Resurrection!”

She dissipated like smoke, whatever
word she meant to say was lost to the wind. The color returned to her
body and her eyes opened. Those eyes immediately shot to me as if she
had already known exactly where I was standing. Well, she had as a
ghost, but for anyone else, it was surprising, since she suddenly
lunged at me, her arms wrapping around my waist. Her legs didn’t
support her weight in the slightest, so she was hanging half off her
bedding, close to falling.


	
	
	


























“Master!” She cried out happily.
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-m-master!” Lydia said in a weak voice. “Ah… this girl?”


“It seems I have agreed to take on a
new slave.” I said to her. 


“It’ll be only 2 silver for the
slave magic.” Figuro announced. 


“What? Slave magic?” I frowned in
his direction while peeling the foxgirl off of me.

Figuro shrugged helplessly. “Well,
the fee is usually waived with a purchase, but since you didn’t pay
for her, technically…” 


I sighed. Figuro really was a man out
for money. I also noticed he had waited to say such things until
after it was too late to back out. That was when a thought occurred
to me. That was right. I had a skill called Slave Taker. I didn’t
really want to reveal this ability around Figuro, but I also didn’t
want to pay him unnecessarily. I raised my hand and touched the
foxgirl’s head. 


“Slave Taker.” I announced. 


There was a sudden bright light on her
chest, and a circular sigil appeared. Ever so slowly, the sigil
started to change. I realized I had to keep pushing mana into it, and
the sigil also seemed to want to resist. I drained over half of my
mana by the time a new form appeared. I didn’t recognize the new
formation, but it felt familiar, as if it represented me. When I
pulled away, I realized that the foxgirl was panting. 


{Miki has become your slave.} 


{Name: Miki

Class: Mana Manipulation

Job: Alchemist (Slave) (LVL 8)

Unlocked Jobs: Commoner (LVL 5),
Basic Magician (LVL 1), Spiritualist (LVL 2) 


Race: Ninetailed-Foxkin } 


“Are you okay, Miki?” I asked,
feeling slightly awkward that I hadn’t asked her name earlier. 


“M-master?” She looked up at me in
wonder. “I feel…. good… better than okay!” 


The slave status up must be in play
here. Her complexion was already looking better. I didn’t want to
start casting any more spells right now in front of strangers, so I
held back from tossing out my white mage spells. 


“You used Slave Taker?” Figuro’s
mouth was wide open and he was shocked. “I had only heard of it,
I’ve never seen it used before.” 


“Is this acceptable?” I asked now
that it was too late to do anything about it, just like he had done
to me. “No spell, no fee, right?” 


Figuro smiled wryly. “It would seem
that is the case. I will get the paper documents.” 


The pale fox Miki remained sitting on
the bedding that had been her funeral pyre. Her complexion did look
bad, but she still had her hands out, grabbed on to my outfit. Lydia
seemed to be doing the same, grabbing my shirt from behind. Maybe
this was just a slave thing? 


When Figuro came back out, I signed the
paperwork that confirmed Miki as my property. 


“I appreciate that you have respected
our contract and not taken Lydia in this manner.” Figuro spoke as
we finished up. “I mean no offense when I say this, but you may not
want to show that skill to very many people. I will not tell a soul,
but other slavers may take offense to someone with such a skill. I
won’t ask how you got it, but the ability to take a slave from
someone else will make many people feel threatened.”

“I’ll take that into advisement.”
I said noncommittally. 


“Wait… has the kitty girl not been
made Master’s slave?” Miki asked, cocking her head. 


“I currently have her on loan. The
official slave ceremony will only occur after I’ve paid off her
debt.” 


“Then that means… I am Master’s
first slave.” Miki blushed, something very noticeable with her pale
skin. 


“W-what!” Lydia’s expression
turned panicked. “Wh-what does this mean?”

“No matter…” Miki shrugged. “It
simply means I’m Master’s first and most important.” 


“N-no! Impossible!” Lydia puffed
out her cheeks. “I’m Master’s first! I’m definitely his
first!” 


“I’m just calling the facts as they
are.” Miki responded casually. “You can’t deny the truth. One
of us is Master’s first and one of us is… a used pussy!” 


“You…! Master! Tell her your pussy
isn’t all used up!” 


“Ahem…” I coughed, feeling a
headache coming along. “Can we have this conversation once we
return to Chalm?”


	
	
	




































I had a feeling I’d be getting a lot
of headaches in the near future.  
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 figured there was no point in hiding my abilities anymore. I wanted to know if return worked, so it seemed like as good of a time as any. I gestured for Lydia to give me her hand. She blushed, but took it and then moved right next to me. Meanwhile, Miki was still clinging to me from the other side.

“Ladies, would you like to be in my
party?” I asked. 


Miki cocked her head curiously, while
Lydia gave me a confused look. They were both slaves, so of course it
would seem a bit weird for me to suddenly ask them to join my party.
By all accounts, I was in charge. However, I didn’t know any other
way to make a party, so I felt I needed to ask. I gave the two girls
a nod of confirmation that they should answer. 


“Okay.”

“Yes.” 


{Miki has joined your party.} 


{Lydia has joined your party.} 


“Ah? I feel even better than before?”
Miki said in surprise. 


Lydia nodded, “I too feel
rejuvenated.” 


It appeared like they could feel the
party status up. Unfortunately, it didn’t apply to me, but I
imagined it felt a bit like I felt when I switched from something
like cook to something like hero. Just a boost of strength and energy
that came from that particular job’s skill boosts. It was good that
Miki now had that boost. Figuro had said she could pass out
unconscious within hours of being revived. That might have happened
without her status boosts, or perhaps Figuro was being a bit dramatic
to discourage me from getting Miki. I didn’t know. 


“Okay, girls, stay close to me. If I
disappear for some reason, just wait here and I’ll return in a
bit.” 


This added a few more weird looks at
me. Well, that was fine. I was just experimenting anyway. 


At this point, I’d probably just use
the portal to return if I found that the return ability of the hero
didn’t work. I’d need to do a lot more tests on it in the future.
For example, could I use it multiple times a day, or just once like
portal? Would it teleport all of my party? Did they need to be
touching me? If they were touching me, did they even need to be in my
party? All of these were questions I had, but the first thing I
wanted to test is if I could bring people in my party at all, so I
worked towards maximizing that likelihood. 


“Alright, Return!” 


It would have been nice to see the look
of surprise on Figuro and company’s face as we vanished, but Return
was too quick for that. One second, I was surrounded by a caravan,
the next second, we were standing in the town square right next to
the fountain feature. 


“Master is awesome…” Lydia said
wonderingly. “That was much faster than Portal.”

“That’s true…” I breathed,
knowing that both girls in my party traveled with me. “But it might
have some limitations I don’t know about yet.” 


I already knew it couldn’t work in a
dungeon. I couldn’t believe the skill would be much more OP than
portal, which required the rare and elusive dungeon points. 


I took a step forward, planning to
leave the town square, but then I felt a tug on my pants. I looked
down to see Miki lying there on the fountain steps, smiling
helplessly. 


“What is it?” I asked. 


“Master, I cannot walk. You will need
to carry me.” Miki said. 


“Ah? I guess the resurrection did
weaken you a lot, huh? In that case, Lydia, can you please help get
her on my back?” 


Lydia looked between me and Miki, with
a concerned look on her face. “Ah… y-yes… Master…” 


However, Miki shook her head. “My
arms are too weak to piggyback. I might fall. Master must carry me in
front with two arms.” 


“P-princess carry!” Lydia gasped. 


Miki nodded, a mischievous smile
showing on her face. “Master must carry me princess style!” 



	
	
	





























“I… see…”  
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he walk back to the inn caught a few people’s notice. I was the hero of Chalm, but I hadn’t really gotten around to meeting the whole town. There were a couple hundred citizens here, and there were plenty who only heard of me. Lydia was walking next to me while Miki was in my arms. She seemed quite content with me holding her. Her eyes were closed, her ears were lowered, and her pale skin made her look almost like death itself. If she wasn’t breathing softly, I would have thought she slipped off to death again.


As for Lydia, she was the polar
opposite. Her tail was lashing excitedly, and she kept glancing over
at the pair of us, a worried expression on her face. Every once in a
while, she would stop, then take a few quick steps to catch back up.
Her agitation was clear, as she gave off the vibe of a tiger in a
cage perfectly. I could only smile wryly and hope she dealt with it. 


When it came right down to it, I had no
particular interest in Miki. She was pretty, with pale perfect skin,
a soft feminine scent, and a small figure. However, she also had very
small, almost nonexistent breasts, a mischievous and obstinate
attitude, and a sickly feel to her. I wanted to make her better, but
there was no way she’d replace Lydia in my heart. Lydia was my
first, in many different ways, so I wasn’t such a selfish guy as to
have fantasies about having a harem. It’d be downright
disrespectful to Lydia to sleep with Miki, and given Miki’s status
as a slave, it even could be considered inappropriate whether she
could give consent. 


Suddenly, I wanted to ask Miki what
selection she had under her slave form. Wait, scratch that. Wouldn’t
Lydia have filled out such a slave form too? What selection did she
make! I shook my head. There were no good things in the direction of
those kinds of questions. Both girls had hard lives in the past, and
I wanted their futures to be filled with peace, health, and
happiness. 


We reached the inn, and I put Miki in a
chair in the common room, ordering something to eat, even though she
said she wasn’t hungry. She had just been resurrected from the
dead, so it was impossible Miki wasn’t hungry! While I ordered the
food, the innkeeper’s eyes kept flickering to Miki, and I was
wondering if she was curious about her. However, she didn’t say
anything so I let it be. 


“Lydia, can you go to the seamstress
and pick up the clothing they have finished?” I asked. 


Lydia’s eyes went from the door to
the pair of us. I had picked up a piece of food and was feeding it to
Miki. Although she said she wasn’t hungry, she was happy to open
her mouth when I was the one giving it to her. As a result, I ended
up feeding her. Things sort of just ended up that way. 


“Miki wouldn’t be able to go, only
Lydia can.” I spoke carefully. 


Lydia’s eyes opened excitedly.
“Th-that’s right! I have legs! Miki can not walk! I will
definitely do what only I can!” 


Lydia’s spirit seemed to be
rejuvenated with just that. She left with her tail swaying excitedly
back and forth. I breathed slightly easier. I knew Lydia didn’t
mean to act this way, she was just worried her place was being taken.
Tonight, I’d have to reassure her that she was still my very
important person and that Miki wouldn’t take away from that. 


Once Lydia left, the innkeeper
returned. Every time she was near me, I couldn’t help but look up
over her head. I was really trying not to. Women didn’t like it
when you looked at their chests, but the innkeeper had long bunny
ears. I imagined if my eyes were a bit high, she’d notice and be
similarly angry. She had a complicated expression on her face. 


“Your new… friend…” She spoke
uncertainly. 


I looked over at Miki and blinked.
“That’s right, Miki is a slave I recently bought… well, saved…
she’s a-“ 


“Foxkin…” The girl said, her eyes
flashing in a shockingly angry light. “A spirit fox!” 


Miki looked down, her usually playful
expression turning sad. 


“What of it?” I asked, frowning at
the bunnykin. 


“Will she be staying with you at the
inn?” She said it more like a statement. 


“That was the plan, yeah…” 



	
	
	





















The bunny girl crossed her arms and
shook her head. “I’m sorry. I can’t let you stay here anymore.
Not while she’s with you!”  
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-seriously?” I asked, looking over at the bunny with amazement. 


	
	
	


I had been warned that there were some
issues between animalkin and the foxkin variants, but that was
something that happened in Dioshin. As for the city of Chalm, which
thought of itself as a place that benevolently protected slaves, I
was a bit taken aback by this sudden proclamation. I felt a tug on my
shirt and looked back to see Miki there with her head lowered. 


“It’s okay, Master… I’ll just
sleep outside.” She spoke, her voice just a bit shaky. 


I gritted my teeth and stood up,
putting my hands on the table. “No, if you’re not welcome here,
neither am I.” 


Miki looked up at me, her fox ears
slightly lifting hopefully and her tail wagging just a bit. She
wasn’t healthy enough to be sleeping outdoors. What were we going
to do?

At that moment, the door was pushed
open and the Guildmaster walked in. “Deek, I just heard.”

I blinked. “Heard that Chalm is full
of prejudiced people?” 


The Guildmaster looked like he had been
slapped, while a couple of others had ugly expressions on their
faces. The bunnygirl was biting her lip, looking back at me with a
strangely regretful expression. 


“Just bear with us a moment.” The
Guildmaster bowed, showing me a bit of respect. 


The Guildmaster walked forward and
grabbed the bunnygirl’s arm, whispering some words into her ear.
The two argued back and forth in hushed whispers while I remained
standing, my arms folded in front of me, and a displeased expression
I couldn’t take off my face. In truth, I had seen Chalm as better
than this, so for them to show prejudice against this foxgirl, it
really did make me feel sad, angry, and just a bit disappointed. 


“Fine.” The bunnygirl finally said,
shooting us one last look and then turning away with a huff. 


It was the Guildmaster who approached
me, lifting his arms with a complicated smile on his face. “Deek,
please, sit for a bit. I’ve resolved the issue for now.” 


“I doubt that, since she hasn’t
apologized.” I said. 


The Guildmaster winced. “We deserved
that. I will apologize in her place. I’m sorry. After hearing you
were seen in town with a sickly foxkin, I came immediately. I knew
there would be trouble.”

“What is this about?” I demanded,
still feeling anger, even with his apology.

“I’m sure you’ve probably heard.
Foxkin variants have a tie to the spiritual world. Other animalkin
have a sensitivity to it. They can pick up on the otherworldly aura.
I reckon this foxkin has a really strong one. They fear it
instinctively, and over the course of time, it became a cultural norm
to keep spirit foxes away. They call them bad omens which only bring
disaster.”

The foxkin nodded sadly. “My own
parents left me. You saw how Lydia was looking at me. She clearly
hates me.”

“She doesn’t…” I wanted to say
that, but I didn’t really know.

Lydia had been acting a bit weird since
I had brought Miki back to life. It was very possible she was feeling
this unease just like everyone else. I felt bad about it. There had
to be some kind of magical item or ability that would allow me to
diminish the effect for her. I’d start looking for something
tomorrow. 


“What about our stay?” I asked. 


“I’ve… convinced her to let the
foxgirl stay with you for now. She’s close with that bunnykin that
went into the dungeon with us. He’s alive because of you, and she
feels she owes you this much. As long as you take responsibility for
the foxgirl and don’t flaunt her in public too much, things should
be fine. I’m human, so I couldn’t begin to understand how
animalkin feel on this issue. However, I hope that perhaps with your
friend here, I can finally change the town’s mind on foxkin. Up
until now, foxkin are the one type of slave we’ve never freed.”

“But Figuro brought her here hoping
to sell her to you.” 


The Guild Master sighed. “That guy
always has been a bit of an optimist. He may seem like a shrewd guy
who is only concerned about money, but as far as slavers go, he
really does want the best for his slaves. He won’t sell to nobles
who would treat their slaves bad, but he’ll quickly buy from them,
even if he takes a loss. He’s that kind of guy.”

The door opened and Lydia came walking
in humming to herself. In her arms were several bundles of supplies.
When her eyes fell on the three of us, she cocked her head in
confusion.

“Master?” 


“I’m going to return to the Guild
Hall. If anything comes up, send for me immediately.” The Guild
Master explained. “Oh, and I’ll stop by the bathhouse on the way
and make sure you don’t experience further problems.”

“A bathhouse?” I didn’t even know
that was a thing! 


The last few nights, we had been taking
sponge baths. They gave us a hot bucket of water every night.
However, it looked like this world had something called a bathhouse I
hadn’t even been aware of. 


“M-master…” Lydia suddenly said.
“Can we go to the bathhouse?” 


Apparently, she had a similar mind as
me. “Yes, since Miki is still ashy from her death, it’d be a good
idea if we all cleaned up tonight.”

“Master…” Miki, whose
mischievousness had been muted since the incident, looked up at me
through her lashes. “I am too weak. Master will have to bathe me.”


The packs in Lydia’s arms fell to the
gerund. She leapt forward and put her hands on the table. 


“M-master will also have to bathe me
too!” 


Instead of offering to bathe Miki
herself, she went the opposite direction, it seemed.  
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fter getting all of our supplies ready, the three of us made our way out. I asked for directions from a human guest. Excuse me if I was uncomfortable talking to the bunny innkeeper right now after her attempt to expel us from her inn. I just hoped she didn’t cause any more trouble until I could free my mansion and move into it. After that, no one could do anything to tell me who I could and could not live with. 


	
	
	


As we walked, Lydia still shot Miki
various looks, who I was carrying. Miki ignored the looks for the
most part, but now I could see a bit of sadness in her mischievous
smile. It hurt my heart a little bit, but I didn’t want to shout at
Lydia to be more respectful. It couldn’t be any easier for her. 


I was relieved to find that the person
currently running the bathhouse was a human, and then I felt sad that
this made me relieved. That was the thing about prejudice. Once one
person started it, it was really easy to escalate. Suddenly, everyone
is prejudiced towards everyone else. It was a slippery slope once you
started thinking in those terms. 


“My biggest room only has two baths.”
The keeper announced. 


“Thank you, we’ll take it.” 


It turned out that the bath here was
nothing like the bathhouses in Japan. It was literally just a series
of private rooms with no public bathing option. This was preferable
to me as it provided privacy. Unfortunately, it also meant I might
have to bathe the girls. I had hoped that the boy side and girl side
nature of the bath would spare me from having to clean them. It might
seem cowardly, but bathing two women my age was much too stimulating
for a young guy like me. That was like level 20 and I was still at
level 2. 


“Since there are two tubs, I will
share with master.” Lydia declared. 


“I cannot move.” Miki said, her
face expressionless. “If I went into a bath alone, I would drown. I
must bathe with master.” 


“N-no!” Lydia looked like she was
about to cry. “In… in that case… you will bathe with me!”

Miki blinked, a flash of surprise on
her face. “O-okay.” 


I breathed a little easier. It seemed
like Lydia’s desire to keep Miki from me overwhelmed her desire to
stay distant from Miki. The two girls started stripping and I quickly
looked away. I swear I didn’t look at all. Maybe a little. No, I
was a perfect gentleman!

The bathtub was in the adjacent room,
with a sliding door dividing the changing area from the two tubs,
which were dug into the floor and lined with tiles sort of like
little one man hot tubs. I dived in the water before a certain
something poked out his head. This was fine. Although, now I was
thinking I needed more practice with Lydia so I could shake off my
childish tendencies and finally step into the world of being a man. 


I had two slave girls who were my
responsibility now. I had a mansion. I was an important figure within
a city and made a good income. All in all, that wasn’t bad for a
guy who wasn’t even out of high school yet. 


The girls came into the room slipped
into the bath next to me, or rather, Lydia carried Miki, holding her
under both arms like a toddler. I distinctly avoided looking in their
direction and only saw this out of the corner of my eye. The water
was hot, and one couldn’t help but let out a moan as they entered.
The two naked girls next to me were no exception, but the effect was
too much to handle. That was when I realized I forgot my soap. 


“Ah, sorry ladies, I’ll be right
back.” 


I jumped back out of the water and put
a towel around me and then entered the changing room. It was hot and
steamy in the bathing room, and the sound of two girls splashing next
to me was a bit much. Thus, I took a breather, waiting a few minutes
before I returned. Finally, I fetched my soap and headed back into
the room. Although, it was only a single room over, I didn’t hear
their talking until I slid the door open a crack. 


Their conversation caused me to freeze
and listen a little longer. 


“Admit it!” Miki sounded nearly in
tears. “Just admit you don’t like me!” 


“Fine!” Lydia responded. “You’re
right. I don’t like you one bit!”  
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here, she had finally said it. Lydia had something against Miki. I wanted to storm in and berate her immediately, but something caused my feet to stay planted and simply listen. 


	
	
	


“I knew it…” Miki spoke sadly.
“You hate me because I’m a foxki-“ 


“You’re too pretty!” Lydia
suddenly exclaimed. 


“Eh?”

“Master is my master! I love Master,
but then you came along and you got perfect short hair that is so
cute! My skin is rougher, and my hair is blotchy, and my tail isn’t
fluffy at all. Master has his hands all over you! Don’t deny it!
You’re trying to take him.” 


“I’m really weak… I was just…”


“You’re definitely faking it! You
don’t need master to feed you or bathe you at all!”

Miki lowered her eyes. “That’s…
you wouldn’t understand. Everyone turned their backs on me. My own
parents abandoned me. My last Master was an old, blind man who just
liked to use me for an alchemy experiment! I’ve never been touched,
or held, or loved by anyone else. That’s why… that’s why…”

“But Master is mine! I never even had
parents. I was raised to be a courtesan, but I didn’t have the
ability to make the cut. I was also thrown away, given to a Master
who hated women. It was Master who saved me from that fate.”

“I know…” Miki bit her lip. “When
I saw the way you treated your Master that first day he bought you, I
knew… I knew he must be a good master. That’s why I approached
him! I approached him because I saw what you had, and I was jealous!”


“See, you admit it! You wanted to
take him away!” 


“No!” Miki shook her head
tearfully. “I just wanted to… share…him…” 


“Share Master?” Lydia looked
confused for a second. “How do you… share?”

“Ah, well…” Miki suddenly
blushed, but then she lifted her head. “Wait, is you being jealous
the only reason you don’t like me?”

Lydia looked away and puffed her
cheeks. “What other reason is there, isn’t stealing Master
enough?”  


“Bu-but… I’m a foxkin?” 


“So?” Lydia looked genuinely
confused. 


“A-aren’t you afraid of me?” 


Lydia nodded and then Miki let out a
breath of relief. “Yes, I’m afraid you’ll take Master, didn’t
I just say it.” 


Miki’s nodding head froze. “Ah… I
mean… you know I have more than one tail, right?” 


Lydia looked even poutier. “You don’t
need to brag.”

“B-brag!” 


“They’re all so dazzling. Master
will definitely leave me for you.” Lydia looked almost in tears,
envy clearly shining in her eyes. 


“Dazzling, what do you mean?” 


“You have nine tails, each one is a
different color. It looks like a bouquet. It’s so pretty. You don’t
need to rub it in.” 


For the first time, Miki looked
completely stunned, and so was I. I had seen her 9 tails when she was
in ghost form, but she was transparent and the colors were very
muted. In her current body, she only had one tail. The rest of her
tails were spirit tails. Miki even looked back to see one long wet
tail before turning to Lydia with her mouth open. 


“You can see my tails?” 


“They’re hard to miss.” Lydia
responded stiffly. 


“And you don’t hate them? You
actually like them?”

Lydia looked away. “I said quit
rubbing it in.” 


Tears began to fall down Miki’s face,
a genuine smile, perhaps the first she had shown since I had
resurrected her formed on her face. 


“Ahhh!’ Lydia began to panic.
“Please don’t cry! If Master hears and comes back, he’ll
definitely be mad at me!” 


Miki lunged forward in the bath and
then wrapped her arms around Lydia. This caused her to grow confused
and even more flustered. 


“Thank you!” She said, crying into
Lydia’s chest. 


“F-for what?” Lydia didn’t seem
to be able to understand anything. 


“You’re much prettier than you
know.” Miki suddenly said, “You have bigger boobs than me, and
your body looks more mature and more womanly. Master likes these
things. I’ve seen the way he looks at you. Master definitely likes
you a lot.”

I blushed, hearing her talk about such
things. Well, she was an observant girl, I did like bigger boobs. 


“Ah… you think?” Lydia grew
flustered, blushing a bit. 


“Big sister… let’s share Master
together, okay?” Miki looked up at Lydia through her long lashes. 


“Ah…” Lydia looked uncertain, but
the sincerity on Miki’s face was too much to deny. “O-Okay.” 


It seemed like I didn’t need to do
anything after all. The girls worked everything out themselves. 


Achoo!

I was standing at the door naked in the
cold for too long. 
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 got back into the bath, and the two girls remained a bit more civil for the remainder of the bathing. Problems arose once again when we made it back to the inn. No, the bunnykin didn’t cause any troubles. She deliberately refused to look at us as we walked back up to my inn room. The problem came that we had a single bedroom and there were three of us. I wasn’t about to ask the bunny to rent more rooms, not that I could afford them after what I had left after buying Miki. 


	
	
	


Previously, it was just me and Lydia.
Although we hadn’t had sex since that one night, we were at least
comfortable enough sleeping in the same bed together. However, three
was a crowd, and even the thought of snuggling with Lydia felt a
little embarrassing with Miki in the room. 


“It is okay, I will sleep on the
floor,” Miki explained, her pale face being quite noticeable in the
poorly-lit room. “It’s no less uncomfortable than the wagons. I’m
used to this.” 


Lydia shook her head. “No! That would
be wrong…” 


Even though they had the talk, assuming
Lydia was over her jealousy would be a bit premature. Still, she was
a good girl, and wouldn’t want to suggest an ill woman who had
recently died should take the floor. 


As a result, we decided to all crowd in
the room. Lydia first tried to lie in-between the pair of us, but
Miki complained because her tail kept slapping Miki’s leg and she
couldn’t get to sleep. Lydia was nearly in tears claiming she
couldn’t help it. The final configuration put me in the middle with
both girls on either side. One girl was snuggled against my chest,
while the other was laying a little lower. I could feel their hot
breath on my skin and the scent of both girls assaulted my nostrils.
How I had ended up in this situation was anyone’s guess. 


Before drifting off, I put my hand on
Miki and cast an assortment of spells. Using the mana actually made
me a bit sleepy, so it had a dual effect of making sure Miki woke up
in the morning and making me sleep deeper. First, I used a moderate
heal, then I used cure disease, weak heal poison, and finally remove
curse. I found it odd that only poison seemed to have levels. If
there was a weak heal poison, it meant that there were probably
stronger poisons in the world. However, remove curse seemed to be a
catch-all, as was cure disease. 


I wondered if diseases included cancer?
I think a lot of people back home would cry if they realized I had
the ability to cure cancer at my fingertips. How about sexually
transmitted diseases? Well, I didn’t want to live such a lifestyle
where I’d need to find out about that. Perhaps that was
subconsciously one of the reasons I decided to forgo the busty
wolfgirl. Who knew what she’d be bringing home if I chose to play
with her. 


Even with exhausting myself healing
Miki, I still felt sleep was hard in coming. The next morning, we’d
hit up the guild and Miki could tell me all kinds of things with her
ability to read. After that, I could plan out how we’d level more
properly to unlock the best skills for all of us. Perhaps a sleep
spell would exist. I could really use it. 


Despite my complaining, it only felt
like a long time. I ended up drifting off to sleep with two women in
my arms. Once again, I found myself thinking that this world wasn’t
that bad after all. 


That’s when everything went crazy.  
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hump. Thump. Thump. 


	
	
	


I realized the bed was shaking. My eyes
snapped open. Feeling next to me, I realized there was only one girl
holding me. It was Lydia. As for Miki, I could not see her at all.
The entire bed flew up off the ground and then slammed back down.
This time it was enough that Lydia woke up. 


“Eh? Master!” She cried out,
jumping off the bed. I jumped off the other side. 


At that point, an item flew off the
nightstand and at my face. I dodged, only realizing it was a bucket
after it bounced off the wall. The bed was still dancing like the
floor was lava, and then the window slid open and slammed back closed
again. 


“M-master!” Lydia cried out,
“I-it’s ghosts!” 


“You can see them?” I asked. 


She nodded tearfully, hugging herself
and backing into a corner. 


“Miki! Where are you?” 


Miki didn’t answer. If there was some
way to track where she was by her slave seal, I was not aware of it.
I felt that was probably a future slave master skill. However, I was
only at level 1 right now. Miki could be in severe trouble, and it
was really worrying me. That’s when I remembered that we were still
in a party together. 


“Lydia!” I looked at her as she was
shaking in the corner. “I’m going to go.” 


“Please, master, don’t leave me!”


“Please watch after Miki. I’ll
return as quickly as I can. Don’t let her go anywhere.” 


“Master?” 


“Position Switch!” 


A second later my body disappeared and
appeared outside. I was standing on the street and there were several
people around me shouting angrily. 


“You foxkin! This is your-“ Their
expressions instantly froze as the person in front of them was no
longer an animalkin, but the so-called hero of their town. 


I looked around to see the entire
village was in pandemonium. Doors were opening and closing. People
were screaming. Stuff was flying. The entire town was under an attack
by ghosts that no one could see nor touch. 


“Ah… Deek, we…” The person
looking guilty was an animalkin who I had healed during that first
day. “It has to be her, right?” 


“We’ll talk about this after the
crisis is over,” I responded sternly. “Where is the Guild
Master?” 


He pointed and I didn’t have to walk
far to see the man. He had gathered a group of Adventurer’s,
specifically mages, and they were casting attacks on anything that
would move. 


“Deek! I’m glad your up. We might
have some wounded soon.” 


  “Is this serious?” I asked.
“Like… Old Chalm?”

The Guild Master blinked and then shook
his head. “I don’t think it’s that bad. This is just a couple
of poltergeists. When you entered and left Old Chalm, they must have
followed you. I’d say there are only a dozen total and mostly low
level. Ghosts are never an easy monster to fight, but we’ll defeat
them or they’ll flee. Just head back to the inn, and we’ll get
this settled. 


“Okay…” 


Although I did feel a little guilty. I
was being chased by puppets and jumped straight back to here using a
portal. I wasn’t certain, but I suspected these guys slipped
through the portal with me. That meant all of the damage tonight was
my fault. Had I just used return at the time, none of this would have
happened. However, at that time, I didn’t know what I knew now. 


I returned back to the inn, even though
the night was still filled with screaming terrors. If this was the
act of just a couple poltergeists, I’d hate to see what level was
needed to force the people to flee the city of Chalm. Although
truthfully, it was probably higher level and more deadly ghostly
spirits. 


“Miki, wait!” Lydia was outside and
Miki was walking on her own. 


She ran in my direction as soon as she
saw me, her expression anxious. “M-master! I can help! I have a
special talent. I meant to tell Master about it when the time was
right. It’s called spirit fire. Only a 3-tail or higher fox can
make it. My previous master used it for alchemy… but it also can
fight ghosts.” 


As she spoke, she ran towards me, and a
blue flame started to form between the palms of her hands. 


“Ah… don’t worry about it. They
have it handled.” I said, eyeing the fire. 


Miki shook her head, nearly in tears.
“No, Master. The ghosts are definitely here because of me. This is
my fault! The rabbitkin was right. All my tails do is cause trouble.
The least I can do is help fix it.”

“Wait, watch out!” 


A flying horseshoe hit her in the
ankles as she tried to approach me. She let out a cry and fell to the
ground. Her arms went up, and the blue flame went with them. Her blue
flame ended up heading straight for my face!  
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blue fireball slammed into my face. Remarkably, it was quite cool to the touch. Actually, it felt somewhat good. Text suddenly popped up in front of my vision. 


	
	
	


{An ally has used a skill on you.
Would you like to create a combined skill?} 


“Uh… yes?” I spoke out loud. 


Nothing happened. Well, this world
never told me what worked anyway. I never even would have known about
combining if it hadn’t just mentioned it. In that case, my mind
shot through my skills. I had equipped white mage as soon as the
ghosts attacked so I had the bonus there. I also kept hero so I had a
connection with my party. Then, one seemed to pop into my mind, and
it seemed absolutely right. 


“Holy Circle!” I cried out,
throwing my hand down at the ground drastically. 


The blue flame followed, and a second
later…

{You have created the team skill
Holy Circle of Fire.} 


An explosion of light burst out from
the ground in a massive sphere. It shot out with a blue flame
trailing the wave of light. There were screams as suddenly visible
ghosts were struck with the shockwaves and flung away. The flame
seemed to pass harmlessly through the people and objects, but the
ghosts were instantly expelled. 


“Master is amazing…” Lydia spoke
in wonder while Miki looked around with her mouth open. 


In an instant, half of the city had
been cleansed of poltergeists. More than that, the remaining ghosts
stopped causing trouble, likely fleeing for their lives. 


{Hero has increased to level 8.} 


{Protect has been unlocked.} 


I apparently leveled, and checking
quickly so did Miki, but just in alchemy. I should have turned her
job to spiritualist sooner, but I wasn’t sure that was a good idea.
Right now, her strongest job was alchemy. I’m not sure what status
benefits it gave her, but if switching to a level 2 job even weakened
her a little bit, it could be bad. 


At the very least, I wanted to get
another status up on her and give her a little bit more time to
recover from her death before we started worrying about leveling her
ability. There was only a month of time left, but it had only been a
few days. I wasn’t hard pressed for time at the moment. 


With things settling down, people
started coming back out and picking up after the mess that was made.
I grabbed the two girls and turned to head back to the inn. However,
I was stopped by a large crowd of people. Most of them were
animalkin.

“This is her fault!” One of them
shouted. 


“The second a foxkin came into the
city, and now we’re attacked!” 


The truth was that I had brought the
ghosts into the city. Perhaps her presence had riled them up from
their docile state, but she certainly didn’t have all of the blame.


Miki didn’t know this, and she had
her head lowered, a sad expression on her face. 


“If it wasn’t for her spirit fire,
we wouldn’t have been able to get rid of the spirits so easily,”
I said. 


“We wouldn’t have needed it if she
didn’t bring the spirits on us in the first place! This city has
been spirit free for 15 years! The first time a foxkin is allowed to
sleep here, and now we’re under siege!”

Several people shouted in agreement.
More and more people were joining, and I was meeting a lot of angry
glares. Miki was sinking into herself too. 


“I’m sorry… I’m so sorry…”
I heard her squeak quietly. 


“What would it take for you people to
change your mind about Miki?” I asked. “I have a feeling that
even if she saved this city single-handedly, you’d still throw her
under the bus.” 


“Deek…” The Guild Master came up
with the Mayor in tow. “We can work something out.” 


“I think I’ve heard enough from
this city,” I said, my mood completely soured. “Let’s go,
ladies.” 


I grabbed the two girls and turn
around, walking away. 


“Where are you going?” The Guild
Master asked. 


“Old Chalm,” I responded. “I
think I like the company better there.” 


A lot of people had bitter expressions
on their faces from those words. 


“Deek…” 


“I assume Chalm will at least honor
the mansion as my property?” I asked. 


The Guild Master nodded. “We will
honor all of our debts, I swear it.”

“In that case… listen up!” I
shouted out. “I’ll clear out the city of Old Chalm and reclaiming
it as my own. It’ll be my city, with my rules. I don’t do charity
cases. I reckon it’ll take me a week to clear out the outside of
the village. At that point, you can come and help reclaim Old Chalm,
or not. Those that don’t help… have no right to set foot in my
city. You will be banished for life. 


“You can’t do that!” Someone from
the crowd shouted. 


“Don’t be unreasonable!” 


“Unreasonable?” I sneered,
“Unreasonable was asking a man and his one slave to reclaim a city
on their own, and then expecting to reap all the rewards. Your city
has been the unreasonable one!” 


I pulled out the gold hero coin, and
then I tossed it at the mayor’s feet. “Find another hero for your
town.”

“Deek… wait!” The Guild Master
looked somewhat flustered. 


I opened a portal just outside Old
Chalm. I knew I had been saving it for a reason. The three of us
stepped through, and I shut the portal, and the city of Chalm, behind
me. Now there was only one path to move. Forward. 
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hat now, Master?” Lydia asked


	
	
	


“I don’t know…” I said,
sniffling. 


“Master is crying!” 


“I was in the moment and trying to be
a tough guy, but it was really scary!” 


Lydia wrapped her arms around me and I
sniffled in her chest for a while. I wasn’t crying. Those were man
tears. I just got really angry seeing people attacking Miki and I
acted impulsively. However, I had no plan ready, and worse, I had
dragged these girls down this path with me. 


I just needed a few moments to clear my
mind, and after Lydia patted me a few times my brain snapped back
into action. 


“It’s okay…” I responded,
wiping my nose with the back of my hand. “I’m good now. Rather,
my plan is pretty simple. Rather than plunge into the middle of town
like before, we’re going to slowly clear things out. This city was
abandoned in a single night and then sealed. That means that all of
the town’s goodies are inside, and should be sufficient to supply
use. We take a home, clean it out, and then make it a base, and then
we tackle one property at a time, wiping out block after block.”

“What about at night?” Lydia
responded nervously as she watched the sun just starting to rise. 


“My holy circle seems to be able to
keep ghosts at bay. If I cast it around a house, we shouldn’t be
bothered. I suppose we can take turns keeping watch to make sure. All
of us have different advantages when it comes to ghosts. You can see
them, I can resist them, and Miki can hurt-“ 


“Why are you doing this?” Miki’s
weak voice came out. 


We both looked down to see her
collapsed on the floor, her legs having given out. She was looking up
at the pair of us with tears in her eyes. 


“What do you mean?” I asked. 


“Why did you help me? Why did you
abandon a city for me? Why are you talking so calmly like you just
didn’t give up everything? I’m just your slave! I’m useless
property! Even my own family gave me up when the town pressured them
a little! You could just give me back to the slave trader and you’ll
have no problems!” 


I looked over at Lydia. Lydia was
watching Miki, her tail swishing back and forth, with a slightly sad
expression on her face. I kneeled down so I was right in front of
Miki. I put my hand out, and she flinched for a second, but then I
put it on her head and patted her gently. Her eyes slowly closed and
her ears straightened back out.

“Because… I believe you’re worth
it.” 


“I destroy everything I touch…”
She said back. 


“Do you see that town down there.”
I pointed out, moving aside so Miki could look. “That town has
already been destroyed. There is only one direction to go, and I
think you’re the only girl who can make that dream a reality. Let’s
build something new… together.” 


I stood up and reached out my hand.
Miki stared at it, her mouth slightly open, her eyes wide as if she
wasn’t sure if she should take it.

“Isn’t that why you showed interest
in Master in the first place?” Lydia suddenly spoke. “You saw he
was a kind man and thought he wouldn’t stand to see a young girl
die?” 


“He didn’t know what a 9-tailed fox
was. It didn’t matter what he thought of me after I was brought
back. I just wanted to live… a little longer…” Miki said
weakly. “That’s different. You might throw a beggar a few coins.
You don’t take them home and call them family.” 


“Well… that’s just the kind of
Master that Master is.” Lydia smiled, holding her hand out too.
“Will you help your family?” 


“Family?” Miki looked at both of
our hands in wonder. 


Then her hands slowly came out and
grabbed each of our arms. It was time to get to work.  
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eading down to the village, we kept a vigilant lookout and moved slowly. I was now wearing the leather armor that Lydia had picked up from the village just before we left. It was pure luck that she had grabbed my backpack last night when she chased after Miki. She had thought I might need my supplies during last night’s battle, and thus nothing of importance was left behind in the inn. Well, the bag was still stocked from our previous short-lived excursion. It was one of the reasons I thought I could be so bullheaded when I portaled away.


	
	
	


“The last time we were here, all I
saw were a bunch of dolls. Is that what you saw?” 


Lydia shook her head. “I saw many
floating people. They had really scary faces and they were bloody and
they went ‘woooo’.” 


“That does sound exactly like a
ghost,” I responded flatly. 


In fact, it sounded too much like a
ghost. What was with the voices?

“The wooo might have been the blood
rushing to my head.” Lydia blushed, looking away. 


“I’ve seen a map of this city
before. If I recall correctly, there is a alchemist on the outside of
town. That’s where I want to set up shop.”

“Why a alchemist?” Lydia asked. 


“A couple of reasons. First, a
alchemist probably has some reading materials, and I’d like to
start learning to read.” I explained, thinking of the Adventurer’s
guild near the center of town and shivering. “Second, I want to
take advantage of all of our skills. Miki here is a level 9
alchemist, and I believe she might be able to make some useful stuff
for us. Ideally, I’d like to find some kind of anti-ghost potion.”

“Actually, Master… I’m sorry, but
I’m only a level 8 alchemist. The slave trader must have
embellished a bit to get you to buy me.” 


“Last night, you reached level 9 when
we used that spirit fire.”

“Huh? How do you know that?” Miki
seemed taken aback. 


“That’s right!” Lydia spoke
excitedly. “Master has the ability to look and change jobs, just
like a priest. Except he’s really fast, and he can even change his
own job!” 


“Re-really?” Miki’s eyes widened.


“Master is really amazing!” 


“Ah… it’s nothing. Once we get
going, I’m probably going to change your job to Spiritualist. I
think-“

“Wait!” Miki stopped dead in her
tracks. “I have the spiritualist job?” 


“Ah… that’s right?” 


“Really?” 


“Yeah?” 


“Can you equip it immediately?” 


“Really? I was worried that if you go
from level 9 to level 1, it might hurt your constitution. It’s
still only been a day since you were resurrected.”

“T-that’s true…” Miki
responded, her expression growing pouty, “But spiritualists can
absorb spiritual energy around them and use it to strengthen their
energy. I was told the only way I could ever survive having 9 tails
was to become a spiritualist, but as hard as I tried, my dream never
came true!”

“So, you didn’t have it before when
you were in the slave caravan?”

Miki shook her head, her forehead
creased. “No, not at all!”

“Perhaps when you died and became a
spirit, it unlocked for you.” I pondered, and then shrugged.“Very
well, I suppose it can’t hurt to try it for a short time. If you
feel weak at all, I’ll immediately return it back.”

{Miki’s job has been changed to
Spiritualist.}

Miki’s back seemed to straighten, and
her complexion seemed to recover by several shades. Suddenly a
glowing came from behind her, and when I looked, I gasped. Ever so
faintly were eight additional tails, all glowing different colors,
just like I saw when she was in her spirit form. 


“Oh… they’re growing brighter!”
Lydia said excitedly. 


She could always see them, but under
the spiritualist job, they transcended her sensitivity and reached my
own. I could also see the spiritual tails now. Although they were
faint, Lydia had been right, they were beautiful. 


“I feel it, Master. If I can use
Spiritualist every day, I won’t remain sick and weak forever. There
may be a day where I can be healthy again!”  
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aster, speaking of which. What level am I at now?” Lydia asked.


	
	
	


That was a good question. We hadn’t
done much leveling since we defeated the last dungeon. I needed to
start thinking about what was important for all of us. 


{Name: Lydia

Class: Speed Combat

 Job: Swordsman (LVL 15)
(Slave)

Unlocked Jobs: Cook (LVL1), Commoner
(LVL 8), Thief(LVL1), Scout(LVL1)

Race: Tigerkin}

So far, Lydia’s strength still
centered around her high-level swordsman ability. Since she couldn’t
equip two jobs like I could, then swordsman truly was the best
ability to leave her at for now. I decided to check myself as well. 


{Name: Deek

Class: Support

Job: Hero (LVL 8), Slave Master (LVL
1)

Possible Jobs: Merchant (LVL 2),
Alchemist (LVL 1), Cook (LVL 4)}, Dungeon Diver (LVL 1), True Dungeon
Diver (LVL 1), White Mage (LVL 13)

Race: Human}

When I didn’t have white mage
equipped, I truly looked miserable. I was hoping to work on Hero and
Slave Master. I felt at the moment, those two had the greatest
benefits when it came to helping the party. 


“Your swordsman is up to level 15,”
I explained to Lydia. 


Miki almost tripped again. “Really?
You can fight as a level 15 swordsman?” 


Lydia nodded, her tail swishing
excitedly and her ears almost wagging. Was a level 15 swordsman
really that impressive? I mean, don’t get me wrong, Lydia was
amazing, but that also had a lot to do with her unique race. Just as
Miki had her high spiritual energy and her spirit fire, Lydia had her
strength and speed. However, most of the adventurers were that level,
and they spent their whole lives fighting to reach that level, so
perhaps my view of leveling is a little skewed. Even now, the girls
are benefiting from a 2X boost from my leveling. 


I’d be jealous, but I got 2X leveling
up from my dungeon points. I can equip two jobs at once, and my
experience goes to both jobs, so it’s more like I have a 4X
leveling up. 


We finally made it to the Alchemist’s
shop without incident. The wooden sign with a flowery herb on it was
swinging in the wind. Wait… I checked with my finger, there was
wind this time. Compared to before, we were on the very outside of
the town. The barrier to the town was only two houses away. It’d be
difficult to surround us. The ghosts definitely wanted to lure us
deeper into town by staying quiet, but I wouldn’t fall for it a
second time. 


The door creaked open and we stepped
into a room rich with many smells. There was a layer of dust
everywhere, and a few things have been knocked down over the years,
but it looked relatively untouched. 


“Holy circle!” I declared, and a
circle rose out and covered just the size of the house. 


I learned I could control the size by
how much mana I put into the circle. I put enough into this circle
that we’d be safe. It’d also last for a few hours, and by then
I’d have all the mana restored and then some. In other words, in a
fight of attrition with these ghosts, I could keep going all day. 


Lydia… went to the window and rested
her head, looking very much like the species she’s mixed with,
especially with her tail swishing back and forth. I knew she was just
keeping watch, but she very much looked like a cat looking at a bird
outside.

“Ah! Master, I found the books.”
Miki said, walking over with almost a bounce in her step. 


Since I set her spiritualist job, she
moved way easier now. 


“What do they have?” 


“All alchemy books. Bas-ics,
In-ter-med-iate, Mas-ter… in-gred-ient guides, that’s all.” 


I nodded. “Can’t be helped. Too
much to expect some kind of jobs or skill guide books. Look through
the books. Pull out recipes you think you can do. I want anything
that looks useful. Healing. Mana. Spirit. And definitely, anything
that could hurt a ghost.”

“M-m-master…” Lydia turned back,
her face looking shaken. 


“What is it?” I asked. 


“A… puppet is outside.”  




[image: 32]


[image: m]

iki, can you find anything?” I asked.


	
	
	


“I’m looking, Master…” Miki
frowned, looking through the booklet.

We were waiting in the shop, but I was
feeling a little antsy once Lydia announced that the enemy was on our
doorsteps. I wasn’t 100% sure what I wanted, but I suspected it was
here. I used to like to watch Ghost shows, and the secret for getting
rid of ghosts usually involved some kind of Sage burning. That was
the big reason the alchemy shop was my first choice. I suspected this
world had some kind of anti ghost herb. If we could exorcise each
property, that would be the ideal way to conquer back this city. 


Although this world was like a game,
most games used real-world concepts. There had to be something we
could burn, hang up, eat, or spread across the doorsills to be able
to create an effective weapon against ghosts. If I was wrong, then
the future retaking of the city would be more difficult. Mind you,
this as all information I had wanted to look up in Chalm, but it was
my own impulsiveness that had put me in this situation instead. 


Well, there was no use crying over the
decisions I had made. Now, I just had to depend on Miki’s research.


“M-master…” Lydia’s voice came
out weakly. “The puppet’s head is turning 360 degrees.” 


“Just bear with it…” I said, my
mouth twitching. “The ghost is just trying to scare you.”

“Master, I found it!” Miki said
excitedly. 


“Yes… this is the recipe. Health…
Po-tion.” She nodded. 


“Ah… mark it and keep looking.”
My hopes had risen, but it turned out to be something we didn’t
really need right now. 


“M-master…” Lydia’s voice now
sounded like she was about to cry. “The puppet’s head is now
turning 360 degrees the other way.” 


“Perhaps he got his strings tangled.”
I offered, my hands clenching the edge of the table. “Just bear
with it a bit longer.” 


Some more time passed, and I realized
that Miki seemed to be going very slowly. Although the book had
hundreds of pages, she’d stare at each page for at least 20 seconds
before turning to the next page. I was really starting to wonder what
was going on. At first, I thought she was being thorough, but Lydia’s
anxiousness was making me anxious. 


“M-Master…” Lydia’s voice was
now shaking. “The puppet is turning its head 360 degrees… the
other way.” 


“You already said that…”

“No… I mean… vertically.” 


“What! That’s not even possible!”


“Master…” 


“I mean… that’s completely
breaking the laws of physics!” 


“Master!”

“Ah… sorry…” I got worked up
for a moment. “Miki… maybe it’d be faster if you just read the
titles to me and I’ll let you know what to take.” 


I worried that Miki was probably
convinced she passed up some alchemy potion that I wanted, and so she
was being extra careful with each entry. I knew what I was looking
for better than she did. 


“O-okay. Master.” Miki nodded, her
eyes narrowing on the text more diligently. “Next entry…
S-s-tre-ength… Strength Fa-Fashhion-Fashioning… po-tion. Strength
Fashioning Potion!” 


“Geh!” I let out a noise. “M-miki?”


“Yes, Master?” Miki looked up at me
innocently. 


“I thought you said you could read?”


“Eh?” Miki looked confused. “I
can read… I’m reading. Aren’t I?”

“Ah… yes… that’s true…” I
noticed Miki’s eyes were turning watery. “Continue… you’re
doing great.” 


It turned out Miki’s reading was at
the level of an elementary school student. I probably shouldn’t
have been surprised. This was another world where reading probably
wasn’t that important. In the end, her reading was probably as good
as it would need to be for a Master. Signing contracts, reading
message boards, interpreting signs… Miki’s skill was completely
sufficient to say that she understood the English language. 


“M-master…” Lydia’s voice broke
into my thoughts. “More puppets are arriving.” 


Ah… it looked like I wasn’t going
to find a magic bullet for this issue.  
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here was a group of about twenty puppets now sitting outside of the inn. They were just standing there, staring at the alchemy store. They weren’t up against the barrier, nor did they seem to be trying to force their way into the barrier. Rather, they were just standing there. I thought about sanctifying the ground under their feet, but once I did that, I had a feeling things were going to get messy.


	
	
	


“Lydia, do you see any other entities
outside of the possessed dolls?” I asked, remembering that she
mentioned other spirits from before. 


Lydia shook her head. “I can see…
some kind of aura resonating from the dolls themselves. I think the
spirits are using them to hide. Even if we cut one down, it won’t
kill the spirit. It can just attach itself to something else.”

“If I cast Divine Aura on your sword,
I have a suspicion that it will damage the ghost and the doll at
once,” I explained. “It’s possible we can do something with her
spirit fire too. It’d be nice if we could imbue your blade with the
spirit fire. Actually, that gives me an idea. You learned a few sword
skills from the guys at the Adventurer’s Guild, right?” 


Lydia nodded. “Yes, I learned a few
sword techniques appropriate for my level.” 


“Does any imbue your sword with a
kind of aura. Something that lasts for a minute or two?”

Lydia cocked her head, scrunching her
nose as she thought for a moment, but then nodded excitedly. “Ah…
that’s right, I have something called sharpened blade which makes
my sword sharper for about ten minutes. The cooldown is pretty quick
too, but I haven’t tried including it in my attacks yet.”

“Miki!” I called out. 


Miki looked up from the books. “Yes,
Master?” 


“Can you create that spirit fire as
you did before? Once you do it, I’d like you to toss it to Lydia.”


“Eh?” Lydia gave a nervous look. 


“Don’t worry, we’re in a party
together, it won’t hurt you,” I explained. “When she tosses the
fire at you, I want you to try to activate sharpening blade, but
imagine incorporating the fire into your blade.”

These guys didn’t see their skills
like I did, so I was trying to create a fusion skill simply by
describing what I felt when I created mine. It was easier said than
done, and I wasn’t convinced this would work, but it was worth a
shot. 


The girls obediently followed my
orders, although both looked nervous. Miki was afraid of hurting
Lydia, and I think Lydia was more afraid of failing and letting me
down. I wanted to tell her it was okay if it didn’t work, but I
didn’t want her to be too quick to give up on it either. Miki put
her hands together and her tails started to undulate as the glowing
light ebbed and brightened. Each rotation of light, the fireball was
a little bigger. She created one a bit smaller than the one she had
accidentally tossed at me. 


“I’m ready…” she said. 


“Throw it!” Lydia had her sword out
and looked like she wanted to chop the fireball down. 


Miki threw the fireball and it struck
Lydia’s sword. Lydia let out a noise and then squinted real hard. A
light glowed over the sword, white in color. Meanwhile, the blue
spirit fire started to disperse. It looked like it was going to
disappear completely when suddenly a little light caught on and the
fire spread until the sword was no longer sheathed in white light,
but blue fire instead. 


“Ah… amazing! Master is amazing!”
Lydia said excitedly, waving the sword, the silent flame dancing in
her movements. 


“It really works… Master…” Miki
was looking at me like I had done some miracle for her. 


“Actually, my magic circle should
last another hour,” I explained. “Let’s practice your spirit
fire. It’ll definitely be useful in the fight to come.”

Miki continued to make spirit fire, and
while at first, it took about thirty seconds, she had decreased that
time to only a few seconds. It was major progress considering the
short time. I had her chuck a few more fireballs at me. However, I
was not presented with the text to create a fusion again. I also
tried with Lydia’s other sword skills, and that also ended in
failure. 


I suspected the answer was pretty
simple. You only got one fusion per ability per person. I had fused
her spirit fire with one of my skills. Neither skill could be used in
another fusion with Miki. Perhaps if I knew another spirit fox, we
could fuse a different skill, but that was the limitation of this new
technique. I was stuck with my spirit circle, and Lydia was stuck
with her spirit sword. 


“Are you sure you’re going to be
okay with this?” I asked Lydia. “They will attack your mind.” 


Although Lydia looked uncertain, she
gave me a smile. “I won’t freeze again! I can fight these
monsters! With Miki next to me working hard, I couldn’t face master
if I ran away.” 


“Alright…” 


We turned to look out the window. There
were about fifty puppets standing across the street, just waiting for
the magic circle’s power to wane. 


“It’s time. We’ll get the first
strike!” 
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lright, stay close, be safe,” I said.


	
	
	


We were all standing in front of the
alchemist store, just inside the magic barrier. The dolls were
standing about 15 feet away. They were not moving in the slightest,
although their eyes were all facing us. 


“Miki!” 


“Yes!” 


Miki created spirit fire and put it on
Lydia, her sword glowing with fire. 


“I’ll sanctify the land first, then
we do the spirit circle to wipe out the ghosts. Lydia… clean up
what is left.”

“Sanctify Land!” I declared. 


A glow spread across the land, covering
the majority of the street in front of the store. Immediately, the
dolls reacted, screaming monstrously. 


“Ah….” Lydia covered her ears. 


I had white mage equipped, so the
screams didn’t bother me too much, but Lydia was immediately
terrified. I cast refresh on her, and her expression immediately
recovered. She tightened her grip on her sword. 


“Miki, now!” 


“Yes!” 


She sent a fireball to me, and I sent
it to the ground. The dolls were running away, their feet sizzling as
they tried to get out of the ground. I wasn’t going to let them. I
slammed the blue fire on the ground, and it spread out. The dolls
that were struck all collapsed to the ground like their cords had
suddenly been hit. 


“Lydia… go!” 


“Y-yes!” She jumped forward,
slicing in midair. 


With the dolls wiped out, the enemies
weren’t something either me nor Miki could see. That’s why Lydia
was still important. We had a lot of damage output, but the ghosts
could just flee and we’d be useless. I only knew Lydia was
successful because everywhere she slashed, there was a scream and a
shimmer of air. She was sweating, and it was clear that she was
reaching her limit. 


At that moment, a spirit fire shot
behind her and a ghost behind her cried out and then disappeared. I
shot a surprised look over at Miki, who was starting to make another
fireball. Her tails were undulating wildly. 


“I can see them now!” She said
excitedly, throwing another fireball. 


I quickly checked her level to find she
had already reached level 5. She must have unlocked some kind of
skill like spiritual sight. Our initial attack had easily killed
twenty ghosts. Due to Mina’s Blessing, they also had a 2X
experience. The result was clearly apparent. Well, my hero went to
level 9 too. 


{Hero has increased to level 9.} 


No skill was earned. That meant
whatever skill it gave me was one I already had. It was anyone’s
guess which skill that was. Whatever… levels still increased power,
so I’d take what I could get. I sent refresh out to Lydia and also
healed her. It was all I could do. It didn’t take long. The last of
the ghosts had either fled or died. Miki had already made it another
level, within a single battle, she was a level 6 spiritualist. That
was 5 levels in a single fight, truly remarkable. 


Well, each level got harder, so it’d
only be more difficult from here, but at least it was a good start.
The battle ended without very much fanfare. The three of us went back
into the alchemist shop and I cast a new magic circle. Lydia lay down
on a dusty couch while I checked the rest of the house. There was no
bathtub. I found a water pail, so I filled it with cool water, and
then dampened a cloth and put it on Lydia’s forehead. The ghosts
really did drain her, but she was giving me a brave smile. 


Her tail was lashing excitedly as I
took care of her. Miki kept glancing over at us from her book. Her
cheeks were a bit blushed and she seemed to have a strangely envious
look on her face. I didn’t understand it, I was just taking care of
Lydia a little. 


“M-master… can you…n-nevermind.”
She turned away and focused back on the book. 


I cocked my head, wondering what she
wanted. However, she didn’t say anything else, so I continued to
take care of Lydia’s weakness. Suddenly, Miki collapse on her book.

“Miki?” I let out a cry. 


“Body… still weak… Master… must
care for me…” She looked up at me with one eye. 


Ah… I had taken her spiritualist
leveling for granted. Miki had only resurrected a day ago and was
still weak. Casting all the spirit fire couldn’t have been easy on
her. I lay her down in a loveseat and took care of her as well. Both
girls needed care for various differing reasons. As long as they kept
fighting for me, I was determined to be their support. As I cared for
them, they both seemed strangely very happy about it though, and
their tails wagged excitedly. Well… as long as they’re happy.
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’m just cleaning… cleaning… cleaning… I’m just cleaning all day long! ♫ ♪.” Lydia looked quite adorable as she pushed a rag across the wooden floors of the old alchemy shop. 


	
	
	


With the dolls being sent a message
that we weren’t to be intimidated, we began phase two of our plan.
This phase was simple: make this place a home. There were two
bedrooms upstairs, one for the girls and one for me. We had enough
food provisions for a few weeks and since I could conjure water, that
wasn’t an issue. The only inconvenient thing was that I needed to
conjure a magic circle every few hours. 


I put Lydia on cleaning duty with me,
removing years of dust, picking up, and otherwise making the place
livable. At the moment, I was washing all the dusty linens. A few
were unusable from being eaten by moths and time, but we found some
that were still in decent shape, so hopefully, we’d have clean
bedding soon. 


“I really need some kind of heating
spell. Fireball would probably be a bit of an overkill though.” 


I didn’t understand people who wanted
wicked magic spells or incredible fighting abilities. The amount of
time you were fighting monsters was minuscule compared to the amount
of time you must devote to other things. Cooking, cleaning, relaxing…
support magic was way more convenient! I never needed to find a
light, since I could just summon light balls. I never was without
clean water. I was looking forward to more of such convenient skills.


Once I finished washing the linens and
hanging them up to dry on a line in the window, I decided to start
dinner. The stove fortunately still had all the fuel I needed and I
managed to get it going. I wondered if there were magical stoves that
worked without the need for old-school conventions. If it didn’t
exist, I was wondering what it would take to invent it. That wouldn’t
be a blacksmith, right? Is there such a job in this world as an
appliance maker?  Ah, well, I’d worry about that later. 


I knew Lydia liked meat mostly, but I
didn’t know about Miki’s tastes. So far, she ate very little.
Whenever I asked, she’d say she was not hungry. She’d still eat
anything I fed her by hand, so I guessed it wasn’t important what I
made her, but how she ate. I’d definitely make something easy for
someone to digest, even if they are feeling weak. I could ask Lydia
to cook, but right now it turned out I was the better cook level
wise. I’d like to continue to level this skill when things calmed
down a bit. I liked being good at things like cooking. We’d need to
eat every day of our lives, so I felt it was a talent that mattered. 


In the end, I made some flatbread and
rolled it up. I shoved mostly meat in it to tempt Lydia to bite in,
but I manage to hide a surprising amount of vegetables. Lydia was a
growing girl and she definitely needed her vegetables. I remember my
mom hiding them in my meals in a similar way. That’s where I got
the idea. I didn’t have a name for my new concoction. I decided to
call it a pita-wrapped chicken surprise. 


{Cook had increased to level 5.} 


{Temperature Gauge has been unlocked.} 


Ah… how splendid. The system
acknowledged my cooking as well. That made me strangely happy. I
attempted to test out the Temperature Gauge. It was exactly as
described. I could now gauge the temperature of anything. I could
instantly tell if a thing was hot or not. Actually, isn’t this heat
vision? It’s definitely heat vision like I’m the predator!
Although this skill was supposed to be applied to cooking, I had the
distinct feeling it’d be very beneficial in other situations too. 


I finally brought out my pita-wrapped
chicken surprises and gave them to the two girls. 


“Mm! It’s good!” Lydia spoke
excitedly as she picked the chicken out of the bread roll. 


“Ah… just bite the whole thing,”
I said helplessly. 


“Master…” Miki tugged on my
shirt. “Please feed it to me. Ahhh!” 


She opened her mouth and gestured to
it. 


It seemed that I had thought too highly
of myself. There were many levels in cook to go.  
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’ve been thinking…” I announced as I thumbed through one of the alchemy books. “There is a skill that allows someone to cook better, and there is a skill that allows someone to use the sword. Should there not be a skill that allows someone to read?” 


	
	
	


We had finished eating and cleaning,
and I had set a fire. Despite the fact it was dark and spooky out, it
was actually very comfortable in this little home. I was poking the
fire and adding a log periodically. We’d need more wood for
tomorrow night if we wanted to keep this up. As for outside, it was
certainly active. Occasionally you’d hear the screech of an animal
or the slamming of a door. Lydia stayed near me. I didn’t think
we’d be using the rooms tonight. We were still in a ghost town,
after all. 


As for my heat vision, I found that it
totally could identify ghosts in the dark. They were colder than the
surrounding air. They didn’t seem to gather outside our barrier. A
few had attacked the barrier, but it held out perfectly fine, and as
long as I kept recasting it, we should be fine. That also meant I
needed to be woken up every few hours to cast it, but I had a feeling
that wouldn’t be an issue. 


“It might be a skill of scribes.” 


“Scribes, is it?” I asked, sitting
up, a bit of excitement shooting through me. 


“Wait… does this building have any
ink and paper?” 


“it does not.” I let out some air…
but still felt excited. 


It seemed so simple now. I had been
thinking I’d be taught the long way, but I could skip a lot of
difficulties if I just unlocked the language as a skill. True… I
could only read with scribe equipped, but for a support class like
me, that was really simple. As for the job, scribe, I already knew
how to obtain it. Well, that wasn’t true, I hadn’t read anything
on it. Rather, I had a really good idea of what might work. 


What is the job of a scribe, after all?
A scribe transcribes a work. In other words, they take a book and
they copy it. Therefore, I reasoned that the means of obtaining the
ability of a scribe was to transcribe an entire book. That was no
easy feat. I would want to pick a book that was pretty small, and I
would also need to practice my writing first. Both of these things
would cost supplies. We lived in a world where books could only be
transcribed by scribes. That’s why books were so rare. Most people
only owned a few books, usually essential to their respective jobs.
The guild had copies, but you couldn’t buy them from a store. Well,
you can, if the store was big enough, but they would cost several
gold coins, almost as much as a good slave. 


I sat back and considered. There used
to be a general goods place nearby. It’d be the best place to find
wood, oil, ink, and parchment. Although it was more into the town, I
think securing that place would be our best bet. As I had these
thoughts, Miki looked up excitedly from her book. 


“Master… I found it! I found what
you were looking for?” 


“What is that?” I asked, looking
away from the fire and seeing splotchy lights in the relative
darkness as a result. 


“A Sage Rosary Spell. Repels and
weakens spirits within any closed space!” 


I smiled. It looked like the Old Chalm
Reclamation Project was in full swing.  
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o we have the ingredients? Is it within your skill range!” I asked excitedly, standing up.


	
	
	


If we could purify the house, then
maybe I wouldn’t need to have a magic circle… no… I’d still
use it just in case. However, while we were out of the house it’d
be nice knowing ghosts weren’t going to enter behind us and wreck
our stuff. This was very good news. I was still sweating about how to
make anything we did feel permanent. The ghosts were vast, and there
is only three of us. We could be waging war on them for years before
we made a significant dent in their population. I had feared it might
seriously require us to complete this dungeon. 


Miki nodded. “It’s within my
ability to make it. The ingredients are simple too. Salt, sage, and
bone powder. They possess all of it here, but the amount of bone
powder is very low.” 


I blinked and then clicked my fingers.
“Ah, what luck!” 


Going into my backpack, I pulled out a
sack of powder the size of a small flour bag. Back in Mina’s
dungeon, we had collected tons of bone powder from the skeletons. I
had held on to it as an alchemic ingredient, hoping it might be
useful one day. I ended up not selling it at the store because of
their lack of coin, and now it seemed to have a purpose in repelling
ghosts. Perhaps that was why there were no ghosts in a necromancer’s
lair, perhaps the undead and spiritually dead repelled each other in
a strange sort of way. 


“Master has everything!” Miki
brightened when she saw the bag full of powder. “We have a ton of
ingredients, then. We can probably get more salt from the general
store. As for sage, there is a garden in the backyard and it’s
overgrown with sage. I noticed it because it’s not dead. The ghosts
probably keep their distance from sage.” 


Like that, she pulled out the recipe. I
asked her to read the entire thing to me twice, making sure I
memorized it. I set my alchemy skill and then sat down right next to
Miki, working alongside her to make the ingredients. When I started
helping, her mouth opened in surprise. 


“Master can do alchemy too?” She
spoke in disbelief. 


Well, my alchemy level was low, so it
wasn’t like I could do anything. I had never actually equipped
alchemy before, so as soon as it was equipped it I unlocked the skill
‘basic grinding’. Well, it meant I could help her grind down
ingredients, even if I didn’t understand most of the other stuff. 


“I’m not high in level,” I
admitted. “Grinding is all I can do.” 


“I started out with grinding as
well.” Miki nodded, her eyes showing the excitement of doing
something that she knew well. “Master liked me to use spiritual
fire when making ingredients. He said that the spiritual essence
would enter them and make them more potent.” 


As she worked, blue flame sparked under
the bottle she was working under. In the end, the actions she took
weren’t much. She merely had me grind the sage, and then burn it,
and mix the burnt sage with the salt and bone powder. With that, she
pulled the resulting mixture out and placed it in a small leather
pouch. 


“Is that it?” I asked, suspecting
some kind of magical fireworks to signify the end. 


Miki nodded. “It’s done. While it
repels ghosts everywhere, the guide says for maximum performance,
concentrate it as a line across all entrances and windows and reapply
once a month. 


That night, we made sure to sanctify
the house. There were no fireworks, but for some reason, we all felt
better once the ingredients were laid out. Lydia, in particular, had
a much better complexion. It seemed like this stuff helped block the
passive spiritual attacks on the spirit. With that, we were in a much
better situation than we were before. I helped Miki make some more
for tomorrow, and I even leveled in Alchemy. 


{Alchemist has increased to level
2.} 


{Combine Ingredients has been
unlocked.} 


I now had the basic skills to make this
stuff if I needed to on my own. It was getting very late though, so
after boosting the magic circle and feeling like even if it did
collapse, we could probably make it through the night without any
harassment, we ended up going to bed. 


The girls didn’t want to sleep apart
this night, so we ended up on the floor in front of the fire. Even
though we had fled from the city of Chalm, with the fire crackling
and my two girls each sleeping on either side of me, I couldn’t
help feeling like everything was going to be fine. Tomorrow brought a
new day and new challenges. We were just getting started!  
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he next morning, I was feeling a bit groggy. Waking up every two hours to recast a spell while my loved ones are sleeping, hah… this must be how new parents feel after staying up all night with the baby. Well, the girls looked refreshed, so it was time for us to head out. I used my heat vision, but it wasn’t as good under the hot sun as it was at night. I guess that was why ghost groups always did all of their investigations at night. Well that, or they liked walking around a spooky place in the dark. 


	
	
	


“Lydia, do you see any ghosts?” I
asked her, although Miki looked pouty considering I could just have
easily asked her. 


“No, Master, they seem to be avoiding
this block since we last fought them,” Lydia explained. 


I nodded. “Good. I know we want to
completely clear out this block, but before we go to that extent, I’d
like to try to hit up the general goods store.” 


The two girls nodded. I had already
mentioned it to them once, but that didn’t really matter. They were
both following me at this point and doing whatever I asked. I had
complicated feelings when it came to slavery, but I had to admit that
it was nice to be in charge. 


We headed down the street. The place
was just as silent and eerie as the first time Lydia and I walked
down these streets. However, the mood was completely different now. 


“See one!” Miki cried out, throwing
a spirit fire. 


It flews into an alley, and there was a
shriek as a ghost died. While ghosts couldn’t be seen, they could
attack your spirit, and weren’t harmed by normal weapons, these
advantages were swept away by their ease of death. If you could get a
direct strike on a ghost, they almost always perished quickly. At
least, that was for the ghosts out here. As we approached the mansion
on the other side of the town, I suspected the difficulty would
increase. That was another reason we were starting over here and
letting Miki’s abilities level up. 


“No fair!” Lydia spoke tearfully,
“Quick, use fusion!” 


She was holding out her sword
excitedly. Since Miki was getting kills, Lydia also wanted to show
her usefulness. Of course, that usefulness only came if she could
fuse with Miki’s spirit flame. Lydia by herself had no means of
attacking the ghosts. It likely depressed her a little bit. Well,
ghosts aren’t even a usual monster in this world. Perhaps a lone
ghost, but they were usually weak and not much of a threat. A lone
priest could expel or destroy one with ease. A hotbed of ghosts like
this town was exceptionally rare in this world, or so I heard. There
was a reason the town was overwhelmed and abandoned in a single
night.

“Found it.” I pointed at the
general store. “Once we get supplies, we’ll be able to hold out
almost indefinitely.” 


That wasn’t completely true. I didn’t
expect most of the food to be edible at all. All the ingredients in
here would be over a decade old. I wasn’t keen on eating anything
that has been sitting in the dust for that long. I actually had a few
thoughts on getting food, but that would have to wait until after we
had reclaimed a block or two. I wanted a good foothold in the city
before we started worrying about long term stuff. 


I cast a magic circle, and then we went
about sanctifying the entrances and windows with the rosary powder.
Only after the general store was sealed tight did we finally start
looking around. The shop in front was small, with a big storage area
which had a lock. I couldn’t break the lock easily. Perhaps if I
got a tool from the blacksmith. This was really starting to feel like
an RPG now. One quest creates another question. 


The general store looked in far worse
shape than the alchemist’s shop. I theorized that the sage helped
keep the ghosts from wrecking the place. Most other locations would
look like this one. That meant there wasn’t a single surface that
hadn’t been disturbed by the ghosts at some point over the last
decade. The floor was covered with stuff. The furniture was all
overturned or stacked in weird ways. 


We got to work taking inventory and
seeing what we gained by coming here.
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fter about an hour of picking up stuff, I had a clearer picture of the stuff we had gained. I still didn’t have access to the back room. If there was a key, the original owner took it with him. They probably had hopes that one day they would return to this city and regain their supplies, and this never happened. Lydia had thief, so I wondered how many levels she’d have to gain before she unlocked some kind of lockpicking skill. No, it’d be easier to just pry it open when we had the time. 


	
	
	


The cash register was similarly empty.
I still had my debts to pay to Figuro, regardless of my relationship
with the people of Chalm. I had hopes of finding some money in the
shops here. It looked like whoever lived here had also thought to
clear out the till before taking off. Their lives might have been in
danger, but money is money. 


“Ink and paper, Master,” Miki said,
pulling out a pile of stuff. 


Some of the ink was dried up, but those
that were wax sealed still seemed to be good. We also managed to find
firewood. It was in the back, and there were piles and piles of it.
We managed to find oil too. There was a town map, which was useful.
Beyond that, there were various odds and ends. We gathered up
everything we wanted to take on this trip. I had left the contents of
my bag at our home base, so the bag was completely empty.

We managed to fill it to the brim, and
still had more stuff to bring. We quickly realized we could only just
carry it all if we all pitched in. Furthermore, Miki had the most
trouble, and would never be able to make the distance with max
capacity. That also ignored the possibility of the ghosts causing
trouble. 


“M-master…” Lydia said nervously
as she looked out the window. 


“What is it?” I asked. 


“Ghosts… lots of ghosts.” 


I looked out and sighed. “More dolls,
huh?” 


Lined up a distance away from the shop
was a row of dolls. In fact, there seemed to be about twice as many
as the last time we had fought them. It looked like the creatures of
this town wanted to ambush us again while we were away from home.
However, this time they were smarter. Even standing at the edge of
the magic circle, they were outside my sanctify ground range. I’m
not sure a fireball from Miki could hit them either. In other words,
all of our strongest weapons were useless. These monsters were
learning, apparently. 


Miki joined us, and then gasped, her
expression turning white. 


“No… master…” Lydia’s voice
was shaking, the dolls are a small part of the army.” 


“Small part?” I said, but then the
more important word popped up. “Wait, army!” 


I switched to my heat vision and then
looked outside. Although the ghost’s individual shapes couldn’t
be seen, even I could see the black hole of cold spread out in front
of us. Hundreds and hundreds of ghosts had gotten together and were
now waiting outside just for us. 


“So, they’re going for broke, huh?”


“Master, there is no way we can fight
that off,” Lydia said tearfully.

“My spirit fire couldn’t handle
that much,” Miki added. 


I shook my head. “No… they’ve
drawn a line in the sand. If we back down or flee now, besides being
very difficult, we’ll basically be throwing away our chances of
taking this city. This is our chance. We have to go forward. 


“M-aster… what are you saying?”
Lydia asked, her voice shaking unsteadily. 


“We’re going on the offensive.” I
declared. “We’re going to make these ghosts realize their time
left in this world is limited!”  
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re we ready to go?” I asked.


	
	
	


“Yes!” 


“Yes, Master!” 


“Okay, all of the windows covered?
They won’t see anything?” 


Miki shrugged. “They should be able
to see the mana, but they don’t know what it is. I don’t think
they’re smart enough even if they do know.” 


She said that, but they did prepare a
trap for us twice. They may not be individually intelligent, but they
at least had the ability to surround us. Well, calling it surrounding
was pretty relative, wasn’t it? 


“Portal.” I created a portal
leading us back to our house. We grabbed all the supplies we carried
and leaped on through. 


Once we were back in the alchemist
store, we dropped everything and I asked Lydia and Miki to look for
ghosts. Thankfully, there were none watching outside. I didn’t
recast the magic circle. If I did, there was a chance the ghosts
would know we had moved. Rather, if we were going to take on a bunch
of ghosts, I wanted to attack them from the side. They thought they
had us pinned in the general store. This was a so-called surprise
attack. 


“If we create a circle of Rosary dust
around us, can we create a seal against ghosts?” I asked. 


Miki shrugged. “I do not know. It may
repel and weaken, but it shouldn’t stop them completely. We’ll
need to be prepared.”

“How about dust bombs? If we can get
a bag to explode out in a group of them and it spreads as a fine
powder…” 


Miki gave a wry smile. “Master is
very smart. I’m sorry, I only know what the book said.” 


I decided to prepare a couple of things
anyway. I wanted this ambush done properly. No mistakes. This was the
first battle where there was truly a chance of danger. 


Pulling out a map of the city we had
acquired from the general store, I triangulated our position and
created a path that would have the least chance of being seen. 


“We will enter this building here. We
will spread out and purify it. It can be our fallback position should
things go south. That way, we’ll be extra safe.” 


The two girls nodded, only speaking up
when it came to what they felt they were capable of doing. When it
was all said and done, we only had a few hours of daylight left. 


“Let’s get a move on. They’re
stronger at night.” 


Although I could see ghosts better at
night, that didn’t matter to the slaves, and they’d be the
primary method of attack. I just needed to worry about supporting
them and keeping them healthy. I equipped white mage and hero, but
after my first attack, I planned to switch to slave master. I wanted
to get a few levels in it. I already felt like Slave Master
benefitted the slaves simply by having the job equipped, but if I
gained levels, I imagined I would get more slave specific skills. 


We quickly made our way down the quiet
streets, keeping low. We had no portal to escape this time. If things
went south, or the only option was the return skill. Would it even
work now that I gave up the hero position? Perhaps I could mentally
set the location of my return. It was too late to think of that now.
Returning to Chalm, even briefly, would be quite embarrassing, so
hopefully, it didn’t come to that. 


We snuck into a small house and quickly
covered the place with the rosary. Looking outside, the ghosts were
staring at the general goods shop. A few more had gathered and now
their army looked quite impressive. The goal was to hit them hard and
keep hitting. This would be the first real test of our strength since
Mina’s dungeon. 


“Are you both ready?” I whispered,
peering out the window. 


The two girls nodded, even though Lydia
was shaking slightly. 


“Then… let’s go!”  
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pirit circle!” I shouted out, sending a ring of fire spiraling into the ghosts from behind. 


	
	
	


They shrieked as they were swept away
in a wave of fire. However, there were so many ghosts, that they
immediately began pushing back, swarming us in an attempt to wipe us
out completely. 


“Sanctify ground!” I cast another
spell. “Lydia, go! Stay within this area for now!” 


Lydia lunged forward. Her sword had my
divine aura and the spiritual fire on it, and that made it the
brightest thing in this alleyway. It only took a moment before dozens
of ghosts were upon her. She managed to slice three down, but she was
completely overwhelmed. 


“Another fireball!” I called Miki.

“Y-yes!” She tossed her spirit
flame to me. 


“Spirit circle!” I created another
eruption, blowing the spirits on Lydia off and even killing several
of them. 


“Refresh! Light Heal!”

I was throwing spells out like a true
support mage. Sweat was dripping down my face. It was really scary,
there were so many of them. I had to keep throwing out spirit circles
to knock the ghosts back. We would have been dead in the first minute
had I not managed to disrupt and repel their forces so absolutely. As
I noticed Lydia’s tattered appearance, taking both mental and
physical damage, I realized just how dangerous what we were doing
actually was. However, the rewards were also incredible!

{White Mage has reached level 16.} 


{Hero has increased to level 10.}

I didn’t dare give up my white mage
abilities for even a moment. The need for spirit circles was way too
intense. I downed a mana potion and called for more spirit fire when
it looked like Lydia was getting overwhelmed. I really wanted to gain
some Slave Master Levels though, so I dropped hero when things looked
safe. 


{Slave Master has reached level 5.} 


“Spirit well!” Miki called out. 


A sudden hole opened up in midair in
the middle of a giant group of ghosts. They wailed as they were all
sucked into it. That’s right, I could see the spirits now. I didn’t
know if it was hero or white mage that gave me the ability. I was too
concentrated on the fight to look at the leveling screen. This was
particularly unfortunate because I had no clue what skills I was
getting! However, my survival was more important at the moment. 


“How did you get that ability?” I
asked Miki. 


“I had heard about it once… and
suddenly I felt like I could do it!” 


I looked at her and found she was at
level 8 now. Her progress was truly immense. Her tails were glowing
very beautifully. With spirit fire burning in each hand, she really
did look like a fox spirit or goddess. 


“They’re starting to flee, Master…”
Lydia announced, lowering her weapon for the first breath she had
since the start of the fight.” 


Lydia had several rips in her clothing.
Ghosts could attack you physically, it was just easier to attack
spiritually. Although my healing had addressed the scratches, the
weariness in her eyes couldn’t be removed so easily. Even refresh
could only rejuvenate the soul. With the number of attacks Lydia
faced, only rest would allow her to recover now. 


“Almost half of them were still
alive…” I spoke… but then started to feel a bit of an uneasy
feeling. ”Is this… get ready!” 


The ground suddenly began to rumble at
my words. A moment later, a massive ghost burst out from the ground
as if he came from under the city. If there was a dungeon in the
mansion, that might actually be the case. He was about ten times the
size of a normal person. He was transparent, his face looking like
that of some monstrous ghoul with claws. 


“What is that?” I asked. 


“I believe it’s an eldritch!”
Miki announced. 


“Can we kill it?” I asked the next
most important question. 


“I don’t know, Master.” 


“Lydia?” I looked at her. 


Lydia was shaking, her body looked like
she could barely stand. Without her, we’d have no way to keep the
eldritch at bay. I didn’t think even my magic circle would be able
to repel it. We might have to flee the entire city. She smiled at me,
lifted her sword, and then charged the monster. That was her answer. 


The fight was just getting started.  
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t would have been nice if we could knock this guy out in one hit, but after Miki’s spirit fires splashed against him like insect bites, it was clear that it wouldn’t be that easy.


	
	
	


“Spirit circle!” I shot out a wave
of fire, and it only pushed him like a small shove. 


I re-equipped hero as my job. It was no
time to worry about levels, I needed the party status boosts.
Meanwhile, Lydia continued to hack away at his legs. It might have
been more of a desperate situation, but this ghost seemed to move
quite slowly. When it swung his arm, it had power, but Lydia was able
to easily dodge it. The real issue came with time. Would we tire out
before the ghost fell? I downed my third mana potion, continuing to
send refresh and occasionally heals to my teammates. Perhaps it was
wasteful, but I didn’t have anything else on me. Wait, did I?

I thought back to all the skills I had
gotten recently. I had six or seven more, but I didn’t know what
they were. It was maddening. It must have felt like how the first
people in this world felt. Every job you had, learning what skill you
gained could only come through trial and error. 


Neither Lydia nor Miki knew what skills
they had either. People wouldn’t even know their level or job if it
wasn’t for a priest. They only learned their jobs from the work and
studies of those before them. Actually, now that I thought about it,
that was a lot more realistic compared to my own world. 


Perhaps, given my unique abilities,
this was something I could do for this world if I had time. Once I
learned to read and write, I could create a proper guide to skills
and jobs. Only I knew the skill names, after all. That could be my
life’s work. 


No, I was getting off-topic here.
Prolonged fights are exhausting and your mind begins to wander if you
let it. I wasn’t the only one. Lydia suddenly slipped just as the
ghost was raising his arm. 


“Lydia!” Miki shouted. 


I looked at her in horror as his hand
was raised up. “Protect!” 


It was a skill I had gained some time
ago, but I wasn’t sure what it did. However, at that moment, it
seemed right to use it. 


The arm smashed down on her and was
immediately blocked by a large shield. Then, the pressure of that arm
landed on me. Instantly I felt like I had been struck by a massive
hit. Leave it to the hero’s skills to be all about self-sacrifice.
I felt like every bone in my body was breaking. I collapsed to the
ground in a heap. 


“Master!” Miki cried out. 


“Master!” Lydia screamed. 


Ah… that was really painful. So,
Protect allows you to take the next blow for someone else. I could
think of a hundred names that could have conveyed that action better
than Protect. Lydia was running to me, ignoring the monster behind
her. Miki was throwing spiritual attacks at it. I could feel myself
losing consciousness. That hit had truly been a direct one-shot kill
kind of blow. 


I was a white mage though. I just had
to heal. One moderate heal and… I couldn’t. My mouth couldn’t
open to speak the words, and even the thoughts about it disappeared
like wind. I felt hot tears splashing over my face, a crying girl
holding me in her arms, and then the light dimmed to darkness. Well,
if I had to go out, this wasn’t the worst way to go either. 


{Hero has increased to level 11.} 


{Skill Analysis has been unlocked.} 


Oh, you bastard. There it is. 


{You have died.} 
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 gasped, my eyes opening. Everything hurt. It felt like I had been shoved through a strainer. 


	
	
	


“M-master! Master!” The voice came
distant but steadily grew louder and louder in my ears. “Master!”


My eyes slowly opened and I allowed the
light to enter my vision. There were two people holding me down. No,
rather, they were collapsed on top of me. With one of them, I felt
something soft and comfortable pressed against me. The other was a
bit flatter. I realized it was Lydia and Miki. They were both crying
and holding me tightly. 


“Did we… win…?” I asked,
grimacing. 


“Master!” They both cried out,
smiles forming on their faces as they hugged me even tighter. 


“Ouch…” 


“S-sorry…” Lydia and Miki finally
pulled away, the pair blushing. 


“We defeated it, Master. I used a
spirit well and then it finally fell. After that, we grabbed Master
and came here. We… didn’t know where else to go…” Miki’s
voice broke as she was flooded with emotion. 


“Here?” I looked around and then my
eyes widened. “Figuro? The slave caravan?” 


Figuro stepped forward. “Ah… yes,
the girls gave us quite a fright when they walked through our camp,
battle-worn and carrying you. Fortunately, we were able to patch you
up again.” 


I smiled wryly. “Yeah… it seems
like the case.” 


“I was so worried. I thought you’d
die.” Lydia said, wiping her eyes. “I’m glad we were able to
save you.” 


“You girls fought hard.” I gave
them both a smile and patted their heads. “Thank you for being so
brave.” 


“Master… I’m so sorry… I
slipped. You took that hit for me.” Lydia said, sniffling. “That
should have been me.” 


“It’s fine.” I smiled. “Can you
girls bring me some warm water. I’d like to clean up a bit.”

“Yes, Master!” Lydia straightened
up. 


“We will!” Miki nodded excitedly. 


The two girls ran out of the tent in a
rush, eager to do something for me. I felt a swelling in my heart for
the pair of them. They had worked so hard in that fight, and
afterword had to carry me all the way over here. It was no easy feat.
My girls were truly amazing. 


“You didn’t tell them?” I asked,
finally turning toe Figuro. 


Figuro froze for a moment and then
laughed. “You know then?” 


“Yeah… I died… why did you bring
me back?” 


“Dead men can’t pay off their
debts.” Figuro smiled gently. “Your slaves were so upset, that I
feared telling them you died would hurt them too much. Especially
Lydia.” 


“Thank you for sparing them…” I
sighed, but then I shot him a suspicious glare. “But I don’t
believe your reasoning for why you spared me. This goes beyond a 100
gold debt at this point.”

Figuro laughed. “You got me. I’ve
already said my reasoning though. I have a good feeling about you. I
feel like you are a good investment. I don’t need to look any
farther than your slaves to know this is true. Look at them. Look at
how much they flourish. The smiles on their faces truly move me. I
never would have imagined it of Miki before you. I admit I was
shocked when I saw her walk into camp while holding your lower half.
Even I had written her off as dead just a few days ago… but look at
her now, so bright and active. That was all because of you.” 


“Ah… so… the going rate still
stands?” I asked, feeling embarrassed and wanting to just get to
the crux of it. 


Figuro shook his head. “This one is
on the house. Just… try to be more careful in the future. You no
longer are alone. Those girls depend on you.” 


I nodded slowly. “I understand. Until
I free them, their fate is tied to mine.”

“Free them?” Figuro asked. 


I shot him a look. “Yeah? That’s
the plan, isn’t it? Don’t tell me you aren’t willing to once I
paid my fee!”

Figuro held up his hand. “It’s not
that I’m not willing… but I have to ask, are you sure that is
what they want?” 


I froze, not sure how to answer. Who
would want to be a slave? That was the real question, or was it?
Could I imagine my life any more without these girls as mine? Perhaps
that was the real question. After a moment of getting nowhere
thinking about it, I shook my head. 


“Thanks, Figuro. I will pay you back.
All of it. 105 gold coins. I swear it.”

Figuro bowed. “I look forward to it.
Then, I will give you some rest. You can stay here with the girls
tonight.” 


My eyes followed Figuro as he bid me
farewell and then left the tent. He was polite, proper, and smart. I
was almost starting to like the guy, even though he was a slave
trader. 


A moment later, the girls pushed their
way back into my tent. I couldn’t stop myself from smiling when
they walked in. Seeing their beautiful faces brightened my mood
instantly. They still had bruises and cuts on their own bodies, but
they hadn’t even spared any time to care about themselves. However,
before I could say anything, the girls surrounded me. 


“Get his shirt,” Lydia said. “I’ll
get the pants.” 


Miki nodded and ran over to my top,
bringing up my shirt over my head. Meanwhile, Lydia grabbed my pants
and started pulling them down. I let out a cry, trying to grab onto
my clothing. 


“Oi! What are you two doing?” 


“Master must be cleaned. You’re too
weak, so it’s our responsibility.” Lydia declared, her eyes
changing to be somewhat fierce like a tiger. 


“Definitely, slave’s job!” Miki’s
expression showed her usual mischievous smile as she wrestled my
shirt off, a feat she would have been too weak to do if I hadn’t
just been resurrected and felt as weak as a baby. 


“This… wait… stop! Not those!
Ahh… it’s cold! Ahhhhhh!” 


Many strange noises came from our tent
and filled the slave caravan that night. Whether I wanted to or not,
I was cleaned thoroughly.  
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o… that's what Master’s thing looks like.” Miki said, looking at her hand, now just a bit shriveled from soap and water.


	
	
	


Lydia nodded, smiling. “Mm! Isn’t
it nice?” 


“That’s supposed to… with a
girl…” Miki’s cheeks started to turn pink. “It wouldn’t
fit!” 


Lydia giggled. “It does. When Master
and I had sex, I though it wouldn’t fit either, but it slid right
in-“ 


“What did you say!” Miki suddenly
cried out, causing my eyes to snap open from my drowsiness. 


“Eh? When Master and I…”

Miki’s eyes shook and she leaped and
grabbed Lydia’s blouse. “That’s a lie! It’s a lie, right! I’m
Master’s first! We just saw Master’s naked thing together. You
couldn’t have… already… have… done it with Master!” 


“M-Miki… you’re looking a bit
scary.” Lydia smiled wryly, but there was a sense of smugness on
her face. “We were together long before you joined. It happened
naturally”

“Naturally? Didn’t Lydia strip down
and tell me to take her?” I said and immediately regretted it. 


“Geh! Master… you’re not
helping…” Lydia blushed, looking uncomfortable. 


“Ah… that Miki… what I meant, the
thing is, Lydia was trained as a courtesan, so naturally, she would
have a certain boldness when it came to these…” The expression on
both the girl’s faces told me I was making things worse, so I
stopped talking.

I should not have butted in. I equipped
hero. Maybe my charm plus would protect me from this conversation. 


“So… it’s like that…” Miki’s
head was down and she had a dark expression on her face. “She’s a
courtesan, so of course she could do something that bold. Meanwhile,
I could never…” 


“Miki…” Lydia looked a little
awkward and then leaned in, whispering, but still loud enough that my
ears picked it up. “Our first time, it wasn’t that good.” 


I bit my lip, barely stopping myself
from turning back to her and crying out in shock`. That hurt both my
heart and pride. I thought our time was really really perfect. Well,
Lydia was a courtesan. She was trained in sex, and so she knew how to
do it the best. I just couldn’t measure up. My mood sank horribly.
I was acting so cocky, having two beautiful women sleeping with me
every night, but in the end, I didn’t have the qualifications as a
stud at all. The truth was really painful. 


“R-really?” Miki looked up, her
interest slightly piqued. 


I didn’t want to listen to this
conversation. Hearing Lydia talk about how shitty I was in bed. It
was no wonder that she had not made any moves on me since that night.
This was actually a bit worse than being turned down by the girl I
liked. Lydia still cared about me. This was like being friend zoned. 


“Of course…” Lydia’s voice
sounded sad. “I failed at being a courtesan. So, naturally, I’m
very bad at it.” 


“Huh?” I turned and looked at
Lydia, realizing she had tears running down her face. 


“Master hasn’t touched me since we
did it that first time. I had been hoping every night, but why else
would he not do so? It’s clear that he doesn’t see me that way.”


“Lydia?” my mouth fell open in
disbelief. 


We didn’t have sex for various
reasons, none of them had anything to do with me not wanting Lydia.
Why would she jump to such a conclusion? Well, didn’t I just jump
to the same conclusion a moment ago? Except… I was just some loser,
and she was a beautiful… a beautiful… slave…

Lydia smiled at me even as tears fell.
“It’s okay, Master. I know you care about me. That’s enough. As
long as I stay by your side. I’ll stay happy.” 


My eyes narrowed slightly. There were
some misconceptions that I definitely wouldn’t allow to continue
for another second!  
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ydia…” I spoke, bringing out my hand and gently touching her cheek. “I told you before, I love you. You’re beautiful, and sexy, and smart. And strong. There is no way I wouldn’t want to have sex with you.” 


	
	
	


Lydia looked up at me, her eyes just a
tinge doubtful. “Then… why haven’t you… pushed me down. There
were plenty of times. Even though I held you every night, you never…”


I smiled wryly. “You never really
pushed me down either…” 


Lydia blushed. “H-how could I… to
Master.” 


And that was the crux of the situation.
I grimaced, feeling incredibly stupid. How could she push me down? I
was the Master, she was the slave. There was no way she could abandon
her proper role like that. If anything was to happen between us, I
had to take the initiative. Our time in the dungeon had been a unique
opportunity. We didn’t officially have a Master/Slave relationship
at the time, since she was still owned by that noble. Furthermore, it
was more out of desperation that she threw herself at me. 


I had taken her bold actions for
granted and assumed that if she wanted to have sex in the future,
she’d be just as bold. No, it was more than that. She was my slave
now. I felt like if I demanded sex from her, I’d be abusing our
relationship. After all, if I asked her for sex, she’d have no
choice but to put out. I still didn’t understand why Lydia liked
me, so it was easier to believe that deep down, our relationship had
been platonic except for a single night of passion. However, that
couldn’t be farther from the truth. 


It took seeing Lydia’s tears for me
to realize that while I was wanting her, Lydia was also wanting me. I
reached up and patted her head. 


“Lydia, I’m sorry. I was focused on
other things and I didn’t think about your needs. In the future,
know that I am always interested in being intimate with Lydia…” 


“A-always?” Lydia’s expression
started to brighten. 


“Hah… well… I guess I’m a
teenager, so yeah. Please don’t be afraid to voice your wants to
me. If you’re in the mood, tell me, and we’ll take care of it,
okay?” 


Saying those things was so
embarrassing! Yeesh. Well, at least I was clear and straight forward.
That was what was important. 


“Master…” Lydia spoke up. 


“Yes?” I asked. 


“Can… we?” Lydia looked up at me
hopefully, her tail swishing. 


“Now!” I let out a cry of
disbelief, sputtering. 


Lydia puffed out her cheeks. “You
said be honest…” 


I had completely underestimated Lydia’s
appetite and her boldness. I was a teenager, but would I be able to
keep up with a tigress? Suddenly, I recalled that our night together
hadn’t been complete romance. I remembered after ten rounds Lydia
demanding we keep going to a hundred. She was very forceful and on
top. Suddenly, I felt slightly nervous. 


Lydia moved closer to me, and looking
into her eyes I realized the truth. It didn’t matter whether I
could keep up. It didn’t even matter if I was good at it. All that
mattered, is that we could be together and that we could express the
love that we wanted to express. 


“Lydia…” 


“Master…” 


Our lips headed towards each other and
we held each other close. 


“T-that’s so great…” A sobbing
voice caused both of us to freeze and look at Miki. 


She was wiping the tears from her
cheeks and smiling. 


“Hah?” I let out a noise of
confusion. 


No, wait, I just stopped Lydia from
crying, why was Miki crying now? 


“Miki…” Lydia blushed, looking
down guiltily. 


“It’s fine… I should leave the
two of you to your privacy…” Miki spoke through her tears.

“Miki, are you…” I started to
ask. 


“I’m fine.” She waved her hand,
her expression flipping between a big, forced smile and bitterness.
“I’m so happy… so don’t mind me. You’ve saved my life and
given me a family. You’re both my family. So… I can only be happy
that you found happiness.” 


Her words were saying one thing, but
her expression was saying another. It wasn’t that I didn’t think
Miki was beautiful. Rather, I just never considered it a possibility.
Miki had that wallflower personality. She made up for it with teasing
and mischievousness, but I didn’t realize she had looked at me that
way. I had assumed she was just doing it to tease Lydia. 


“Mi-“ 


“Figuro will find me another tent
tonight.” Miki stood, her emotions finally in control. “Please…
I’m just a slave. Master has been so wonderful, I just had selfish
thoughts for a bit. Ignore it. I understand my place. Thank you for
everything, Master.” 


Miki turned around and fled the tent
before another word could be spoken. My emotions were turbulent, and
I was at a genuine loss about what to do next.
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ydia and I looked at each other in the darkness of the tent, but the previous romantic mood had been dampened considerably. After a few minutes of silence, it was Lydia who spoke first. She lowered her head down, a guilty expression on her face. 


	
	
	


“This is my fault, Master. I didn’t
mean to rub it in Miki’s face, but I was just so happy by what
Master said.” Lydia spoke sadly. 


“No, I’m your Master. This was my
failing for both of you. I had a responsibility to both, and I let
you down by concentrating on my own wants and needs. As a result, I
made you both cry again. I’m really bad at that.” 


Lydia smiled gently, even though her
eyes were still wet from earlier. “Girls always cry, Master. If you
think you can keep us from doing so, I’d be a little worried.”

“Ah… yeah… I guess.” I sighed.
“What about us?” 


Lydia blushed slightly, her expression
torn. “I understand why Master had refrained from showing me too
much affection. I believe, even if you didn’t realize it, you had
Miki on your mind. You didn’t want to hurt her feelings by showing
me favoritism. 


“That’s probably part of it.” I
admitted. “Other than I’m just dumb and fat.” 


Lydia shook her head. “Master… I
think you should fix your opinion of yourself. You’ve managed to
make Miki and I so strong. You fought your way through a dungeon and
beat it. You even planned out and defeated an army of ghosts…” 


“And di… almost died…” I
responded bitterly, barely catching my slip. 


“I think Master is really smart.”
Lydia smiled. “And… although Master was… ahem… big boned
before, you’ve actually lost a lot of weight. I didn’t say it
before, but Master asked me to be honest. A lot of girls in the
village of Chalm were looking your way, and it made me really
jealous.” 


She had to be embellishing! Although,
now that she mentioned it, my stomach did feel a bit flatter than I
remembered it. Perhaps I wasn’t really fat anymore, but that didn’t
mean I became some popular guy overnight. The looks were probably
directed at Lydia herself, who was always eyecatching. 


“So…” I sighed, not sure what to
say. 


“Is there any way for us to be
together without hurting Miki?” Lydia asked, direct as usual. 


I bit my lip. “I don’t think that’s
possible. Even if we keep things private and don’t flaunt it in her
face, Miki is a smart girl. She’ll know and it will eat at her.
Perhaps, when I free you from slavery, she’ll be able to move on.
If you’re not my slave, but just the girl I love, then Miki will
have to accept the truth of it.” 


“Free…” Lydia’s expression
turned sour. 


I remembered the words that Figuro had
spoken earlier. Did they really want to be free? I ignored it. I
couldn’t agree with that sentiment. Lydia didn’t know a life of
freedom, so how could she truly judge? Being afraid of being free was
only natural, that didn’t mean it wasn’t the right thing for me
to do. 


“Master, I will find a tent to sleep
tonight as well.” Lydia still looked depressed. 


“Yeah…” I nodded in agreement. 


Since I had brought Miki into our lives
it was the first night that I didn’t go to sleep with two girls
cuddling me. 


In the morning, I woke up, still
feeling an emptiness in my heart. I was dissatisfied, but after
dwelling on it, no answers came. When I left my tent after cleaning
myself with the leftover water and getting dressed, I was surprised
to see the two girls already waiting for me. Miki looked sad and
despondent, avoiding looking at the pair of us. Lydia, on the other
hand, looked like she had completely recovered, a bright and
beautiful smile on her face. She seemed confident about something. 


“Portal.” 


I created a portal back to the
alchemist's store. Stepping into it, I could see that the rosary was
still holding, and ghosts hadn’t touched this place since we left.
Just as we stepped through the door into the house, the portal
closing behind us, Lydia suddenly stomped her foot. 


“You’re my family!” She said,
crossing her arms and puffing out her cheeks. 


Miki blushed, still looking guilty.
“Y-yes…” 


I nodded and smiled. “I love you…
and I love Miki too.” 


Miki looked up at me, a hint of
surprise in her face. “Master… loves me?” 


“Of course,” I nodded, feeling that
this was the right direction to go. “I’m a guy who loves easily,
but I am also devoted to the ones I love. You’re a very important
person in my life.” 


“I’m glad master feels this way.”
Lydia smiled like a cat eyeing prey before anyone else could get
another word in. “This is why I’ve come to a very important
decision.”

I looked over at Lydia thoughtfully,
but her eyes were locked on Miki. 


“W-what is it?” Miki asked quietly.


“Miki!” She spoke loudly, pointing
right at the girl and causing her to squeak.

“Y-yes!” 


“I’ve decided! To resolve this
situation… Miki must have sex with Master!”  
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ydia… that’s a little…” I scratched my chin.


	
	
	


Meanwhile, Miki was shaking slightly,
her cheeks bright pink. Her eyes were lowered, and it was difficult
to see what her reaction was to Lydia’s words. 


“What?” Lydia seemed displeased
with our reactions and puffed out her cheeks. “I’d been thinking
real hard all night about how to fix everything, and this is the best
way.”

“How is this the best way? Won’t
you get jealous?” I asked. 


Lydia crossed her arms and looked away.
“Of course, I’m a little jealous when master spends time with
other girls. However, it’s only inevitable. I’m a slave. One day,
master will marry, and then he will have a wife. How can I be jealous
when he sleeps with other women and not have her be jealous when he
gives me attention?”

“Marriage?” I let out a cough. 


Lydia was certainly thinking ahead!
Rather, her thoughts were fitting for someone raised as a courtesan.
She might have felt jealousy when another slave was introduced, but
that had to do with her not wanting to have her place beside me
diminished. When it came to sex, she had a far more pragmatic view.
She was raised to expect any guy she slept with to sleep with other
women, so for her, sex wasn’t an emotional linchpin to a
relationship. 


“How… could you…” Miki raised
her head and she had tears in her eyes, startling Lydia. “How could
you… so casually… about that… does doing it mean nothing to
you?” 


I clenched my teeth. That was about the
brunt of it. Miki wasn’t raised to view sex so casually. Not only
would it be difficult for her to voice her desires, but she’d be
the type to value her first time and take it very seriously. Lydia
had sex with me because she liked me and she wanted me to be the one
to have her virginity before she lost the chance, but for Miki,
having sex would be the same thing as giving her heart away.
Naturally, since we had been together for only a few days, there is
no way she could feel that passionately about me. 


“You don’t have to pretend.”
Lydia had moved behind Miki, her speed so quick it made both of us
jump. “When you called me big sister, you made me your family.
We’re both sisters now.”

“Eh? Th-that’s why you called me
family, before…” Miki’s expression looked complicated. 


I had also thought it odd she was so
quick to accept Miki as family. I didn’t mind because it made her
happier and I didn’t want to upset anyone, but however you look at
it, Miki has only been with us less than a week. However, Lydia was
incredibly direct. Miki called her big sister as a form of respect,
and as an attempt to convince Lydia to accept Miki in her heart.
Lydia took her words at face value. In Lydia’s mind, from that
moment onward, they became sisters. 


“You can’t lie to your sister. I
know what you want, and it’s okay. I want the same thing. I know
why you became upset. You wanted to share Master. I made a mistake
and I’m sorry. You thought whatever happened, we’d do it
together, so when you found out I had tasted Master before, you grew
upset that I hadn’t shared. Previously, we shared Master as slaves,
now, we can share master as lovers!” 


“Eh!? L-l-lovers!” Her back
straightened at those words, and she looked like she was a second
from passing out. 


“Miki… Master said it himself. He
won’t do anything. He’s too kind, and he cares too much for you.”


“He cares for me… too much?” Miki
looked up, her expression fluctuating. 


“You have to tell Master what you
want. If you don’t, you’ll be like I was the last week, always
hoping. Master said he doesn’t want that kind of slave. He wants
you to be happy, so you must ask him.” 


“A-ask him…” Her face kept
changing several shades of red. “Th-that…” 


Lydia suddenly pushed Miki forward and
she took a step in my direction. “Be honest with yourself and tell
him what you want.” 


Hah? I was getting really confused
here. Lydia was being a bit forceful and trying to push some crazy
ideas, but suddenly I was facing Miki. She was a short girl, with
beautiful pale skin, two white fox ears on her head, and tears in her
eyes. She looked up at me, her face practically glowing with
embarrassment. 


“Please… Master…” 


“P-please what?” I didn’t want to
be stupid, but my mind absolutely couldn’t believe the situation. 


When Lydia stripped naked, I couldn’t
deny that sex was what she wanted. Here, there was still room for
doubt. I couldn’t believe, I wouldn’t believe. I had been turned
down by girls I thought were a sure thing before. Just before coming
to this world, I was certain that girl liked me. I wasn’t being
dense or stupid, I saw the signs, but the signs always lied. 


“You need to be clear.” Lydia
nudged her. 


“M-master…” She wouldn’t look
me in the eye, her expression very cute. “I-I-I… we can… if you
want…” 


She lowered her volume and looked down,
losing all steam. In the end, she couldn’t take the next step.
Lydia shot me a glare. Crap. Was this really happening? I was still
wrapping my head around Lydia liking me, now Miki likes me too? What
if Lydia was mistaken? What if I was mistaken? Ah… screw it. Why
keep playing dumb? 


“Mas- Mmmm!” I leaned forward and
kissed her lips. 


Her eyes widened for a moment, but then
she closed them and opened her mouth. I breathed in a hint of scent
before pulling away. Lydia had a sort of soapy, flower scent. Miki
tasted a bit more natural, like the smell of fresh air and earth. 


“Miki… do you want to have sex?”
I finally asked. 


Miki’s entire body shook, but then
she nodded her head so exaggeratedly that her ears nearly flopped up
and down. Immediately, my heart relaxed. It was just that simple. 


“Lydia?” I looked over at her, just
a bit of a guilty expression on my face. 


She smiled at me, and I saw no hint of
jealousy or anger. “Master and I had once, so Miki must also get
one. I will wait until Master and Miki are finished.” 


“O-okay…” 


I reached for Miki’s hand, and she
took it. The entire time, she didn’t look at me in the slightest.
This felt really embarrassing. We headed to the upper bedrooms, and
entered the bedchamber, closing the door behind us. Thinking about
Miki, my erection was already rock hard, and every part of my body
just wanted to push her down and have my way with her. 


However, I still had my sensibilities
and a functioning mind. In the end, Lydia was pressuring her and then
I asked her. Was that really what she wanted though? 


“Miki… you’re beautiful. I love
your tail, it’s bushy and swings back and forth cutely when you
walk. Your 8 other tails are pretty too, they’re like a flower
springing from your back. I love you, and even though you’re a
slave, I want to see you as my family. So, I don’t want to do
anything to hurt that. Do you understand?” 


Miki finally met my eyes, and then
nodded shakily. “M-master… please, you saved my life. You stuck
by my side. You even gave up everything to keep me with you. I love
you… okay? I can’t stop thinking about it, so please, do it with
me, okay?” 


“Okay…” 


We stood there, staring at each other
awkwardly for a minute before Miki blushed and lowered her head.

“I don’t know what to do… I’ve
never done anything like this before. Master will have to lead me.”


“Huh! I barely know what I’m doing,
previously, Lydia took control and I was just following her lead!” 


“Eh? You’re the man and not even a
virgin! You definitely have to!” 


“Okay! Okay…” I sighed, still
wondering why anyone would even be interested in me. “In that case…
let’s start by taking off our clothing.”

Miki’s arms moved to her shirt but
then paused. “C-can Master take off my clothes?” 


“Ah… yes… as long as Miki does
mine.” 


“Okay…” 


I slowly walked up to Miki and then
started to strip her one piece of clothing at a time. She only stood
there blushing shyly, her embarrassment increasing with every article
that dropped to the floor. It was shockingly intimate, and I felt a
strange closeness with her. I pulled off her skirt, and then one
stocking at a time. She lifted her leg to help but otherwise left me
to do everything else. 


Her small breasts were exposed, which
barely fit my palms. She had two cherry pink nubs which were
radically different from Lydia’s more curvaceous naked body. I knew
it was rude to compare their bodies, but that was the only experience
I had. She was small, thin, and delicate. I had finally unwrapped her
entirely, except that her panties were still on. 


I had never actually bought Miki any
real clothing, as we had been expelled from Chalm before that could
happen. These panties were actually Lydia’s. As a result, they were
a little loose and hung low. I could already see the pale fur above
her slit. She had never bothered to shave it as Lydia did, but she
didn’t seem to have a lot of hair down there naturally. Plus,
because it was so faint in color, it didn’t look bad at all. 


I reached out hesitantly, pausing as my
hands touched the hem of her panties. I looked up into her eyes and
she nodded for me to continue. I slowly slid her panties down,
revealing her bare pussy. It looked untouched, like a flower. There
was no pink exposed, the outer skin folding over and revealing just a
perfect pale mound with a slit down the middle. She looked exactly
like the virgin she claimed to be. I gulped. 


“M-my turn.” Miki began to strip
me, her hands shaking as she undid my shirt and belt. 


When she finally pulled down my
underwear, my penis had caught on the edge of the pants and then
bounced out with a spring. This caught her off guard and she let out
a little cry. 


“You’d seen it before…” I
teased her, remembering the two cleaning me unabashedly. 


She did turn shy when touching my penis
back then, but she was going with Lydia’s flow. I remembered it
took everything for me to not get an erection and surprise the girls
shamelessly. 


“It… wasn’t hard before…”
Miki responded shyly. “It’s even bigger than before.” 


“Hah… is it?” I didn’t really
notice. 


“H-how big is it… compared to
others…” She asked, looking down and speaking very quietly. 


“About average… probably.” I
admitted. 


“Oh…” 


I didn’t have a whale penis or
something stupid like that. If I did, I would have way more
confidence. My penis was regular sized, thank you very much.
Although, I heard that if you lost weight, your penis would be larger
in comparison. In that respect, maybe my dick was a little bit
bigger, or at least it appeared to be bigger in relation to my body. 


Miki stood back up and held out her
arms, “I’m done…” 


My hands reached out and touched the
bare skin of her sides, she jumped for a moment, but then looked up
at me and put a weak, nervous smile on her face. Even though her body
was shaking, her expression looked determined. Looking down at her
cute, small, naked body, my reservations were crumbling. I cared
about Miki. I liked Miki. Lydia even had given me the okay. There was
literally nothing standing in my way. 


I wrapped my arms around her and kissed
her as I held her body closely. She made a moaning noise as our naked
bodies pressed together and our tongues explored each other’s
mouths. She was just as soft as I expected. Her pale skin was
virtually untouched. Lydia had many scars on her back, abuse suffered
after she had been abandoned. However, she was a strong girl that
pushed forward. Miki’s damage wasn’t physical, but emotional. She
had been abandoned by everyone she loved, and thus feared being
rejected. I had no desire to ever reject her again. 


Our bodies fell back onto the bed, and
as we kissed, she instinctively spread her legs and wrapped them
around my hips. As I was kissing, I was humping her slightly, and my
dick was rubbing against her pussy. I could feel it getting really
wet, and my dick slid freely. 


“It feels really good.” Miki moaned
in my ear. 


I agreed, it felt really amazing, the
bottom shaft of my penis kept sliding up and down her slit wetly, and
it sent fireworks shooting through my spine. However, it wasn’t
sex. I had to be in her for it to be sex, right? Yet, I kept
thrusting and it just kept rubbing up against her wet clit. I could
probably cum like this, but it wouldn’t feel as satisfying. I
realized I wanted to be inside her and cum inside her. 


I tried to recall back to my time with
Lydia, and then I remembered that she had reached down and grabbed my
dick when I couldn’t get it in. She had lined it up with her pussy
before I thrust it into her. That’s right, it wouldn’t just go in
if you kept humping, you needed to use your hands and ease it in. 


I pulled away and then grabbed my dick.
It was really wet and sticky. There was a lot of liquid down there.
In fact, a little liquid squirted out as I was looking, a pool of it
soaking the bed under her in a growing wet circle.

“You already came?” I asked in
surprise. 


Miki blushed and looked away. “You…
can keep going… I want Master to finish.” 


“I’m going to put it in now.” 


“It wasn’t in?” Miki gasped. 


“Ah, bear with it.” I lined my dick
up the best I could, and this time I was careful pushing it into her.


“Ahhhhnnn!” She let out a cry a lot
louder this time. “It hurts…” 


I froze for a moment. It wasn’t like
I didn’t read or look at porn. I knew it was supposed to hurt, but
Lydia didn’t make a peep when I stuck it in. Rather, she looked
very ecstatic, while Miki was grimacing in pain. 


“Should I stop?” I asked. 


“N-no… keep going.” Miki said,
even though her eyes were squeezed shut. 


I pushed myself inside Miki. Her pussy
felt really tight. It was a lot harder to get it in than with Lydia.
Miki’s small hands held my arms and they tightened each time I
pushed it in a little. Finally, I managed to get it in the whole way.
We were both panting. 


“M-master… I love you.” Miki
whimpered, her expression not of anger that I hurt her, but pure
love. 


At that point, I realized things with
Miki wasn’t any different than with Lydia. We loved each other, we
were together, and I had no plans to lose either of them. What I felt
with Lydia was unique, but so was what I felt with Miki. Both girls
were my lovers, and it didn’t diminish either one when I loved the
other. 


“You’re so beautiful,” I
whispered, stroking her cheek. 


“Please… Master… I already came.
I want Master to cum too.” 


“You could get pregnant.” 


Miki shook her head. “9-tailed foxes
aren’t able to have babies. Too close to death.”

“I-is that so? But you’re not like
other foxes.” 


“Mm… that’s because I have
Master. If Master makes me pregnant, I will happily have it.” 


“O-okay…” I started moving my
hips again, and she let out a gasp as it slid out. 


There was deep red blood on my dick. I
didn’t panic though. Like I said, this was normal. In fact, this
not happening to Lydia was the oddity. Actually, Lydia was raised as
a courtesan. She may have been a “virgin” in that she never had
sex, but they had her certainly practice sexual techniques. That
meant, at some point, she’d probably broken her hymen. A courtesan
couldn’t be bleeding all over the place during sex, although there
were probably some men who would pay for that, those men probably
wanted the inexperience that Lydia lacked. 


I slid myself back into Miki, and then
out again. Our movements started to pick up speed. Each time I slid
into her, she winced, but that was only for the first few minutes.
Soon, her breath started to come out in a pant. It went in and out,
and I could feel her tight pussy around my dick. 


We kissed, and then kissed again, our
bodies holding each other tightly. Now, we were definitely having
sex. Miki was my girl, my slave, and I was enjoying her and her body.
I felt very happy and ecstatic. I grew more enthusiastic, and soon my
hips were pushing into her face. Her pale face remained flushed as
her panting grew more and more ragged. 


“I’m going to cum…” I
announced. 


“M-me too…” She admitted,
blushing. 


Her pussy started to climax first, and
the sucking feel of it was pulling my dick in. She was tighter, and
the feeling was a lot stronger for her. I seriously felt resistance
trying to pull out. It was more than I could bear, so I pushed myself
as deep as I could go, and then my penis erupted. Hot gobs of semen
flowed out of my tip, disappearing deep inside Miki. 


“Ahn… I’m cumming!” She cried
out, “It’s inside… I feel it, Master’s cum…” 


She panted, a whining moan coming out.
She rubbed her face against my chin affectionately while she let out
a high-pitched moan. Finally, as the sucking sensation slowly
diminished, so did her orgasm. She really lasted a long time. Lydia
orgasmed in like ten seconds and then was ready for round two. A
tiger could bang a hundred times a day, so to speak. Miki had a much
longer orgasm. It was like once she started cumming, she couldn’t
stop. It lasted nearly a minute long, which was torture on my penis.
By the end, I felt like every ounce of cum had been sucked out of me
by her thirsty womb. 


I kissed Miki again and then hugged her
tightly, remaining in this position. We stayed like that, saying
nothing and doing nothing. We just let our naked, sweaty bodies
merge, permeating in our lust. 


The door opened, interrupting our
silence as a head poked in rudely. It was Lydia. She was glowering
and she had her cheeks puffed out. 


“Are you done yet?” She asked. 


I covered the pair of us with a sheet
and rolled off of Miki, “Y-yeah… we’re done.” 


I felt a little awkward. Even though
she sent me up here to do this, I felt like I was caught cheating on
my girlfriend. Miki was blushing, covering her face with a pillow. 


“I… want it…” Lydia suddenly
said, still standing at the door pouting. 


“Huh?” I didn’t understand what
she meant until she blushed. “Wait… now?”

“You said be honest! I want it
because I want it!” She burst into the room and then ripped off her
clothing. 


“L-Lydia!” Miki let out a cry. 


“Ah… shouldn’t I clean up? After
all…I’m all sticky and I smell like, I mean I’m covered in
Miki’s um…” 


Miki blushed, “S-sorry…” 


Lydia shook her head, jumping on the
bed. “Miki is family, so it’s fine if I taste Miki on you.”

There was little point struggling after
that. The tiger was in the room, and now there was two prey. She
pounced on the pair of us without regard. She also started teaching
Miki many of the things she knew. 


“You can do that… with your mouth?”
Miki said in wonder as Lydia licked my dick clean. 


“Here, try it…” 


“I-it’s salty…” 


“That’s because that’s what Miki
tastes like,” Lydia explained. 


Miki looked down guiltily. “S-sorry…”


“I like the way Miki tastes.” Lydia
said, suddenly licking Miki’s lips which were wet and causing her
to blush. 


“O-oh… k-keep teaching me!” 


I was completely helpless. I felt I was
being bullied now. I was at the mercy of these two women! Aren’t I
their master? 


“Lydia…” Miki spoke shyly as the
night wore on.

“Yes?” Lydia asked, stroking my
shaft while Miki cupped the balls. 


“From now on… let’s always share…
okay? In everything.” 


Lydia blinked for a second and then
smiled. “Mm! If Master wants one of us, he has to have both of us!”


I didn’t take it seriously at the
time, but Lydia always meant what she said. From then on, if I wanted
either girl, the other was always present. My romantic life from then
on only existed as threesomes. It was fine, I could just manage to
keep up with both girls, although it was hard on my hips. However, I
didn’t know what I would do if there was a third slave girl that
came along. That seemed unlikely though.




[image: 47]


[image: t]

he days began to finally move into a routine. Every morning, we’d get up, make breakfast, and then go out securing one home after another. There were no more attempts to ambush us after we got rid of the eldritch, and the ghosts seemed to be on the run. One house at a time was claimed, sanctified and any ghosts were quickly dealt with. If we encounter a group of more than four or five, we might create a spirit fire circle and send them running. 


	
	
	


“Master… I found more ectoplasm!”


Furthermore, the ghosts dropped the
item ectoplasm, another ingredient in alchemy. In the past, we had
ignored the bluish goo that spawned after a ghost fell, thinking it
to just be left over monster mush. Well, when Miki announced it was
an expensive ingredient used in many recipes in the books she was
going through, suddenly I felt like an idiot for throwing all of that
coin away. 


Speaking of which, our main goal from
the beginning had been to acquire wealth. In that respect, we already
ransacked about 50 gold coins worth of money from shops, bedrooms,
and stashes. We wouldn’t even need to enter the mansion before we
acquired all 100 gold coins necessary to pay off our debt. 


Ectoplasm wasn’t used in any potions
we really needed to make right now. However, I wasn’t going to let
coin be lost. We could still sell it and make a profit when we could
afford to leave for the capital city for a while. Before we made that
journey, I wanted my storage ring back though. Still, ghosts were
usually rare, which meant ectoplasm was rare and thus valuable to
sell. The only problem was the collection process. 


“Eh!” Miki cried out and slipped on
a puddle, landing where a bunch of ghosts had just been slain.

“Miki, are you okay?” I asked,
running over to her. 


“M-master… it’s all over.” Miki
said tearfully. 


Ectoplasm was really sticky and
viscous. The collection took some time and if you weren’t careful
it got everywhere. That was Miki’s case right now. She had blue
globs all over her body and dripping down her hair. 


“It’s slimy master…” She cried.

“Hehe…” Lydia giggled. “Miki
looks like a girl who accidentally gotten eaten by a slime!” 


That was an expression in this world.
An adventurer who accidentally got eaten by a slime is like calling
someone a novice or a newb. In this case, it had the double meaning
that she truly did look like a slime had gunked all over her. Lydia
turned over to me and stuck out her tongue. While she had her back
turned to Miki, Miki’s mischievous smile flared. 


Miki casually scooped up some
ectoplasm, pulled on the back of Lydia’s pants, and then dumped it
down her crack.

“Ahhhhn! It’s cold!” Lydia
screams. “Master… punish her!” 


“She started it!” 


“Ahh… it’s going lower, it’s
all over, master, it’s gushing…” Lydia looked like she was
about to cry now too. 


I sighed, used to these kinds of things
happening during our daily trips. “Let’s claim the bathhouse
next. I’ll clean you girls up.” 


According to the map, the bathhouse was
only a few streets over. The girls were especially motivated, and it
took almost no time at all to clear out the ghosts. I filled the
bathtub and we even managed to get the heater going so that the water
was hot. After that, we found some soap and I managed to clean the
girls thoroughly. 


They were right, it really did get
everywhere. I had to get in especially deep in some places to remove
all the gunk. I ended up getting too excited and after we were done,
I had to wash them again. Life is funny that way.  
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fter our bath and around dinner time, we took a portal back to the house. No use risking getting dirty in a fight with a stray ghost when we could go there quickly. I had experimented with portal a bit in recent days. After my death, I wanted to see to what limit I could push the dungeon points to my advantage. 


	
	
	


Thus, after using portal, I did a skill
reset. I found that I only got 4 points back. It seemed like if I
used a point to activate a skill, then that point would not be reset
until the cooldown had passed. I was hoping to cheat the system. If I
could reset my points and get all 5 back, it was possible I could
bypass portal’s long cooldown entirely. That didn’t seem to be
the case. It was one point per portal. I could waste all four free
points minus one for reset and still have 4 portals a day, but then I
would have no other skills. 


On the other hand, I could use 4
different skills and only use the point for portal when or if I
needed it. The problem was that portal was a bit of an emergency, and
it took time for me to reset, reactivate my skills, and then select
portal. It’d take 5 seconds normally to cast portal. Doing it that
way would take almost a minute. It was not a great method, although I
still had return as another escape method.  

Dungeon point skills weren’t the only
ones I was testing out. I didn’t want to test any abilities in
combat again like I did against that eldritch. At least, if I did,
it’d be in a very controlled circumstance. Even though I knew I
could be resurrected if I died again, that didn’t mean I liked
dying. I wouldn’t use an unknown ability again until I was certain
what effect it would have. Skill Analysis went a long way to this
effect. 


The skill analysis simply told me what
skills I had. I could do the same to anyone else in my party as well.
It didn’t seem to work on monsters or other people. At the moment,
I was a level 18 white mage. The skills I had were Weak Heal, Remove,
Curse, Weak Heal Poison, Refresh, Group Heal, Divine Aura, Harm
Undead, Holy Circle, Create Water, Light, Detect Magic, Sanctify
Land, Cure Disease, Mana Up, Moderate Heal Poison, Create Cushion,
and Stun Undead. 


White Mage seemed to be a class
dedicated to fighting necromancers. It could be considered their
polar opposite.  Most of the new skills are pretty
self-explanatory. Create Cushion was a little weird. It created a
cushion wall. If a teammate was blown back, or if someone fell from a
distance, this wall would make their landing like hitting a pillow.
It was very useful, but I found I rarely could cast it in time to do
any good. 


Hero was at level 13. I had Return,
Switch Position, Party Status Up, Give Life, Basic Swordsmanship,
Charm Up, Sense Life, Protect, Evil Eye, Skill Analysis, Quick
Attack, and Low Regen. Low Regen allowed me to heal slightly faster,
but it only worked on me. Quick Attack was a sword attack that was
far better suited for Lydia, although it turned out she had it
already. She was delighted I had the same skill that she did. Evil
Eye seemed seriously strong, but actually, all it did was allow me to
see a monster’s weakness. That was actually a pretty good ability.
This world had no system that explained the rules, so any skill that
gave away any information without tedious trial and error was deeply
appreciated. 


Slave Master was now at 6. This gave me
the skills Slave Taker, Order Slave, Punish Slave, Truth Slave, Slave
Loyalty, and Slave Status Up. I had really hoped that the Slave
Master wasn’t such a brutal job. None of the names in it made me
feel good. Order Slave and Punish Slave were two skills I simply
refused to use. I wouldn’t even test them to see how they worked.
Truth Slave was passive. I could tell when Miki was lying with
unnatural clarity. As Lydia was only technically a slave, she didn’t
gain the status up boost or the slave loyalty boost. 


As far as slave loyalty, the only test
I could do was equip and unequip the job and ask Miki how she felt. I
asked her to think about some negative thoughts about me. In the end,
the best answer I could get was that when she thought about
monopolizing me for herself and not letting Lydia have me at all, the
feelings felt more uneasy when I had Slave Master equipped. It was
hard to describe, but she felt encouraged to avoid betraying my
trust. 


The only other skill I had bothered to
level a bit was Merchant. It was up to level 4 now. The skills were
Haggle, Upsell, and Calculation, with another empty duplicate skill
thrown in there, probably Charm Up if I had to guess. Calculation
just made it easier to deal with numbers. That meant when I was
reviewing my skills like right now, hero and merchant were the best
jobs to have equipped, one to let me analyze my skills, and the other
to let me crunch the numbers.  
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fter dinner, the next thing I did was practice writing. Miki did teach me a little bit, but mostly I worked on getting comfortable making the letters. Since we had the entire general stores supply of paper and ink, I had plenty to work with. Finally, when I felt I was ready, I began to transcribe an entire book. The book I chose was a small fictional story that we had found on someone’s bedside. It was absolutely the shortest one. 


	
	
	


My scribing wasn’t the best, and I
kept getting hand cramps. When I did, Lydia would come over and rub
my hands until they felt better. Then, I got back to writing.
Finally, after three nights, I had managed to finish the story.
Although the original book had art pictures and mine was just text, I
still felt accomplished. 


{You have transcribed a book in a
language you do not know. You have unlocked the job: linguist.} 


So… I didn’t get a transcribe job,
but something called a linguist. I quickly equipped it. 


{Translate has been unlocked.} 


Translate wasn’t an amazing skill,
but it wasn’t a sucky one either. It allowed me to tease out the
meaning of words by using context. It wasn’t to the point I could
read, rather, it had a more of a how-to fish feel than just giving me
the fish. I could break down words and determine things based on
context. This wasn’t the miracle ability I had hoped, but with
Miki’s help, I was starting to learn how to read and write in the
common tongue. In a few more weeks, I’d probably be at Miki’s
level. Of course, all the reading I was making her do, she was also
improving as well. 


After having a night cuddled with my
two girls, we woke to a sound outside. No, it was more than a noise,
it was a commotion. It sounded like a few dozen people talking. We
quickly got dressed, putting on our tattered adventuring equipment.
This week had been rough and we had worked hard. My spells kept our
bodies together, but none of us were leather workers, clothing
menders, or equipment manufacturers. Our equipment that looked clean
and new a week ago now was looking pretty haggard. 


Looking out the window and down the
street, my eyes widened. Standing outside the barrier was a massive
group of people. Standing at their head was a familiar face too. I
opened the door and stepped out. I had a big smile on my face and
started running to greet them happily. However, then I remembered
that a little over a week ago, I had parted from them in really bad
terms, and I was still a bit miffed at how they had treated Miki. Now
that Miki was my very important lover, I’d be even less tolerant. 


By the time I reached the Guild Master,
I had crossed my arms and given him a stern look. “What are you
doing here?” 


The Guild Master gave a gentle smile
and then bowed. “You really have been living in Old Chalm this last
week. I’m amazed.” 


“You get used to the ghosts after a
while.” I shrugged. 


The Guild Master nodded, then a guilty
expression formed on his face. “We heard from Figuro that you
needed to be resurrected, yet still you came back to keep fighting.”


I glanced back at the two girls as they
approached, Miki hiding slightly behind Lydia. “I had to. I want a
home for the people I care about. That means doing things that are
hard sometimes.” 


The Guild Master smiled, nodding his
head. “Thank you, Deek.” 


He suddenly flipped a coin and I caught
it. I looked at the coin in my hand. It was the same hero token I had
thrown to the ground a week ago.

“I’m not…” I immediately tried
to hand it back. 


He lifted his hand. “You were right…
about everything, Deek. This place was once our home too, yet we were
so terrified that we left it and never looked back. Only a true hero
would have the bravery to face death and fight like this. When you
left last week, you said that we could come and help reclaim Old
Chalm. That is why we are here.” 


“R-really?” My eyes widened but
then narrowed. “None of that prejudice bull crap?” 


“None…” A pudgy man walked out.
“Your rules. Everyone here Is 100% dedicated to reclaiming Old
Chalm and making it open for all people.” 


“Mayor…” 


The man shook his head. “I’m not
anymore. I’ve stepped down from my position. I realized that I had
a thing or two to learn about real leadership. Sometimes, simply
keeping the peace isn’t always what is right.” 


“Not the mayor… then who is leading
you right now?” I asked. 


Suddenly, all of the eyes turned to me,
the Guild Master speaking up first. “Why… you are.”  
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’m still a little hesitant here.” I said, spinning the coin in my hand. “It still feels like you’re just trying to get me to work for you.”


	
	
	


The Guild Master winced. “We know…
you showed us nothing but goodwill, and we exploited that goodwill
for our own convenience. I’m sure you had your own reasons for
doing what you did, but the results still should have been properly
rewarded. First, we want to guarantee you that everyone here is happy
with your spirit friend. Actually, you may notice the groups a bit
larger right now.” 


I nodded. “Actually, yeah, there seem
to be more people than I remember the city having.” 


The Guild Master nodded. “We used
that 50 gold and bought about 3 dozen slaves from Figuro. As we
incorporated them into our city, a lot of the older ones had some
pretty interesting stories to tell. According to them, your foxgirl
friend often helped those that were passing away find peace. She was
the only one who would sit with the sick and the ill, and it is said
that anyone who sat by her died with a smile on their faces

“For those that weren’t sick, that
story was warped to her bringing them to death herself, but the
elderly were determined to set the record straight with everyone now
that they weren’t stuck in cages.”

An old man stepped forward, he was a
bunnykin just like the innkeeper who had scorned Miki a week ago. He
suddenly bowed down, his old bones creaking as he did, the action
clearly painful for him to do. He also had tears in his eyes. 


“My wife and I were both slaves. They
considered me still healthy when my wife became really ill. She was
taken away from me and moved to your wagon, Miki. They tell me that
you gave her your blanket at night so she wasn’t cold, and told her
stories. They say just before she passed away, she whispered
something into your ear. Do you, by chance remember what it is?” 


Miki looked out from behind Lydia and
then nodded. “Yes… I remember. Her words were, ‘The stars are
always beautiful when you’re around.’” 


The man shook and started to tilt over,
unable to remain bowed. Two men quickly caught him and straightened
him out. He looked up at Miki, with tears in his eyes, and smiled. 


“Thank you. On our first date, nearly
50 years ago, I planned a date to go star watching, but the weather
turned bad and it ended up storming us out. I was really upset that
our date went bad, and those were the words she told me. They mean
that she died at peace, and wanted me to know it. Thank you… Thank
you, Miki!”

More people started stepping out, also
shouting their thank you. Miki was bright red, her body shaking
slightly. I smiled and reached over, patting her head affectionately.
People started coming up and shaking her hand passing the barrier to
do so, one at a time. Her tails were visible now with her current
level of spiritualist, and some people complimented her. At first,
she was frightened, but as more and more people came to wish her
goodwill, a small smile formed on her face. 


While this was going on, the Guild
Master also stepped past the barrier and stood next to me. He pulled
out a bag and then dropped it in my hand. I looked down at it, it was
very heavy. 


“What is this?” I asked. 


“One hundred gold coins.” The Guild
Master coughed. “The merchant caravan seemed to be a bit early this
season. We wanted to get a message down to you, but we weren’t
certain where you were in old Chalm. This is what we owe you, what we
truly owed you. I said that we honor our debts. I mean it. Take this
and pay off your girl. Let us reclaim this city with a clean slate.”


“Eh? Does master have man tears
again?” Lydia asked. 


I wiped my cheeks. “No, just
something in my eye this time.” 


Although I was happy with Lydia and
Miki by my side, it was a bit lonely being in this ghost town alone.
It’d still take months to reclaim the city on my own. However, all
of these people here could speed up the reclamation project to a week
or less. As I looked around and more townspeople walked into old
Chalm, it truly felt like a family that had broken apart coming back
together. Even the traumatized adventuring guild secretary took a
step past the barrier, and while she looked uneasy, she was smiling
too.  


“Are you ready to rebuild this city?”
The former Mayor asked, joining the pair of us. “Don’t worry, if
you need help, I’m good with logistics.” 


I looked around and the couple hundred
people around me. Some of them I knew well, some of them I had never
met. 


“Alright… Let’s begin.”  
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ou can see that she has formed 8 spirit tails.” The doctor sighed bitterly, “She cannot be saved. She is a nine-tailed foxkin!” 



	
	
	


“I-is there nothing we can do?” The
man asked, holding his wife as she bawled uncontrollably into his
shoulder. 


The person that no one was consoling
was me. It all started a few days ago when I had suddenly grown ill.
Immediately prior to maturation, most foxkin had a period of
low-energy and depression, but for me, it was many times worse. I
spiked fevers so severe that even after running to the mountains and
fetching back ice twice, my family was still worried I would cook.
That should have been the early warning sign, but no one wanted to
accept it. 


Prior to that, I was a normal girl from
our village in Dioshin. Dioshin was a country ruled by a hierarchy
where the species matter. Foxkins weren’t particularly high up in
status, but our small village was 95% foxkin, and so it was never an
issue like it was in Bestial, the capitol. As a result, I was a happy
girl. My beauty even caught the eye of several boys, who were waiting
for me to reach maturity before they started courting me. I used to
play pranks on them because I liked seeing them grow flustered. For
some reason, this seemed to make them like me more. Some had already
given my parents several furs and meat that they hunted which was a
sign of showing interest. Simply put, my prospects for a good life
were high. 


Then came the sickness, and I knew
something was wrong almost immediately. The air around me felt wrong.
I felt a pain that started in my tail and spread throughout the rest
of my body. Once the fevers passed, an overwhelming weakness overtook
me, and I was racked with constant pain and nausea. My parents tried
all kinds of medicines, but in the end, they were just trying to deny
the truth. 


The doctor was finally brought over, a
bullkin with hulking shoulders, and he announced the verdict. I had
hoped it was only two tails. With two tails, I could have continued
to live a normal life. I’d be less desirable, but my looks were
enough that I still had the chance to marry. 


However, I had feared I’d have three
tails. That alone would make me a pariah. My marriage prospects would
dry up, and my only hope was to migrate to the neighboring country of
Aberis and avoid slavers until I could become an acolyte of the
church. I heard that three-tailed foxes had uses for the human
church. If I stayed in Dioshin, I’d be forced to live on the
outside of town. The only ones who would trade with me were other
multi-tailed foxes and a few others who weren’t superstitious, like
the frogkin and the birdkin. However, my life as I knew it would be
over. 


However, the reality was far worse than
even a three-tail. A least as a three-tail, my mother and father
might still acknowledge me. However, that kind of thing stopped at
four tails. A nine tail might as well be the cruelest curse
imaginable. Not only would she lose everything, but her death would
be almost assured. There was a rumor that an eight-tailed fox had
lived a long life by training a job called spiritualist. However, to
animalkin everywhere, a spiritualist was an outcast job. There was no
information on how to obtain this job, and I certainly couldn’t do
it while I was in Dioshin. 


After the doctor left, mother collapsed
on a chair near my bed. She looked completely lost, weeping
uncontrollably. Dad stood nearby, staring into the fire with a strong
drink in his hand. 


“Mother…” I said weakly. “It’s
okay… I’ll definitely get better…” 


Mother shook for a second, but she
didn’t glance over at me at all. I wanted her to just smile once
more and not worry about me. I reached out to touch her hand. A
second before I touched it, father took three steps over and then
slapped my hand away painfully. My eyes widened in shock as my hand
stung from his hit. Father had never hit me before in his life. 


“Enough!” He snarled, staring down
at me as if he didn’t even recognize me. “Haven’t you done
enough! You must leave this house immediately!” 


Even as he scolded me, mother didn’t
look my way at all. As I saw her lost eyes, I realized that to her, I
was already dead. Fear and pain racked through my body, but I knew I
was no longer welcome in that home. When the two left the house for a
bit, I slowly worked my way to my feet. Waves of pain and nausea shot
through me, but I forced myself to pack a bag. I wasn’t taking
much, and nothing of value. Just clothing and soap. However, halfway
before I was done, a wave of dizziness struck me, and suddenly the
world turned sideways. 


When I regained consciousness, I was
back in my bed, although I had no clue how much time had passed. I
felt even weaker than before. This time, no matter how much I tried,
I couldn’t get myself out of bed. My parents didn’t acknowledge
me. Their eyes passed through me when they looked at my bed. They
went about their days as if I was already dead. I could hear mom weep
every night. 


However, even with all of that, I knew
my parents loved me. Someone had picked me up and put me back into
bed when I had fallen. Every morning, I woke to a full pitcher of
clean water and a plate of food. They could have just left me to
starve, but I knew mother just couldn’t do it. They could have
picked my bed up and tossed me out the door, or threw me in a ditch.
That didn’t happen either. It had only been two weeks from the
moment I hit maturity, and I was so sickly I could barely keep my
eyes open. 


There was a knock on the door. My eyes
fluttered open and I watched mom answer it. It was a man, a human. I
couldn’t make out what was said, but dad was really angry.
Something about the man being a slave trader. Slave traders were
notorious for enslaving animalkin from Dioshin. The fact that one was
even bold enough to enter Dioshin was strange. However, as their talk
continued, dad glanced back at me, for the first time I saw concern
and just a hint of hope in his expression. 


Eventually, the human reached down and
grabbed me, picking me up from my bed. I had lost so much weight that
it was easy to carry me at this point. He looked down at me and
smiled kindly. 


“My name is Figuro. I’m a slave
trader. If you keep going as you are, you will assuredly die. If you
sell yourself into slavery, there is a chance you can find a way to
continue to live. Will you become a slave?” 


“I… just… don’t want to
inconvenience… my family, anymore.” I struggled to say. Please…
take me away.” 


“Okay.”
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he day that Figuro took me away from my family was a sad day, but also happy. I was sad that my life as I knew it was over. I was happy that I would no longer be a burden on my family. I didn’t even care if Figuro dumped me in a ravine five minutes after taking me away from home. I just wanted to leave my parents peacefully. I didn’t want them to have to deal with my dead body. I shakily signed his paperwork and became a slave. To my surprise, he didn’t throw me away but gave me life-saving medicines. The pain was still there, but it was more manageable. I also gained enough strength that I could feed myself and hobble around when I had to. Eventually, Figuro introduced me to my new Master. He wasn’t the priest I had hoped for, but an old, blind alchemist. 



	
	
	


“I’m so close to death anyway, this
child’s presence is soothing.” The old man said. 


For six months, I trained under the
man. He taught me many things, but most importantly he made medicines
that helped give me strength. They were expensive medicines, but he
had been storing up stuff for years, and with no one to pass it all
on to, he used it generously. The thing he made most of all was a
pain killer. He used it frequently to deal with his many aches and
pains, and once I learned to make it, he let me keep some of the
extra to help me manage my own pain. 


I grew addicted to the pain killer, and
began to make it generously, sometimes even doing it behind Master’s
back. However, it was the only way I could feel good anymore. Without
it, I could barely function. Master was completely dependent on it
too, and took it daily. On one particularly bad night, he tripled his
normal dosage. In the morning, he was dead. I buried Master, but I
felt the compelled desire to return to Figuro. It was a result of my
slave bond. 


He was traveling around the nation and
was distant from where my Master was. It took two months of traveling
alone to finally catch up to him. By the time I reached him, I had
run out of the spare medicine and even the pain killer. Shivering
from withdrawal and barely able to walk, I stumbled into the slave
caravan. With great pity, Figuro took me in. However, the medicines
he offered no longer worked after six months of taking stronger
stuff. Even that stuff had been losing its efficiency and wouldn’t
work any longer. The only options were a high-level priest who was
willing to heal me or the rarest potion known as elixir. I didn’t
hold my breath. 


At first, he housed me with the normal
slaves, but the animalkin all gave me ugly looks and avoided me like
the plague. Eventually, I was moved into the sick unit, surrounded by
those who were exceptionally old. Figuro worked on my behalf,
visiting church after church, but no one wanted to take a slave as
sickly as me. They didn’t want to take on that burden as my death
became inevitable. 


“There is one more place, the next
one on our route,.” Figuro said. “It’s a city that frees
slaves. They will even buy the sick, the old, and the poor. They
probably won’t have the resources to save your life, but at the
very least, you could die free…” 


“Heh…” I grimaced. 


It was a small concession. I could die
a free woman’s death. However, if this town was made up of slaves,
it was likely more prejudiced than Figuro gave it credit. They would
likely ignore a 9-tailed fox like me. 


I noticed a man looking at me
curiously. He was looking right at me. Most people would look right
past or ignore me. I was sickly, after all. Even after Figuro
explained what I was, he was still looking at me with interest. He
was a human, and looked a little scruffy. His eyes were puffy and it
looked like he hadn’t been taking care of himself. He wore a
mismatch of strange equipment without rhyme or reason. He was fit,
only slightly on the big side, but also a bit handsome. His eyes also
wandered down my body. He was the first man to look at me as a woman
in as long as I could remember. If I had the strength, I might have
blushed. 


“M-master!” A catgirl ran out, “You
came! You really came for me!” 


She cried and leaped into his arms. I
had been with the slave caravan for some time, and I had never seen a
slave so happy to be bought by someone. Seeing her crying and rubbing
against him while he laughed awkwardly was sweet. It was clear he
really cared about her. As he patted her head, I wondered what it
would feel like for him to pat my head and look me in the eyes. 


That night, I slipped into a coma, and
shortly after I died. The first thing I noticed was that the pain was
gone. The second thing I noticed was that noble. He was back again.
The slave behind him was no longer in rags, but she wore a beautiful
dress and she had a smile on her face of pure happiness. Whenever she
looked at him, her expression was happy. 


I felt a sense of longing inside me
that I never felt before. I wanted that. I wanted that feeling.
That’s right. Even though I died, I hadn’t managed to do
anything! I didn’t fall in love. I didn’t love someone in return.
I’ve never even done this or that… I don’t want to die! I don’t
want to be dead! I watched as he looked for a girl who could fight
ghosts. I had a closer relationship with ghosts than anyone! He
wanted someone who could read! I could read…ish… He was looking
at other slaves though. The memory of my mother shot into my mind.
Like with her, I was invisible to him. 


I closed my eyes and feeling my entire
world about to crumble, I said defiantly. “Hey… wouldn’t you
rather have me?” 


When my eyes opened again, the noble
was staring directly at me. He could see me? There was no mistaking
it. Despite everything, his eyes were on me. I would make sure his
eyes stayed on me! Even if I had to bully him, I didn’t want him to
ever look away!  
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