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cleaning up business in the small derelict village, I naturally
brought all the people there over to my city, Chalm. Their number
didn’t even exceed 50, but they, fortunately, had a good opinion
when it came to me. Furthermore, given the lack of support Lord Reign
had given them in the past, it didn’t take a lot to convince them
to abandon a couple of shacks. 



  


  As for the buildings, I had the dungeon
consume them. I wanted it so when Lord Reign investigated, there
would be absolutely nothing he could use. They became food for the
dungeon and were digested into miasma. The miasma we had taken from
the Widow’s Dungeon was volatile and it quickly dissipated once the
dungeon’s barrier was brought down. The miasma that was produced by
my own dungeon seemed to be different though. 



  Of course, I didn’t get any rewards
for dismantling my own dungeon, but at least I could keep the miasma.
I was able to collect it freely, even once the dungeon was gone. I
felt like I had some kind of affinity for this miasma. Rather than
feeling like it had a corrosive, destructive effect, it actually felt
calm and eager to be molded. 



  That’s when I came to the realization
that I had finally found my third source of concentrated mana. At the
moment, there were three things, which were best described as a
concentrated mana, which could be applied to skills to create new
skills. Any individual could only select one skill per mana source to
modify into a particularly powerful spell. 



  We had created a unique resurrection
spell, the god eye identification, a spirit fire enchantment, a
shadow imbued disguise and a powerful shadow attack, to name a few of
the combination skills my girls have gained using condensed mana as a
reagent. These mana sources came from the natural talents of Celeste
and Miki. Miki could create spirit fire using her nine-tails.
Meanwhile, Celeste could create fairy dust. 



  Now, a third source had arrived,
miasma. I could create miasma by creating a temporary dungeon and
dissolving items with it to extract their latent mana. However, upon
realizing I could do this, I found that Shao’s Shadow Knight
already had a similar ability. Dark Destruction was a recently
unlocked skill that could target an object and break it down into
miasma. It worked best with magical items and wasn’t as efficient
as turning things into a dungeon and dissolving them that way.
However, what it lacked in efficiency it made up for in ease of use. 



  I did eventually test out elemental
stones, but they are so common, that had they worked, the world would
have assuredly known about them. The stones do work as reagents. They
can enhance similar elemental skills to make them stronger. For
example, a firestone could increase the power of a fireball. An
intermediate mage might be able to produce the spell at the strength
of an advanced mage. If you have the combination skill, these items
can also be combined with neutral skills to give them an elemental
effect. 



  For example, my Divine Aura spell
combined with a fire stone could give a sword both a fire and a holy
effect for the duration of the spell. Considering undead are weak
against both fire and holy, this would have made those attacks more
powerful. 



  
	
	
	













  Although, I had some desires to keep
studying this system, and perhaps have each of the girls develop a
new skill with their miasma combination, I had other more important
things to worry about. Chalm was preparing for war.
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     wall?”
I asked as plans were put in front of me.


    “We’re in the wilderness,” the
mayor sighed. “And the larger our city is, the more we’re going
to attract various high-level beasts. More than that, if we’re
going to defend Aberis from external threats, we need to start
worrying about this level of security.”


    “Terra, would you be able to do it?”
I asked. 



    “Ah, yes, Master, I can have it done
today.” 



    “Today!” The mayor let out a noise
of shock. “The entire city? I was expecting this job to take
months!” 



    “It’s fine.” I patted his back.
“Just don’t worry about it too much. My girls will do what they
can today. Tomorrow, we’re going to be leaving.” 



    “What should we do?” Miki asked. 



    “Lydia… work with the new army
recruits. Teach anyone you can the sword. If they can gain the
swordsman job, that would be best. However, I’ll take any decent
fighting job.”


    “Yes, Master!” 



    “Miki, I want you to work on morale.
Check people’s moods and try to improve them. I want the residents
in a good state of mind. That way, they can be productive. When
you’re done with that, work with the alchemist to build up our
stocks of bombs and potions.” 



    “I will, Master.” 



    Celeste, check on your mother. If there
is any fairy dust, or waters of life, please store it. Don’t take
any if it will affect the growth of the fairy spring.


    “Y-yes!” 



    “Shao, Raissa, I need the two of you
with me.” 



    “M-me?” 



    “Hehe, Master, even now? It’s still
light out…” 



    I rolled my eyes, ignoring her
flirting. “We’re going to be doing the most important job. I want
to gather up a large number of magic stones and magic items we can’t
use. I’m going to create and implant a dungeon near town.” 



    “Y-you’re creating a dungeon?”
The mayor asked with fear painted on his face. “near the town?” 



    “This dungeon is a little different.”
I tried to explain. “Without it being sustained by a curse, it
won’t be able to grow or consume mana. We’ll have to feed it for
it to produce.” 



    “Wh-what is the point?” 



    “Raissa here is the world’s best
Dungeon Diver, so she’s going to help me build a dungeon to train
people.”


    Raissa’s face turned red. “B-best…
he says…”


    “All of our soldiers are low level.”
I explained to the mayor. “The quickest way to fix that is to have
them train in a dungeon. So, I’m going to create the circumstances
for them to kill mobs and level. It might end up being expensive to
start, but perhaps one day we can use the dungeon to access precious
metals and the like.”


    “You wish to farm it, like the great
dungeons?” 



    “Right now, a training place would be
enough.” I turned to Raissa and brought out a token. “Raissa,
will you be my Knight?” 



    “A… kn-knight?” 



    “You will be tasked with training my
soldiers. Teach them how to survive. Teach them how to fight to the
death. No one in this world fights seriously because they all live
with the knowledge that they can just be resurrected when they died.
I’m going to change that.” 



    “H-How so?” 



    “Easy… I’m going to put the fear
of death in them.”
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before, I used the dungeon creation skill. It was a once a day skill,
but it had been one day since I had used it last so I could use it
again. It was a bit of a frustrating spell. Worth 25 points, I had a
restriction where points couldn’t be recovered with reset when they
were in cooldown. So, that meant that I lost almost all of my dungeon
points for an entire day every time I used this spell. 



  


  However, I felt it was very important
to have a dungeon for the men to use. In time, I truly did hope that
it’d be like Dirage’s Dungeon for us, where it was a source of
income. The wilderness was a land ravaged by dungeons. They pulled
mana out of the soil, and the result was that farming was in short
supply. Other than hunting dangerous game, there were rather few ways
Chalm could make money. It had no exports. Even if I eventually got
the Orichalcum from Widow’s Dungeon, those profits would be
temporary and they wouldn’t help Chalm become self-sufficient. 



  I had many plans to help bring wealth
to Chalm. There was the fairy spring, which functioned the exact
opposite of dungeons, counteracting the curse. In fact, one day, I
hoped to be able to support the dungeon by using the mana from the
fairy queen. This would definitely take a delicate balance between
the two, and possibly my own support as well. 



  Some miners from the miner’s town
were sent out to survey the land with Adventurer’s as protection,
including the Guild Master himself. These were men who already set up
shop in the wilderness up north, so they weren’t afraid of looking
for other mineral deposits. If they failed to find anything, I might
depend on Terra and her mineral appraisal skill. Finally, it was my
idea to create our own dungeon for my people to use. 



  That had been Karr’s greatest
mistake. He had tied all of his money to selling water of life. In
the end, he sucked the land dry and allowed Karr’s Dungeon to
appear. I wouldn’t make the same mistake. 



  Thus, we used the miasma we had
obtained from the houses we deconstructed in the miner’s town, and
then created a new dungeon which I embedded into the ground. A new
dungeon would eventually construct ten floors, and then from there,
it would steadily grow. I helped this one along, bringing in
mana-infused items for the dungeon to digest. 



  As for the siren, she ended up as the
final floor ten boss. This wasn’t a problem, as Raissa would make
sure that no one ever attempted to take out the tenth floor. With the
dungeon created by my calm miasma and the boss monster being my own
tamed monster, I felt like I had a dungeon that fell in my control. 



  With the excess mana, I began to build
the dungeon. If I tried to build it based on my own expectations, it
might be too dangerous, so I instead used Raissa to come up with the
floor plans. I didn’t allow the dungeon to grow out as most wild
ones did. Most floors had a very particular path, or a clearly
defined maze. While I shaped it based on Raissa’s expert advice,
theming each floor as an educational experience that would teach
soldier’s a necessary skill, Shao brought in more magical items to
convert to miasma. 



  When the guild master returned, I also
got his opinions on what was necessary. By the end, we had a very
simple dungeon. If a normal dungeon was like a wild animal that would
bite people and savagely defend itself while eating as much as it
could, the dungeon I built was much more like a tamed puppy, eager to
please its master. 



  I gave the siren various orders. For
example, if a human did die in the dungeon, then the dungeon wasn’t
to eat their soul but expel it. These differences made this dungeon
completely safe for people. 



  After a full day of work, we had each
completed our project. It would be months before we could call these
jobs done, but time waited for no one. We had to just trust that
Chalm would build off the foundations we had left. We had a king to
save. 



  
	
	
	
















  {For creating a dungeon, you have
unlocked the job: Dungeon Builder.}
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next day, we had accomplished as much as we could. It wasn’t like
we were leaving for good. Every night, we returned to Chalm. However,
I could only really give us one solid day where we could just sit
back and focus on Chalm. Thus, I made sure to check everyone’s
progress before we left. I still had a job to do, and if we managed
to save the king, it would go a long way to surviving this conflict
against Lord Reign, especially if the Imperial Cloud Meadow joined
in. 



  


  I actually didn’t really know what I
was getting myself into. It wasn’t like I had been in any wars.
This wasn’t even a war from my own world. This was a war with
monsters, magic, and job classes. How the heck did I know what I was
doing? I said some things to the Knight simply to intimidate, but I
was intimidating a dead man. If I had to say the same words to Lord
Reign in his mansion, I’d assuredly keep my mouth shut. So, even
though I had declared war on Alerith, I wasn’t really planning on
making a move until I was ready. 



  I left Raissa behind. She protested a
bit, but once I revealed we were on the 25th floor, she had to admit
that her usefulness would be limited. Rather, she’d be more useful
to me if she worked with our new recruits, helping them pass through
the dungeon’s training program that the pair of us developed. Plus,
I didn’t tell anyone this, but I wanted her somewhere safe, given
that she was probably carrying my children. 



  Terra’s walls weren’t the cleanest
walls. They were more like vertical mounds of dirt. I looked at them
with a frown. 



  “S-sorry, Master, it was all I could
do in a single day.”


  “Nonsense!” The guild master, who
was also at the walls, declared. “This is splendid. Of course, it’d
still be nice to get a proper wall built, but for the moment, this
will do. “


  I decided he was right, so I wiped the
frown off my face and patted her head. Being able to erect a
twenty-foot dirt wall around a place in a single day was already
miraculous. To expect it to look like one of those stone fortresses
was simply me being greedy. 



  “With time, I’ll condense and
straighten the dirt!” Terra responded with a clenched fist. 



  My desire for better seemed to have
motivated her rather than depressed her. It looked like our wall,
like everything else, was going to be a long-term project. 



  After I checked on the wall, I went to
check on our soldiers. The city of Chalm, at the moment, had a
population of about 5,000. This was up from the original couple
hundred who lived in old Chalm. This included the refugees from the
bandits who are still ravaging the countryside of Aberis, the slaves
I purchased and then had sent to Chalm, Miner’s town, and then
those who were simply just interested in the opportunities of a
growing city and had heard about us. 



  Of those, we had about a hundred
Adventurers and about two hundred who were hired as city guards. The
adventurers couldn’t be expected to fight in internal disputes.
Unless Lord Reign attacks and threatens the safety of the citizens, I
couldn’t count on the guild master’s help. Those were his words,
although he said them with a bit of apology. He was willing to let
Chalm pay to have the adventurers train them, so that’s what we
did. 



  So, we had two hundred soldiers. I
considered bringing the sisters back from the Capitol to train them,
but I wasn’t sure I trusted Salicia with an army. Right now, Raissa
was training them survival skills, the Gladiator I saved from the
coliseum was training them to fight to the death, and Lydia only had
a short time to train them in swordsmanship. 



  
	
	
	

















  The Guild master was still stepping in,
but at the moment, I had no one to officially lead my troops. I would
need to continue to be on the prowl for more talented people.
Perhaps, I needed to hit up the slave market again.
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last place I visited before we left was the fairy spring. It was only
a five-minute walk from the mansion, but it truly was a different
place. The magic had already taken hold, and the spring was steadily
growing more concentrated. Apparently, a half dozen fairies had found
their way to the spring. They were flying around it seemingly without
a care in the world. 



  


  When I appeared, they hid from me, but
a certain fairy flew out in front. As she flew towards me, she grew
to full size and I recognized her immediately. 



  “Astria?”


  Astria smiled gently as she stepped
toward me. Her appearance was much different from the dark fairy I
remembered from the dungeon. All of the darkness which had warped her
features were gone, and her beauty came out in waves. Although I
never would have called Celeste undeveloped, something about how the
queen held herself screamed an adult maturity that her daughter
didn’t possess. 



  Her beauty was clear, and she held
herself in a way that exuded a great deal of sex appeal. It was
enough to stun me as she approached. That’s why I didn’t mount
any defense when she wrapped her arms around me and her lips met
mine. Her tongue didn’t hesitate to dart into my mouth. My head
buzzed dizzily, and I felt a bit like when I was under the siren’s
spell. Except, I had felt no sense of danger, and thus I quickly grew
lightheaded. 



  Our kissing grew more furious, and my
hands went for her breasts. Meanwhile, her hands dropped to my pants,
starting to unbuckle them. Just as things started to get hot, a voice
broke me out of this strange moment. 



  “Mother! What are you doing!” That
voice was none other than Celeste. 



  She flew into a gap between the two of
us, if there even was one at this point, and then exploded to full
size, pushing the pair of us apart. The kiss broke away, and my mind
finally started to come back to reason. As soon as I realized I had
almost violated Celeste’s mother right in front of her, a ferocious
blush covered my cheeks. 



  “C-Celeste… this, I’m sorry!” 



  I was afraid that Celeste would be
angry at me, but when she turned around, she looked more worried than
angry. 



  “I-I’m sorry, Master. I didn’t
think mom would act this way.” 



  “What do you mean? What’s going
on?” 



  As we spoke, Celeste had her hands on
her mother, but Astria barely looked at her. Instead, her eyes were
on me, and they held the glint like a woman in love. She looked like
if Celeste wasn’t holding her, she’d pounce on me again. 



  
	
	
	


















  Celeste blushed. “Mother was severely
damaged after the destruction of the Karr Dungeon. However, Karr
sacrificed his life and used it so Mother could have a new life,
which was how she was able to return to me. Regrettably, darkness had
done its toll on poor mother’s psyche… and now she’s stuck in a
state like a child. Although she still has the power of a fairy
queen, my mother’s mind has turned simple!”
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what Celeste was telling me. In short, Astria wasn’t firing on all
cylinders. I could accept that. In all honesty, her daughter didn’t
seem to fire on all cylinders some of the time, so it wasn’t too
hard to imagine. However, that still left me a bit confused.


  


  “Why did she try to kiss me then?”
I asked, diminishing the roll the both of us took. 



  Astria was still looking at me and even
licked her lips as if she wanted another taste. I was pretty certain
she had used some spell on me prior to cause me to temporarily lose
my reason. 



  Celeste looked at her mom helplessly
and shook her head. “I don’t know. Perhaps, she confused you for
my father, and in her simple state, she tried to reignite the love
she had for him? Or perhaps, the appreciation she felt for you
protecting me somehow warped and this is the only way Mother knows
how to express herself?” 



  “We can’t ask her ourselves?” I
asked. 



  Celeste shook her head sadly.
“Unfortunately, although she seems to have recovered all of her
fairy queen powers, she hasn’t spoken a word since she’s
returned.”


  “Well, I guess it’s fine then.” I
finally relaxed, accepting Celeste’s answer, even though I had a
feeling like there was something off about Astria. “I just wanted
to check. Since the fairy spring looks good, then there is no need to
worry.”


  “Yes, Master.”


  “We’ll be going soon, so I’ll be
returning to the mansion.” 



  As I said this, Astria looked very
disappointed. Celeste gave a helpless smile and nodded in
affirmation. As I walked away, Astria continued to look at me. I
still had a feeling like she wanted to eat me up or something like
that. Had it been any of my girls, I would have been extremely turned
on. However, Astria wasn’t young and innocent. She was a full-grown
woman, and I had a feeling she could teach me a thing or two. 



  Shaking off those lewd thoughts, I met
up with the girls. Celeste met up with us only a few moments later.
Of course, we had resupplied, gotten our armor and weapons
maintenance, and everything else. We were on the final, but also the
most difficult leg of this journey. It was time to finally unlock the
secrets of this dungeon. 



   “Has everyone done their
duties?” I asked. 



  “Yes, Master.” 



  I nodded and then opened up a portal.
We stepped back into the room on the 25th floor. If I
wasn’t immune to miasma, the place would probably feel very
oppressive. Compared to the higher floors, the mana here would be
much, much thicker. 



  “Master, what happened next?” Lydia
eagerly pointed to the murals. 



  That was right, I had forgotten to look
at them before. We were interrupted by the soldier with the letter.
Thankfully, he was the only one to come, and there was no one else
here waiting for us. I registered with the kiosk just in case and
then held my light up to the murals. 



  “Well, let’s see…”
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so many interruptions, I had to keep reminding myself of what I
already knew about this dungeon. It was a dungeon connected to
temptation, known as the Widow’s Dungeon. The level 10 boss was a
siren, while the level 20 boss was some kind of shapeshifter that
took on your preferred form. You could call that temptation and
deceit. 



    Meanwhile, we had a maid who coveted
her master, a master who cheated with his maid, and the mistress who
cheated on the master, and ultimately a murder most foul. The next
image showed a common woman arm-in-arm with a noblewoman. It was very
clear in the mural that one of them was dressed beautifully, while
the other was dressed quite plainly. Basically, the pair of them were
close, although it didn’t mention how this relationship came into
being. 



    Then, the pair of them ended up in
peril. They were assaulted by a monster and in a great deal of
danger. A hero swooped in and saved them. In a surprising twist, the
hero ended up falling in love with the common woman. Meanwhile, the
noblewoman looked on in jealousy. 



    If the noblewoman was the mistress, it
was likely that she was engaged to be married. This was just
conjecture, but I felt I was getting good at guessing at these kinds
of things. So, the mistress ended up marrying a man she didn’t
love. However, I didn’t know how the hero or the commoner fit into
it. Perhaps, the commoner was the maid. In that case, why did she go
after her friend’s man? 



    There was only one more mural to go,
and I wasn’t sure I’d understand the whole story even then. If
you thought about it, a newborn dungeon grew to 10 levels right away.
That was three murals to tell the story. However, as they grew, more
murals became available. I suppose one could call this a two-edged
blade. While yes, with each additional mural, the dungeon became
easier to solve, it was also five levels deeper. 



    At the point where you reach a great
dungeon, it would be near impossible to beat it by force. So, the
twenty or thirty murals should make it perfectly clear how to fix the
dungeon. If someone made it to the bottom, as long as they play their
cards right, they resolve the lore without ever needing to engage in
battle. While the curses could be forcefully expelled, the dungeon
lore had an intrinsic need to want to finish itself, so in a way, the
easiest path is the one no one takes. 



    I had a feeling that my understanding
of dungeons was radically different from most of this worlds. Then
again, I was a True Dungeon Diver. It wasn’t known how many others
had accomplished this feat, but compared to how many dungeons there
are, the number is pitifully few. 



    
	
	
	












    I explained what I could glean from the
murals to the girls. They made a face, not quite happy with the
answer. This might end up being lore that I couldn’t complete. Yet,
the biggest question of all was one that had nothing to do with the
mural. That question was, where was the King, and what had left him
trapped down here for the last two months!
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e left the level 25 save room and began to make our way to the
stairway. On the way, I had seen the orichalcum golem, but the girls
prevented me from chasing after it. No, it was best this way. We
couldn’t afford to spend all day looking for orichalcum. We needed
to progress on to the 26th floor. Since we had a good deal
of the 25th floor mapped out from chasing the boss all
day, it was pretty easy to get to the exit and leave. 




  


  I frowned as we ended up on the 26th
floor. This was because I didn’t see any bad guys. At my current
level, sense life could go quite a distance, and I could usually
always see a few red blips on my map at any given time. However,
since reaching level 26th, I hadn’t seen a thing. Sense
life even worked on hidden creatures that couldn’t be seen by a
normal eye, so this wasn’t simply the case of a monster hiding.


  “I don’t see anyone on this level?”
I murmured. “Is there any information on the 26th
level?” 



  The girls all shook their head and
Lydia spoke up. “Raissa said that anyone who made it this far
refused to give out any information.” 



  Although this seemed selfish on the
surface, and perhaps for some Dungeon Divers, it was, the vast
majority withheld information after a certain point to dissuade
people from risking their lives by going into a truly dangerous
place. 



  “There are also no traps. A fair
amount of treasure though.” 



  At first, my assumption was that this
was some kind of mimic level, but after looting some treasure chests
and not encountering a single hidden mob, a frown began to grow on my
face. As we moved deeper into this level of the dungeon, that frown
only deepened. There were many twists and turns. It was almost too
easy to become lost. 



  “This must be one of those labyrinth
levels,” Miki spoke up. 



  “Labyrinth levels?” 



  “The deeper you go…” Miki
explained. “The more themed levels become. In the great dungeons,
they say that some levels are actually entire ecosystems, complete
worlds, and biomes onto themselves. They are completely different
than with small dungeons. However, in Aberis, few have ever made it
deep enough to encounter one.”


  “What do you mean by a complete
world?” 



  “I mean cities, indigenous people,
even kingdoms,” Miki explained excitedly and then blushed. “I
mean, that’s just a rumor I was told. Some say that each level
connects to another world, and through dungeons, you can actually go
to another world.”


  “Really?” My eyes brightened. 



  Was that where the king was? Was he
trapped in a dungeon level that equates an entire world? It would
certainly make more sense. Wait… was there a dungeon that connected
with my own world? 



  Miki noticed my eyes and immediately
shook her head. “Master, this kind of dungeon level wouldn’t
appear until likely after 50. No one in Aberis has seen one, although
maybe the Imperial Cloud Meadow and Shie Gescar. However, before you
see those, you do see increasingly more complex levels, like this
one, a labyrinth.” 



  “So, this level is… a giant maze?”



  “The goal is for you to get lost and
not keep track. They use the treasure to distract you, but the goal
isn’t for you to be killed by a mob. It’s simple to become lost
and never find your way out.” Miki explained. 



  
	
	
	






















  I’ve said it before, but dungeons can
be very dangerous.
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n the end, the maze was vast, but my mapping skill was top notch. There
was no way I could become lost in this thing. My True Dungeon Diver
had unlocked a skill at level 28 called Pathfinder. It couldn’t
lead me to where I wanted to go, but it could lead me to where I had
been. Thus, no matter how complicated the map got, I could have led
us back to the entrance with ease. 



  


  Of course, with my portal ability, it
wasn’t too big of a deal since I could just portal to the entrance
if I needed to. The most advantageous way that I used it was to find
treasure. As soon as I detected it with detect treasure, all I had to
do was select it with pathfinder and I would instantly have a path
leading straight to the treasure, even if it was outside the area I
had seen on my map. Long gone were the days when I tracked an item
all the way, only to find that it was actually on the opposite side
of the wall down another corridor. I hated that in video games, and
it was ten times worse in real life! 



  After a solid day of searching, I went
home with the girls. After labyrinth work, we all ate dinner I
prepared, and then the girls went to work on their duties. Lydia and
Shao would train soldiers. Terra would work on the wall. Then, we’d
all meet up late at night and go to bed in my large manor bed. I was
a little worried about how long it would take to finish this level.
To date, it was the first one I couldn’t finish in a single day. 



  My worries were unfounded though,
because the very next day, around noon, we finally found the exit
leading down to the next floor. I cleared up the rest of the treasure
within view, but I kept finding more treasure that only popped up
upon getting the next treasure.


   It was clearly a temptation to
slowly lead you away and help get you lost. This wasn’t a problem
for me though, because my map and the pathfinder made both finding
the treasures and returning easily. We ended up spending the rest of
the day hunting down treasure before the girls finally convinced me
to leave. I had netted nearly 300 gold coins on this level alone, not
to mention a scattering of scrolls, alchemy products, weapons, and
armor. Nothing was better than what we already had, but it all
contributed to the black hole that was the Chalm rejuvenation fund. 



  As the day set, I realized we were
taking far too much time playing around. I had barely covered 1/4th
of the labyrinth which meant there was much more treasure to be had,
but we were on a deadline. We went home to Chalm again, and only at
the beginning of the third day did I finally look back in regret
before heading down to the next level.  We had spent too much
time on this level though, two full days. 



  
	
	
	











  Mind you, if any other Dungeon Diver
heard that we had managed to conquer a labyrinth level in two days,
they would likely shed tears in frustration.
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evel
27 is another underwater level?” I suggested.
 


  


  “I’m not so sure, Master.” Miki
pointed to the ceiling which stretched more than ten feet above the
waterline. “There appears to be room for a boat. If I guessed, the
trip underwater would probably be very perilous, while the boat ride
would be much easier.”


  “If that is the case, then wouldn’t
that make the boat ride the temptation?” I offered, thinking with
my brow scrunched up. “And if the boat ride is the temptation, then
doing it would assuredly have some kind of setback. Unless, the
awards at the bottom are the temptation, in which case…” 



  I realized I had landed into a
conundrum. The dungeon wasn’t very clear and cut. I couldn’t say
whether I should brave the bottom of the sea or skim over the top.
Either one could be considered a temptation, and thus could also
include a trap. At this point, the dungeon did provide an actual
threat to our lives. We had lucked out passing the labyrinth, but we
didn’t know how powerful the enemy was now.


  In fact, if we avoided the underwater
enemies in this level, then it could be that we would be completely
blown away by the enemies on the next level. Perhaps that was the
trap here. You were lulled into a sense of comfort, spending days
wandering and sailing around before finally encountering something
dangerous. 



  “Ah!” I gave a cry, causing the
girls to jump. “The more I think about it, the more insidious
dungeons can be. There is just predicting them. You know they’re
trying to kill you, but you never know exactly how they’re trying
to kill you. It’s maddening!”


  “That’s the way of curses, Master…”
Lydia hugged me, her soft chest pressing against me and calming me
down a bit. 



  “So, what do we do?” I asked. “Do
we go over the water, or into the water?” 



  Lydia suddenly pulled away and didn’t
meet my eyes. “Th-that’s Master’s decision.”


  “What? Aren’t we all a party? I
really need input here!” I glance at the other girls, who all look
away too. 



  “W-we’re slaves.” Miki coughs.
“We will trust Master’s decision, as is proper.” 



  “Now you’re all being proper! You
won’t hesitate to bully me in bed, but when it’s a life or death
decision, suddenly you girls are silent?” 



  “It’s just, Master’s decisions
are always just!” Miki argued. 



  “What about when I say I want some
alone time and I don’t want to snuggle in bed with all of you?”


  “Well, then Master is making a bad
decision, and we must correct him!” She responded smoothly. 



  “Y-you…” 



  As we were arguing, Celeste pulled a
fish we had captured, preserved, and stored in one of the storage
rings. It was from one of the higher levels but still felt as fresh
as if we just caught it. She casually walked to the edge of the water
and tossed the fish into the water. Immediately the water exploded
with bubbles and hundreds of tiny fish that looked to be more teeth
that body attacked it. 



  The conversation ended as we watched a
two-foot-long fish monster devoured in a few moments and then tossed
out. The bones land a few meters from our feet. Celeste glanced over
at us with an innocent smile on her face. 



  “Master, I think we should use a
boat!” 



  “Ah… yeah…” 



  These fish were too plentiful. I
realized now that I couldn’t see the fish as Sense Life because the
fish were everywhere. Sense life identifies centralized lifeforce,
but these small fish were so plentiful that the entire place was
carpeted with a light pink color. I only realized it now that I
carefully compared the area on land with the rest of the water. 



  I opened a portal, and the group left
the dungeon to return to Chalm. After Celeste floated through, Shao
turned to me. 



  “I still can’t figure it out.”


  “What?” 



  “Is Celeste really dumb… or really
smart?” 



  “…” 



  
	
	
	































  That really was one of life’s
mysteries.
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 boat?”
The craftsman scratched his head.


  


   I was in Chalm, asking the
various craftsman if anyone could construct us a boat. I really
didn’t want to depend on something made for the sea though, because
navigating a closed-off dungeon would clearly be a different
experience. I couldn’t imagine how the King and his party had
managed to pass that level without having an ability like Portal. Did
adventurer’s just keep a boat in their storage rings just in case?
It was no longer a mystery to me why so few made it past the 25th
level. 



  Getting to the 29th level
was headache-inducing. It left me appreciating the mana starvation
method that had been used on Terra’s Dungeon. I realized now that
had I tried to enter her dungeon at its prime, it would have been
impossible for my party back then to complete it. Of course, things
were a lot different now, so I was eager to make that last push. Once
this mission was done, I could truly focus on building the war
effort. I’d prefer to reach that point before Lord Reign and the
Imperial Cloud Meadow knew that I was preparing for war. 



  “We need a narrow boat that can make
sharp corners. A low sail would be good as well. It needs to fit
six.”


  He shook his head. “I can’t do
boats. You’d need to go to a harbor town for this kind of thing.”


  That was the answer I had universally
received. If I wanted a boat, I needed a craftsman from the sea. We
were landlocked and as far in Aberis from the sea as we could be. It
was nearly a six-month journey to reach the other side of Aberis. I
didn’t have that kind of time. 



  “Without a competent shipwright, we’d
be at risk any way it is.” I sighed.


  Shipwright was the name of the
craftsmen who would create and design boats. I could just have them
construct something using my memories and ingenuity, but we were
talking about testing it against a dungeon. A single mistake could
end up meaning death. If any of my girls fell into the water, those
creatures could filet them in under a minute. 



  “What are we going to do, Master?”
Lydia asked, the girls all watching me with just a hint of
anxiousness. 



  I shook my head slightly and sighed.
This King was certainly a difficult guy to find. When we finally got
to the bottom of this dungeon, what we discovered better be worth all
of this. I was starting to feel like I was really in a game. One
quest led to a side quest which led to a fetch quest. I finally made
my decision and stood up. 



  “Pack up, girls. We’re heading back
to the Capitol.” 



  “We’re going to look for a
shipwright slave?” 



  “That’s an option, I admitted, but
I’m thinking it’d be better to take the traveling guild’s
portals straight to the sea so we can buy something that already
exists. Perhaps the shipwrights will be able to modify it for us.
Perhaps, we can also look into establishing some more trade. In that
case, she would be useful.” I ended up mumbling that last part to
myself. 



  “You can also have fun with your
big-breasted elf maid!” Lydia spoke up a little too excitedly,
causing some of the craftsmen to shoot us looks.  



  Blushing, I turned my head angrily.
“Her name is Faeyna! And no, I wasn’t thinking about her ample
breasts! You know, I don’t make every decision with my penis,
right?” 



  Why were all the girls looking at me
doubtfully? That hurt a little.
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t was still morning, and we had gone to the dungeon, found it
impassable, traveled back to Chalm, decided we needed a boat, and
then traveled to the Capitol. Having already used the Portal three
times, I had one more portal I could use thanks to the trick I had
learned using Hero’s Second Job skill. Usually, I treated the
Portals like currency. That is to say that I left my 4 free points
free, and only when I decided I needed to create a portal would I
drop a point to use the once-a-day spell. Each additional use cost
another point. 



  


  Portals already took a bit to cast, so
I might as well take a bit longer by accessing and fiddling with the
dungeon point store. Before I stepped through, I checked my breath
and my hair. It had nothing to do with Faeyna! I wasn’t excited to
see her again! It had been a couple of weeks since I had last met
her. She was just a really dependable woman. She was very regal, and
her personality was sweet, yet commanding. Not like that phony
princess in the castle, although I’m sure Eliana would have been
crying if she heard that opinion about her. The elf maid just held a
dignity the other woman couldn’t compare with. Faeyna was diligent.
That was the word. 



  It had nothing to do with two large
things that happened to be on her chest and her status as a mythical
fantasy creature that was even rare by this world’s standard. It
was her personality that I enjoyed. If the five slave girls who made
up my party were like the fun, hot girl who was your friend, always
made you laugh, and was someone you could go out and have a great
time with, then Faeyna was more the stoic woman at home, who would
take care of you and pamper you. She was a dutiful wife. 



  Not that I was saying she was my wife!
There was really no reason to get worked up over her, anyway. It’s
not like we could have sex. Elves in this world imprinted on the
first person they exchanged bodily fluids with. That meant sex. I
mean, we kissed once, but that’s probably not enough. If it was,
that would be truly pitiful. She never mentioned anything like that,
so it was fine. However, if I had sex with her, then she’d
definitely become all but sterile. I’d have to father all of her
children. I didn’t know if they would be elves or half-elves, but
surely it would doom her race. 



  It was much better if she got with
someone who would live as long as she did. As for me, I had women in
my life, so there was no need to be selfish. Besides, who knew how
fertile I even was. I quickly decided to ignore Raissa as an outlier.
I hadn’t gotten any of the other girls pregnant! 



  I stepped through the portal, and she
was right in front of me. While I was fretting with the portal open,
it turned out that Faeyna had been alerted to my presence and
appeared in front of me. She bowed low, and her chest hung like two
ripe watermelons. 



  “I’m back!” I said, putting my
backpack in front of my pants. 



  
	
	
	












  “Master, welcome home.” She smiled.
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aster,
we must go to war immediately!” Salicia raced into the room.
 


  


  I blinked in surprise. When did Salicia
learn about our war efforts? I hadn’t even told the prince yet.
When I saw her face, filled with anger and worry, I realized that she
was talking about something else. 



  “What is going on?” I demanded. 



  “It’s Sister!” She cried out.
“The church came and took her away two days ago!” 



  “Oh, good…” I let out a breath of
relief upon hearing it wasn’t important. 



  “Master!” 



  “Ah!” I let out a cough as Salicia
glared at me. “I mean, this is really unfortunate. What happened?”



  “The church has sent several strongly
worded letters to the manor since you left a few weeks ago.” Faeyna
stepped in and explained. 



  “Did you tell them that I was
currently gone?” I asked. “On orders from the prince?” 



  She nodded. “We did reply as such,
but the church continued to send letters. Therefore, we wondered if
the letters were making it properly. We ended up sending Carmine to
deliver the letter personally. However, that was three days ago, and
she hasn’t returned from the church since.” 



  I scratched my chin as I took in what
the two women were telling me. Essentially, it seemed like the church
was causing problems. Up until now, my only confrontation with the
church was with the clockwork dragon they had sent Carmine to
capture. However, after the royal family, they were the second
greatest power in Aberis. 



  There were various things about me that
could certainly get their notice. The fact that I was from another
world could be troublesome. The idea that I colluded with Salicia,
and destroyed the clockwork dragon. My defeat of the demon lord, and
the fact I was keeping her with me despite the chance she could still
be a danger. Never mind the job Dark Priest, and my ability to swap
out jobs like a priest. Simply put, dealings with the church would be
trouble. I wanted to avoid them at all costs. 



  That was why I fled the last time I was
in the city. It was just a delaying tactic, but I was happily
continuing to delay it until I had the King owing me his life.
Unfortunately, that seemed impossible now that the church was
starting to cause problems with me. 



  “Master, what will you do?” Salicia
demanded, an angry yet hopeful expression on her face. 



  I reached out and gently grabbed
Salicia’s shoulders. “You and Carmine are mine. I own you. I
won’t allow anyone else to take what is mine. I will go to the
church, and I will bring back your sister.” 



  Salicia blushed and looked away, not
meeting my eyes. “Th-thank you, Master.” 



  I left Salicia behind to watch the
mansion, and then I grabbed the rest of the girls, Faeyna included
and headed out into the Capitol. 



  “Is Master really going to go to the
church and cause trouble?” Shao asked worriedly. 



  She understood that her presence was
one of the biggest divides between the church and me. 



  “Hell no!” I responded, causing all
the girls to look at me. 



  “Wh-what?” Faeyna asked, her eyes
widening. 



  “I just wanted to shut Salicia up.
We’re going to resolve a few loose ends in the Capitol, and then
I’m heading to the ocean.”


  
	
	
	



























  Carmine will be fine. The slave bond
tells me she’s healthy and not dead. Even if the church was trying
to force my hand, they would fail! In my mind, the troublesome
sisters were completely expendable!
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iguro
is really out?” My first shock of the day was after I headed to the
Slaver’s Market, although I guess the slavers themselves called the
building that did the administrative stuff the Slaver’s Pavilion. 



  


  “I’m sorry… he took another
journey, this time to the Imperial Cloud Meadow.” The Slaver gave a
weak smile. “You’re always welcome to look around though.” 



  I had already glanced down the rows of
slaves. Most of the ones currently on the market were tough, brawny
men. That’s not saying I had a preference for beautiful women! I
wasn’t that big of a pervert. However, most of these men were
former bandits, deserters, mercenaries, or other violent people, and
I didn’t feel like they’d be a good fit for Chalm. 



  What? They would make good fodder for
the army? If I filled my army full of disreputable people, it would
crumble the moment their lives were put on the line. That’s
assuming the freed slaves didn’t flee the second they had a chance.
These men were not the type I could trust with my life, and thus they
were not the type I’d let the other slaves trust with there’s. 



  As for finding a shipwright, there
wasn’t a single one. There was a person with Magic Blacksmith, but
they were at a price where buying them would wipe out most of the
money I had. It was at a level where I wasn’t confident, I’d be
able to buy a ship. I also had other financial plans. Before we left
completely, I turned to Faeyna. She had been my slave pavilion
liaison up until this point. 



  “Faeyna, you were able to pay off the
fee for all the slaves, correct?” 



  “Ah, yes, Master, they were all sent
to Chalm as you ordered. I was able to use the money you left me
wisely and pay for everything.” 



  That was the other reason the slave
market was lacking picks. Faeyna had been buying up anyone who had
the right credentials, and they were being sent to Chalm. Supposedly,
there were another hundred or so slaves still in transit to Chalm
that haven’t arrived yet. I actually would have preferred not
sending them down by carriage as the bandit threat on the path was
dangerous. Since Salicia had been captured, the groups of bandits had
become increasingly bolder. 



  However, by nature, bandits avoided
slaves. Slaves could be traced. They were already owned, and that
ownership was supported by the Slaver’s Guild. These men might very
well end up as slaves one day, so the last thing they wanted to do
was piss off the slaver’s guild. If the church and the royalty
could be said to have about equal footing in this country, then the
Slaver’s Guild was even more powerful. Its connections spread
through the Imperial Cloud Meadow as well and the other nations as
well. Only Dioshin and Shie Gescar refused to tolerate the presence
of the Slaver’s Guild. Fortunately, the Slaver’s Guild only
followed money, and had no interest in power or politics. 



  “How are finances?” I asked. 



  Faeyna blushed. “Weak, my lord. I’m
afraid there is very little left. As is, I have put enough away to
keep the mansion afloat for a single year, but that is all.”


  That was actually an impressive nest
egg. Faeyna was good with money considering the expectations I put on
her. 



  
	
	
	

















  “Then, let’s get the carriage and
load up supplies you can sell. Let’s try to maximize our profits
again.”


  



  

    

  




  [image: 15]



  

    [image: w]

  

here
will Master be heading this time?” Faeyna shot to the point
immediately. 



  


  “That’s a good question. We need a
place that we can reach by Portal. Somewhere on the ocean of Aberis.
Preferably a city with a port.”


  “You would most likely be interested
in King’s Port. It’s the largest port in Aberis.” Faeyna seemed
to have already familiarized herself with a map of Aberis. “However,
only a powerful mage like Master can open a portal that distance.
You’d need two transfers to get there with a standard travel
magician. Fortunately, such a route was devised by the traveling
guild for those who wish to visit the beach on vacation from the
capitol.” 



  Never underestimate the value of rich
people wanting their comforts. It looked like such a route existed
and I wouldn’t have to do any lengthy travel. King’s Port sounded
like just what we were looking for. 



  “When does it leave?” I asked,
fearing the trip would still take ten days. 



  “The traveling guild opens the route
tomorrow! Ah… but the complete trip is 10 gold per person. Very
expensive.” 



  Most tourist traps were, but 10 gold
was nothing for the current me. I pulled out a bag filled with money.
I didn’t even bother to count it before I just handed the whole
thing to Faeyna. 



  “In that case, Faeyna, purchase
supplies you believe will sell well in King’s Port. We’ll stay
the night in the mansion. I just have one more errand to run.”


  “Yes… Master… so, I will be
attending you tonight?” 



  “Of course,” I responded. 



  I mean, since I’d be in the mansion,
she would probably prepare my bed, clean my clothing, and cook
dinner. She was my maid after all. However, her cheeks suddenly
turned bright red and she started looking flustered. 



  “Good job, Master!” Lydia gave me a
thumbs up and whispered encouragingly. “Be assertive as you push
her down!” 



  “Ah!” I realized then that by
attending, she meant in bed! “No, rather… that…” 



  “I’ll take my leave first, Master!”
Her voice was high as she covered her face with embarrassment and
fled. 



  I was stuck with a finger up and my
mouth open, unable to correct the mistake. I must have seriously
shamed her by telling her to have sex. She was an elf and couldn’t
do it with me, so by making her think she had to, she must have been
quite hurt by thinking her Master was going to be cruel to her. I
wanted to go apologize, but I also still had things I needed to get
done. The group of us went to one last location that I had forgotten
to visit before.


  “Aberis Life Insurance!” A woman
greeted me in the front of the store. 



  “Yes, I’d like to register with
you,” I explained. 



  In the end, I had to fill out a bunch
of paperwork that assessed my risks. It asked what I had done and
what I will be doing. Once I was done, I handed it back to the girl.
She read the document, a small frown forming on her lips. Then she
slapped a stamp on it. 



  “What do you mean, high risk!” I
cried as I saw the stamp on the paper. 



  “It just means you’ll have to pay
twice as much, as there is a high likelihood, you’ll need it.”
The woman responded shortly. 



  I felt like crying, but I ended up
paying the fee anyway. They took a drop of blood and placed it in a
crystal I paid enough for them to check on the crystal for the next
twelve months.   It felt really strange doing all this, but
I told myself it was for safety. With the chores done, I patted off
my pants and headed out with the girls. 



  However, when I walked out the door,
there were twelve Paladins surrounding us. They all had their weapons
lowered. Before I could say anything, the ground under our feet
exploded with light, and I realized we were standing on some kind of
magical glyph they had prepared while I was in the shop. 



  
	
	
	



























  “Deek Deekson, you’re a hard man to
find.” A snobbish priest came forward. “However, now that we have
you, I’d like you to accompany me.”
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t doesn’t work, after all.” I sighed.
 


  


  I had already figured as much, but I
used portal and it didn’t work. I wasn’t sure about Return. Since
portal was a dungeon point skill, and return was merely a low-level
hero skill, it stood to reason it wouldn’t work either. They
probably knew I was a hero, so they would naturally know that I could
use Return. 



  The reason I didn’t try it is that I
didn’t feel desperate yet. Since the church has already gone this
far to capture me, I supposed I had to see where this went. Return
was a skill I could only test once, and then I might just be making
things worse at that point. 



  “What do you want?” I asked
instead, motioning for the girl’s to put their weapons away. 



  The paladin who appeared to be leading
the soldiers sneered when he saw this, clearly unimpressed by a group
of female fighters. It was the priest who was acting as the speaker
though. Unfortunately, his attitude wasn’t much better. 



  “The Archbishop has ordered us to
bring you in.” He responded. “He’d like to have a word with
you.”


  “Very well.” I clasped my hands
calmly behind my back. “All you had to do was ask.” 



  Irritation flashed on the priest’s
face, but then again, that was my intent. I wasn’t trying to be a
troublemaker, but I had a feeling that this guy was a small fry, and
he was trying to throw power he didn’t really have to look better
than he actually was. 



  Seeing that I wasn’t sufficiently
cowed even with paladins surrounding me, the lips on the priest
tightened and he made a gesture. “Come along.” 



  The group of us followed the circle of
Paladins, who remained around us like a regiment of bodyguards, or
prisoners. The procession certainly drew the notice of the crowds.
Previously, I had remained pretty inconspicuous. We all wore cloaks
with our hoods up, and 



  “Isn’t that Lord Deek?” 



  “The new lord?” 



  “He’s the lord that saved the
city?” 



  “Aberis’s Hero!” 



  “Lord Deek, I love you!” A woman
suddenly called out.


  “You saved my sister!” 



  “Eh? What’s with those church
guys?”


  “Aren’t they being a bit stuffy?
This is the cities savior we’re talking about?” 



  “If they’re giving him an award,
that guy in front sure looks arrogant.” 



  The whispering of the crowds seemed to
be extremely supportive. I might have gloated, but I was just as
surprised as the church. Apparently, in the few weeks, since the
demon lord had been defeated, I had started to gain a reputation in
the city. Some were even calling me the Hero of Aberis since the
Capitol didn’t officially give out hero tokens as the villages did.



  
	
	
	

























  The priest, and by extension the
church, who were escorting us started turning into an unappreciative
villain in the eyes of the public. Even if he had way more guts, the
priest couldn’t help but form an embarrassed expression. He perhaps
had thought his own status made him a respected person of the city
and worthy of worship. In the end, my credentials just outdid his
own. The court of public opinion was a powerful thing. By the time we
reached the church, even the disciplined paladins were feeling
awkward.
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church, although it was probably more accurate to call it a
cathedral, was quite massive and ornate. It wasn’t much different
from the catholic cathedrals from my old world. It possessed tall
spires, but they were oddly rounded off, more like hills than spires,
although there was a point on the top of each one that I couldn’t
see clearly. There were many ornate sculptures, mostly of women. They
were often pregnant, giving birth, or feeding infants with their
breasts. 



  


  The priest led me into the church, but
the majority of the escort broke off at that point. Only two paladins
followed us inside. That didn’t make things anymore even, since
there were guards at the gates and lined up all over the cathedral.
In the large room we entered, there were at least 10 paladins, and
innumerable priests. The priests were probably not great at combat,
but I imagine if they all concentrated on healing the warriors,
they’d basically have infinite health. 



  On the inside, there were high ceilings
and a propensity for the color white. Their religious imagery was
different, once again focusing on women, particularly in motherly
roles. Their deity appeared to be a somewhat robust woman with large
hips and breasts. Was this the goddess who sent me to this world?
This would be my first time seeing her if that was the case. 



  “All hail to the Mother.” I heard a
man chanting. 



  “Mother shelter us in your womb.” 



  Although the imagery was mostly women,
on this floor, I saw mostly men. However, the few women I did see
were surprisingly beautiful. 



  “You will be respectful to the
Archbishop!” The priest who was leading us snapped. “Or the
penalty is death!” 



  I tried to make a portal again, just to
test it, and it was still out. Whatever that magical circle did, it
seemed to work for more than just within the circle. It appeared to
be some kind of skill dampener that prevented me from using
movement-related skills. I could still use other skills, as I tested
out several that the paladins wouldn’t notice like Slave
Communication and Map. 



  We ended up entering an elevator which
was powered magically. It lifted up past the giant room. We ended up
in a large room at the very top of the cathedral. I was deep in enemy
territory now. I swallowed hard and then got off. At this point, the
priest stopped leading us. As soon as the six of us were off, he shut
the elevator and sent it back down. Standing there as if he was
blocking our exit, he gestured for the group of us to continue. 



  We slowly walked down the giant chamber
which looked like the office of the Archbishop. At the end of the
room was a tall chair. It was facing away from me. There was also a
fireplace that was burning ominously. There was an excessive use of
blacks and reds, which contrasted with the white exterior. I could
see it now. This was the true church. It was the corrupt, dark
underbelly. Then, before me, was the Archbishop who ran the church.
They were the most powerful person in the country, just under the
noble family. 



  
	
	
	















  The chair turned around, and my mouth
couldn’t help but fall open.
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itting
in a chair, a large desk sitting between us, was an incredibly
beautiful woman. She had curly auburn hair, bright green eyes, and an
enormous chest that even made Faeyna seem modest. It was easily the
size of two watermelons, and it wasn’t covered up by much. Although
she was dressed in ceremonial robes, black and red in color, she had
an extensive amount of cleavage on display. She didn’t show any bit
of embarrassment, as she looked me up and down. 



  


  She noticed my eyes locked on her
chest, and a small, almost imperceptible smirk appeared on her face.
“Hello, Deek Deekson. I’ve been waiting for you.”


  “Ah… well, it’s not like you’ve
given me a choice.” 



  I managed to shake the appearance of
her massive tits, especially after being glared at by the girls. I
reminded myself that this woman was the enemy. Who knew what evil
plans the church was concocting!


  “Would you like something to drink?”
She asked, glancing back to the escort priest, who nodded and went to
a small bar to prepare something. “Wine? Tea? Or… Milk?”


  My eyes couldn’t help but drop down
to her tits again. Her smile grew slightly wider, and I felt an elbow
in my stomach. 



  “N-no… rather, I just want to know
why the church went to such an effort to bring me here? My
interaction with the church has been minimal at best. I’ve done
nothing I can remember to upset you.” 



  Well, other than the clockwork dragon,
but why would I mention that at a time like this? Rather, I felt like
playing dumb was my best move at the moment. The woman behind the
desk was calm, looking me up and down one more time with a bit of
interest. 



  “You may call me Mary.” 



  “Like… the virgin?” 



  “Oh my… how bold.” 



  “No, I mean…” I tried to defend
myself but then shook my head so I didn’t get flustered. “Rather,
why am I here?” 



  She sat back, pursing her lips
thoughtfully. “You don’t trust the church very much, do you?” 



  Of course, the church was always the
bad guy. How could I trust them? They captured Carmine. They forced
me here. They were trying to use a clockwork dragon! They tossed
Salicia and Carmine into slavery! Who knew what else they had done?


  “Do I have a reason to?” I decided
to answer with another question. 



  She leaned forward, her chest bouncing
as it flopped on the desk, even though she wasn’t leaning very far.
How did she write with those things in the way? 



  “Do you know anything about the
church?”


  “Only what I have heard from others,”
I responded shortly. 



  “Oh?” She raised an eyebrow and
then took the glass that the priest handed her. 



  I noticed he hadn't made me anything.
She drank the cup slowly, seeming completely unrushed. 



  “So, is there anything I should
know?” I asked, feeling a bit annoyed. 



  “There have been many religions over
the years, but only ours has become the main religion. We believe in
the Mother and the Daughter. However, in recent years, the church has
become… divided. It has come to a point where things might very
well come to war.”


  “The church… is at war?” 



  She nodded sadly. “It might be, very
soon. There are several sects that have broken off. The sect here in
Aberis has a great deal of reverence for the Mother. We worship
birth, leadership, ideals, and nourishment. The other sect favors the
Daughter. They lean towards youth and innovation. Of course, over the
years of this conflict, both sides have recruited many numbers. And
the support finally settled on a specific feature of the Mother and
the Daughter. This is the central source of our conflict now, and the
choice that we haven’t been able to settle in a thousand years to
this very day.”


  I raised an eyebrow. “What is that?”



  “Big chests over flat chests.” 



  “I’m sorry, what?” 



  
	
	
	
































  “Ah! Let me officially introduce my
church!” She stood up and then bowed, her giant breasts smashing on
the table as she did so. “I am Archbishop Mary, of the Church of
Big Titties!”
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hurch
of Big Titties!?” 



  


  “Well, that’s not an official
name.” She admitted, standing back up as her breasts bounced
unnaturally. “But I find it a more suiting name to explain our
values and desires quickly. The bigger the tits, the closer a woman
is to god!”


  “Wh-what about men?” 



  “Did you not check them out?” she
gestured to her rack, and my eyes did linger once again. “Hehe…
men love these things. They’re more pious than any woman, offering
them all of their praise and worship. It’s women, on the other
hand, who sometimes have a problem.”


  “Tsk… it’s just fat…” Terra
muttered. 



  “Shut up!” The priest next to the
archbishop suddenly screamed, drawing a dagger. “I could just
manage to tolerate that foxkin and her Barely C-sized hills, but that
flat-chest golem is an abomination! It should never have been allowed
in the church, and now you want to blaspheme in front of the
Archbishop? I-”


  “Enough, Carl!” The archbishop
tossed a book of scripture at the priest’s head, hitting him and
causing him to crash to the ground. 



  As he was screaming, Terra grabbed my
arm and then hid behind me. 



  “Wait… so the reason he was so
hateful was because of Terra?” 



  The Archbishop came out from behind her
desk and then bowed. Her tits basically fell out the top. I could
even see the nipples! 



  “I’m sorry!” She said. “As you
can see, there is still a great deal of animosity between both
sides.” 



  Terra pinched my arm while noticing me
staring at those things as they rocked back and forth hanging down.
“It’s just like a cow, not even attractive.” 



  “Terra!” She really was running her
mouth at a bad time. 



  She seemed to realize it at this moment
too and then blushed, looking away. 



  “It’s okay…” Mary stood back
up, a wry smile on her face. “She can’t help it. She’s a flat
chested. They know not what they say…” 



  “Ah…” I shook my head, feeling
like I had a headache. “Let me get this straight. There are two
sects of the church fighting because one side likes big breasts and
the other likes flat chests?” 



  “Yes… it is a conflict that has
brewed for over a thousand years. However, now that I became
Archbishop, beating the last by a cup, I wish to try to fix the
church. There was a time when we were the strongest existence on the
continent. However, we have become fractured, and now compared to the
likes of the Demon King and the Imperial Cloud Palace, we are too
weak.”


  “How do I fall into any of this?” I
asked. 



  “Isn’t it obvious?” she
responded, tapping her finger on her lips. “At the tournament, we
saw your team of women. Flat-chested, big-chested, medium chested…
you have truly picked women of every size!”


  “Uh…” 



  “It’s your mentality we want.”
She glanced at the priest who was rubbing his head and looking
embarrassed. “We need a figure to lead by example. I believe you’re
that man. I believe you have been chosen to bring balance to the
tits.”


  “I’m not sure I follow…” 



  “I want you to be a bridge between
the flats and the mountains. I want you to bring together the titless
and the well-endowed. I want MILFs and lolis to live together in
peace! That is my dream!” She suddenly grabbed my hands, looking up
at me with pleading eyes. “Please, Deekson, will you plow through
our divide? You don’t have to be gentle. Just dive in face first!”



  “Y-yes!” I got caught up in the
moment and tried to bow, but the two of us were too close. 



  The result, my face plunged right into
her breasts. 



  
	
	
	






























  “Oh, my!” She gasped.
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h-where
was I?” I murmured, suddenly waking up.


  


  I was sitting in a chair, and the
escort named Carl was using some pungent thing he was waving under my
nose to wake me up. It worked and also burned a little. I waved my
hands trying to get it out of my way. 



  “You were in a place of dreams, my
friend,” Carl said, patting my shoulder. 



  “What, are we getting along now?” 



  He blushed. “Ah… well… before, I
had my doubts about your dedication. However, after seeing you plunge
headfirst into those big things and motorboat the Archbishop, I know
you’re truly my brother. To think, you’re so pious as to plunge
so deep she couldn’t even get your head out. You risked death and
asphyxiation to properly give them the attention they deserve! Ah…
I’ve dreamed of being able to do as such, but every time I’ve
tired-“ 



  A book suddenly struck him in the back
of the head. He coughed up blood, but then wiped his mouth, grinned,
and gave me a thumbs up. I couldn’t even respond. Instead, I
glanced up from the chair to see the Archbishop sitting back in her
chair on the other side of the desk. Her expression gave nothing away
as to her displeasure over the events. 



  “Are breasts really that amazing?”
Shao asked doubtfully, looking down at her own chest. 



  At best, she’d be considered of
average size. She was larger than Miki but smaller than Lydia.
Celeste had the largest breasts, although it was often hard to
recognize that when she was in her fairy form. 



  “Miss…” Carl’s expression
suddenly turned serious. “Breast provide necessary nourishment to
babies. You don’t hate babies, do you?” 



  “N-no!” She said with a gasp. 



  “Then, there you go.” He nodded
firmly, and then glanced at her chest. “Yours is acceptable. Many
women have average breasts. Do not be ashamed of them.”


  “I-I don’t know if I should thank
you or hit you…” She responded, her mouth twitching. 



  “No, thank you is necessary. Just
please, respect your chest, and find a man who takes care of them
every day,” he said, grabbing her hands and looking deeply into her
eyes. 



  “I-I… I’m the demon lord who
attacked the city!” She declared. 



  “Shao!” I cried out. 



  “I panicked!” She responded
tearfully. 



  “No matter!” He snorted. “Since
you have tits, then you take after the Mother. A woman with tits
can’t be an evil woman…” 



  Shao looked pleadingly at me for an
escape, but I couldn’t deal with the guy either. Fortunately, Mary
took care of it with another book. It was a big one this time, and
Carl didn’t get back up. 



  “Then… since that’s done. What
say you?” Mary sighed. 



  “I’m still not completely certain
what you want me to do.” 



  “I would like you to visit the other
sect and try to form of repertoire with them. I hope you can become
an inspiration for both sects. You can be a unifying factor. The hero
of Aberis, lover of women of all sizes! You don’t have to do
anything immediately, but please try to contact the other sects and
get in good term with them, as you have with my own.”


  “Aren’t most people like Carl? They
hate um…” I distinctly made sure not to look at Terra or Miki at
this moment. 



  “Some are still stuck in their own
ways. However, if you’re seen in the Capitol with more big-breasted
women, then they will come to accept you.”


  “Like you?” 



  “Oh, my… you really are naughty.”
She blushed and held her cheeks. “I was actually thinking that
big-breasted elf girl. However, if there is ever an event and you
need a well-endowed woman on your arm, I might not say no.” 



  
	
	
	






























  “Ah… okay…” I was making sure
not to look at any of the girls behind me anymore. “There is one
more thing I needed to address with you before I agreed to anything.
That is… why did you take Carmine!”
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er
slightly flirtatious expression dropped and she turned a bit serious.
“Ah… Carmine… It is best that I show you.” 



  


  She stood up and then walked past us,
stepping over the unconscious priest on the floor. The rest of us
looked at each other. I shrugged, and then followed her, the girls
close behind. We ended up going down a long spiral staircase. It
finally came out on a balcony that overlooked the area behind the
cathedral. 



  There was a massive backyard and
various other buildings that seemed to make up the infrastructure of
the sect. There were barracks, storage houses, a garden, a kitchen,
and various other things lining a massive courtyard. Within that
courtyard, paladins and priests appeared to be training. One such
paladin was Carmine herself. 



  “You’re training her?” I asked in
confusion. 



  The Archbishop shook her head, her
breasts bouncing with them. “Carmine is training here on her own.
Since we didn’t know when you’d be here, we’ve been sending an
invitation weekly. We received a note three days ago from her saying
you weren’t in town. After she dropped it off, she stayed and
hasn’t left. Part of the reason we brought you here so aggressively
is that we didn’t want to continue to take care of you… her…”


  Mary seemed to have a slight look of
distaste when she looked at Carmine. 



  “What’s this about?” I asked,
narrowing my eyes. “That reminds me, that Clockwork Dragon…” 



  Mary let out a sigh. “The clockwork
dragon was supposedly a myth. No one actually thought it was real.
I’m not saying that it wouldn’t be a good method of deterring the
other sects and perhaps even forcing them to rejoin us, ruling by
fear is an option I’d rather not take. In truth, we sent Carmine
there so she’d stay out of trouble. It was supposed to be a fool’s
errand.”


  “Salicia said you brainwashed her!”



  “Hmph… isn’t she that sister with
the small chest? She actually accused my church of attacking her
village! Maybe the flat chesteds would do something like that!” She
blushed. “Ah… sorry, see, even I still hold some prejudice… but
you see, Salicia is a woman who stirs up trouble. She even became a
Bandit King. Capturing her was only a necessity.”


  “What about Carmine? You made her a
slave for failing with the clockwork dragon!” 



  Mary blinked. “Is that why she told
you she was enslaved?” 



  “Ah… actually, she never said
specifically why…” 



  “It’s because she was in a lot of
debt! During her trip, she had accrued a lot of debt with creditors.
No sooner had she returned than a 500-gold debt was put on her head.
The church is generous, but this kind of money… mind you, she
already owed us 100 gold for her armor, weapons, food, and more.
Other than her high defense, she’s a bit clumsy and useless, is
all.” Mary shrugged. “If a young priest hadn’t seen potential
in her early developing breasts, we never would have taken her in and
cared for her all these years.”


  “I see…” I frowned. 



  
	
	
	




















  “In short, please take your slave
back!”
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group of us managed to head out to the backyard. Carmine wasn’t in
her armor. She was wearing a tight shirt. Out of her armor, her chest
was actually pretty big. I had never paid that much attention before,
but she definitely fit in a church with this particular disposition.
As for her sister, Salicia, she was more about the range of Miki’s
chest. She wasn’t an abomination like Terra, but she wasn’t
well-liked either. 



  


  I took a quick look at Terra. She
definitely had a depressed look on her face. Other than the
Archbishop, all of the men who looked at her gave disgusted looks and
all of the women pushed out their chests and looked down on her. It
was clear that the only reason she was welcome here was because of
me. I would definitely have to make it up to her later. 



  At the moment, Carmine noticed us
approaching with the Archbishop. She immediately gave a bow to the
Archbishop, and then looked at me with a mildly frightened
expression. 



  “M-master!” 



  “So, you still call me Master then?”



  “Geh!” She made a noise. “I-I
wasn’t running away! I really wasn’t! It’s just that you left
us in that mansion! I was stuck there with no one but my sister and
that elf. You don’t understand how bad it is! My sister is
definitely broken! She stole my underwear five times, the dirty ones!
And one night, I woke up and saw her watching me while I sleep! I
couldn’t handle being with her any longer! That’s why… when I
got the opportunity, I stayed away for a bit!”


  “Is that the reason…” I nodded
thoughtfully. 



  Salicia still blames the church for
taking her sister away. It was always the exact opposite. She ran
away to the church because of her sister’s behavior. I found myself
relaxing as I realized the truth. In the end, the church was somewhat
harmless. I had been avoiding them for so long for virtually no
reason. I guess I had played too many games where the church ended up
being the enemy all along. That’s not to say I necessarily ascribed
to their faith, but I wasn’t afraid to work with them either. 



  “What about this debt I heard about?”
I demanded. “Is that why Faeyna didn’t seem to mind that you were
gone?” 



  Carmine crossed her arms and made a
bitter expression. “That elf is such a prude! Naturally, I needed
therapy dealing with my sister, but she wouldn’t offer any coins. I
kept begging her but she wouldn’t give me a coin! She even yelled
at me when I tried to take some.”


  “Therapy?” I blinked. “Um… you
wouldn’t be talking about retail therapy, would you?” 



  Carmine’s eyes brightened. “Ah!
Master’s heard of it! Of course, Master would understand the
pleasure and joy of buying stuff! It’s almost enough to help me get
over my awful sister’s actions!”


  “Wait… so you bought stuff to get
into 500 gold coins in debt? Where is that stuff?”


  “It's not that bad! Pedicures,
manicures, massages, maintaining my body is a lot of work! Isn’t my
body pleasing to Master? Even as a Paladin, I need the finest armor
and swords, and I must hire someone to oil it regularly.”


  “Wait, don’t you maintain your own
equipment?” 



  “And ruin my nails?” 



  
	
	
	





















  “So, I hope you’re starting to
understand the problem we had with Carmine.” The Archbishop sighed.
“She is a hoarder.”
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-it’s
not that bad, Master!” Carmine defended. “I never let my room get
messy!”
 


  


  “That’s because you had bought five
storage rings!” Mary snorted. 



  “I could stop whenever I wanted!”
She defended. “Rather, if the church hadn’t abandoned me, I
definitely would have been able to pay back the debt I owed!”


  “Carmine!” Mary’s expression
turned angry for a moment. “Did we not already give you enough?” 



  Carmine winced, looking away like a
beaten dog. Something about what Mary said seemed to strike a chord
with her. Her expression was filled with a bit of guilt. Mary sighed,
trying to take the angry expression off of her face. Crossing her
arms across her enormous chest, she turned to me and gave a weak
smile.


  “I hope you understand things now.”
She explained. “Carmine was actually the highest-paid Paladin. This
wasn’t due to skill, but because we were worried based on her
spending that she would fall into debt. Yet, every time we raised her
pay, her spending increased.”


  “Part of the reason we sent her to
search for the clockwork dragon was that we thought her spending
would decrease with that. We gave her a salary of 25 gold a year and
put her on a 5-year expedition. That is to say, we gave her 125 gold.
Unfortunately, I didn’t realize by giving her all the money at
once, she would then proceed to spend it all at once.”


  “I-it lasted…” She said
tearfully. “For three months.” 



  So, in the end, that was what happened.
She had been given a lump sum and sent where the cost of living was
cheaper and extravagances were harder to come by. Yet, even then, she
found a way to blow all of her money. If I recalled correctly, by the
time I found her, she was living mostly off the goodwill of the town,
whom she healed to curry favor and probably coins. Yet, she had also
accumulated almost 500 coins in debt during that time as well.


  “You know, although the sales of her
storage rings and all of the stuff inside to make the debtors back
all of their money, the expenses we accrued were many. We expected
her to at least be able to bring back something from her expedition.
No one enters a dungeon and comes back with nothing. Yet, after two
years, she still hadn’t acquired anything…” 



  “I was researching…” She said
with a pouty expression. 



  “When we heard the city, she was in
was being attacked by a bandit queen, we sent our soldiers to try to
save it. They were late, only managed to clean out the bandits left
in a ransacked city. However, they arrived with enough time to hear
about the clockwork dragon. Had she successfully obtained it, I could
have written off any amount of debt, but she left it buried. After a
month of digging to recover it, we found that anything of value had
already been smashed to bits. It has left the church suffering quite
a bit.” 



  She seemed like she was talking to
herself, but I had a feeling she was aiming those words in my
direction. 



  “Are you asking for a tithe?” I
frowned. 



  Mary gave me an innocent look. “What?
Why? The church would never do such a thing! It’s up to every man
for himself to decide how devoted he is…” 



  As she said this, her eyes grew watery
and seemed even larger. She also smooshed her chest together, making
it nearly burst forth. 



  “What was it she left you, 100 coins
of excess loans to the church?” 



  “112 gold, 7 silver, 3 copper.”
Mary politely coughed. 



  I rolled my eyes and pulled out a bag
of money. It probably had around 200 gold in it. I went to hand it to
Mary, but she cocked her head. Looking at her robes, she had
absolutely nowhere to put the money. Then my eyes fell on a spot. 



  “Ah!” She made a cute noise as I
pushed the bag between her cleavage. 



  My hand went in, going in deep. When I
got worried it’d get stuck, I let go and pulled back out again. 



  
	
	
	


























  “Oh my…” She blushed. “Your
contribution will definitely go to a worthy cause!”
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-master…”
Carmine said, a worried expression on her face. “Y-you have a lot
of money, don’t you?”


  


  “You…” I turned away from Mary to
shoot Carmine a glare. 



  “M-master! Don’t look at me that
way. I’m just curious how rich Master is… just for personal
knowledge!” 



  “If we’re being honest.” I
respond. “I don’t really know. Most of my money right now comes
from Dungeon Diving. Even things like my stipend as a Lord are
pitiful compared to that. Right now, it’s all tied to Chalm, so if
we’re talking expendable money, I don’t have any right now.” 



  That wasn’t completely true, but I
definitely didn’t want Carmine to start begging me for money. It
was best if she didn’t know I had given any to Faeyna at all. 



  “That reminds me…” Mary suddenly
spoke up. “Why have you returned to the Capitol? I was under the
impression you were in Alerith on the prince’s orders?” 



  “I’m dealing with that,” I
admitted. “But I found myself held up in the dungeon. It turns out
I need a ship.” 



  I went ahead and explained to her about
the lower dungeon we had entered. She gave a shake, a pitying
expression on her face. 



  “Dungeon curses truly are a
terrifying thing. To think you put yourself through that every day.
As expected of the Hero of Aberis.” She gave me a considering look
before continuing. “I do know of a skilled shipwright. How about I
give you their information? If you use my name, they will definitely
give you a discount.”


  “Uh, is this going to cost me?” 



  She smiled. “This can be in the
house. The King has always been generous to the church. I’m also
good friends with the princess. Recovering the King should be of
utmost importance.”


  “Ah!” I let out a noise of surprise
and she put her hand over her face to cover her giggle. 



  “What? You didn’t think the church
knew? We also have an invested interest in maintaining order in the
country. Believe it or not, the church believes in peace above all
else. We don’t easily promote war if an alternative is available.”



  “Alright then, thank you!” I said
as she wrote down and handed me the shipwright’s information. “If
that will be all…” 



  “One more thing…” She stopped me,
reaching into her chest again. 



  This time, she pulled out a coin and
pressed it into my hand. I looked at it to realize it was a token.
Going by the etching on it, it was familiar. 



  “This is a gladiatorial right?” 



  I had heard of these mentioned before.
Tokens seemed to be a major thing in this world. I had two knight
tokens which would bestow upon someone the knight job. It stood to
reason that there were other job-infused tokens out there. High-level
Adventurer’s also had a token to record their jobs and performance,
but I wouldn’t get one until I was a C rank. The Gladiatorial Right
was a token that allowed you to submit someone into the colosseum to
fight. 



  “Lord Reign sent this to me. He was
really hoping to buddy up to the church. Frankly, I think he was
hoping I’d send a female big-breasted acolyte that he could fondle.
I would never get involved in such a blood sport anyway. 



  “Then, why give it to me?” 



  “I heard of an award this year, a
young dwarf. You could say that she is the reason my opinion changed
about the flat sect. Since I owe her, I would like to save her from
slavery. However, I can’t act directly, as it would look bad in
front of the church, you understand…”


  “Of course…” 



  Rubee was as flat as aboard. If she
openly helped her, it would definitely cause the Archbishop to lose a
lot of her position. 



  “Well, I planned to buy her from
whoever wins her, but that person might not be amiable, so I thought
that if you were to participate, then you could give her a better
life. She is like Carmine in a lot of ways, a lost soul that needs a
strong hand to tame her.” 



  “Unfortunately, the competition has
already started a few days ago, so…” 



  “Hmm? You didn’t see?” She
pointed down at my token. “Since I’m considered a VIP, my
Gladiatorial Right is already a qualifier. In other words, you need
not enter the preliminaries. They take the first week, so as long as
you can be there in four days, you should be able to enter the main
tournament. Well, I assume you have confidence in being able to
travel quickly, although I won’t even ask how.” 



  “Ah… thank you…” 



  I took the coin. Rubee again. It seemed
like I was tied to that loli by fate.
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fter
everything, we managed to leave the church without incident. On the
way out, Carl appeared again. 



  


  “Oh, you’ve come to take Carmine
away? This is for the best. Although her breasts are quite admirable,
she has a bad personality. She hides them away in that armor. Not
like the Archbishop, who puts it on display for every ma- geh!” 



  A book manages to slam into his face,
and Carl passed out on the floor. The source of that book naturally
came from the Archbishop herself, although where she found that book
is anyone’s guess. This is apparently a common event, as the other
priests, paladins, and acolytes all ignore it, passing by or even
stepping over him if necessary, without a second look. 



  “You said you were close friends with
the princess?” I asked wryly. 



  She straightens proudly, her breasts
bouncing. “The King sent her to learn under my care when she was
younger. I taught her everything she knows. Why do you ask?” 



  “Oh, nothing… I just see the
resemblance.” 



  Both women had a skill with throwing
things at an incredible distance. It was clear who was the master and
who was the student. Mary had taken Carl out twice now, while the
princess could barely discipline her brother. 



  We bid our farewells with the
Archbishop, and a few eyes were more appreciative upon seeing us
being close with their high clergy. Well, poor Terra still received
looks of disdain and disgust. Over time, she had lowered her head,
reached out, and grabbed the back of my shirt. She seemed to have
sunk into herself, and over time, made no responses but to follow me
silently while holding on pitifully. 



  When we finally exited the church, she
stopped, and a tug on my shirt when I tried to keep going caused me
to stop as well and I glanced back. 



  “M-master…” she responded, her
voice shaky. 



  “Terra, you don’t need to worry
about them. If we do end up in that other sect, it’ll become the
exact opposite. Lydia and Shao will be looked down upon and you’ll
be appreciated. As Mary already pointed out, I’m not a guy who gets
caught up on that kind of thing.”


  “Th-those stares… that hatred…
the disappointment…”


  “I’m so sorry that you had to face
all of that…” 



  “Master… let’s have sex!” Terra
finally raises her head, her eyes flashing with excitement. 



  “Eh?” I look back to see that Terra
is panting and her cheeks are flushed. 



  “I don’t know why, but I really
want Master right now!” 



  “Ahhh… I see…” 



  It turned out, that her trial through
the church of big breasts had awakened a part of Terra that she
didn’t understand. Unfortunately, I could see what was happening
here. Terra’s life was marked with failure, from her death all the
way to her failure to live up to being a guardian who protected her
city. Therefore, all of those disdainful criticizing eyes seemed to
awaken a subconscious desire to be punished. 



  Now, my poor little golem was turning
into a pervert who likes these kinds of things. I give out a long
sigh and then pat her on the head. 



  “Let's just go home and we’ll see
about it.” 



  I wasn’t sure this was a condition I
could fix. Perhaps, I’d be able to contain it with proper measures.



  “Also… while Master does it, can he
spit on me?” 



  
	
	
	



























  “Denied!”
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of Aberis!”
 


  


  “It’s him!” 



  “The Hero of the Capitol City!” 



  I hadn’t bothered to hide my face on
the way back to the mansion. Even those that didn’t recognize me
definitely recognized the girls who were fighting on stage that day.
Whether it was the ditzy fairy who cleared the stage, the sexy Lydia
who gave a striptease, or the defiant determination of Terra, every
girl had a place in their hearts. The exception was Shao, but
thankfully she had kept her face mostly covered and few seemed to
connect her to the demon lord. Rather, it’d be stranger if they did
think a demon lord was casually walking around next to the hero who
defeated her. 



  As we left the main area and went into
the richer neighborhood, those that called out decreased. In fact,
the people who were walking around decreased completely. We were soon
the only people on the street. Of course, this was the rich
neighborhood, so we were within sight of guard posts. This was not a
dangerous area of town by any means. 



  However, it did make it somewhat
obvious when there were three people standing in front of the
mansion. There were two large men, and then a smaller man in the
middle. They looked incredibly shady, and I wondered a bit why the
guards had even let them get this far into the neighborhood. Although
to be fair, we lived on the outskirts, in the small mansion which
once used to belong to our neighbors. 



  “Ah… Master!” Carmine suddenly
called out when she noticed the men. 



  “What is it?” I asked, still eyeing
the men suspiciously. 



  “You have a lot of money, right?” 



  “Huh?” I glanced over at Carmine.
“What are you on about?” 



  “You’re rich, right? Your talk
about not having disposable money, you were just joking! Right?
Right?” 



  I wasn’t joking, but I also didn’t
want this woman to know how much money I had. That wasn’t the
important thing. Who were these people waiting on us? She seemed to
recognize them. 



  “I don’t know what you’re on
about? Why are there people waiting in front of my house?” 



  “They must have heard that you came
to town. They are probably waiting to… co…t mo…” The last
part was so mumbled and low that I could barely hear her. 



  “What was that?” 



  “C-collect money!” She responded in
a hoarse whisper. 



  “What are you talking about? You were
turned into a slave! Your debt was settled. I also just settled your
debt with the church. So…” 



  She looked nearly in tears. “Didn’t
I already explain? That damn elf wouldn’t give me any coins? How
was I going to buy things? So, I took out some loans… or twelve…
in Master’s name!”


  “What!?” 



  She waved her hands defensively. “None
of them were for very much! Just fifty coins here, a few coins
there.” 



  I rubbed my temples, immediately
regretting bringing her back from the church. “Just tell me, how
much money do you owe these people?” 



  “Not that much… only 2 or 3…” 



  “Hundred!” I shouted out, causing
the men to finally notice us. 



  
	
	
	




























  “Ah… no Master…” she looked
down guiltily. “Thousand. Three thousand gold.”
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ou…”
As I was glaring at her angrily, the three men walked over to us. 



  


  The men looked intimidating, but they
weren’t acting aggressively yet. As for me, I was already sweating
at the thought of spending 3000 gold coins. It had only been weeks!
Clearly, her condition was spiraling out of control! 



  “I can’t help it!” Carmine cried
as she looked at the sour look on my face. “Being trapped with
sister brought it out of me! It’s really Master’s fault for
forcing me to live with her even though he knew how I felt!” 



  “Errr…” I couldn’t really argue
with that. 



  It didn’t really matter. What was
done was done. Now, we had this 3000 gold debt that we had to take
care of. 



  “Should we just kill them?” I
whispered quietly under my breath. 



  The girls with animal ears naturally
heard me. Lydia touched her sword as if to say that I should just
give the order. As for Miki, she grabbed my arm and shook her head. 



  “The loan guild may not be as
widespread and well known as the slaver’s guild, but they provide
the slavers with a large portion of their slaves. They are about the
5th largest organization in Aberis, only being beaten out
by the Adventurer’s Guild, the slavers, the church, and the royal
family.” Miki explained. 



  “Even the loan sharks have a guild?”
I felt like crying. 



  “They take their debt very seriously.
They’re not above burning down buildings or taking out kneecaps.
Even if someone is stronger than them, they wouldn’t dare cross the
loan guild. Their actions are considered barbaric by some, but they
are effective for a reason.” 



  I could only nod with a numb feeling in
my mind. In short, I couldn’t afford to offend these people. Even
if they couldn’t threaten my life, they could burn down my mansion
or in some other ways cause me trouble. I might argue that giving
loans to a slave in the first place was a bad move, but in Aberis,
slaves were allowed to use money and represent their Masters. If you
had to do everything yourself, it defeated the purpose of using a
slave. The responsibility falls on the master to control their slaves
properly. Thus, in the loan guild’s eyes, I was responsible for the
ridiculous debt she acquired. 



  “How much of the 3000 gold do you
have left?” I demanded.


  “It was only a 1000 gold loan, the
rest is interest Master…” 



  “What the hell is with that interest
rate?” 



  “They said I was a liability having
already failed to pay off a debt and needing to be sold off to
slavery once already!” 



  “They were right!” I yelled and
then sighed. “Okay… how much of the 1000 gold coins have you
kept?” 



  “Master…” 



  “Any of it?” 



  She shook her head, now actually
crying. “It wasn’t my fault! The Capitol city is expensive! Just
my storage ring cost 50 gold. My armor and weapons have several
magical enchantments, that cost 500 gold to have it made, fitted, and
then enchanted.” 



  “Made from scratch! Why?” 



  “Please, Master, you wouldn’t
expect me to put on armor someone else wore and wasn’t fitted
perfectly to me? Right?” Carmine sniffed at the thought and then
continued. “Plus, the guy who carried it back to the mansion wanted
a few gold coins…” 



  “Wait, why did you need someone to
carry it back if you had the storage ring?” 



  “Doesn’t Master know it’s bad
luck to store new armor in a storage ring before you wear it for the
first time?”


  My hand slapped my face. I felt like I
wanted to strangle someone. It was about that time that the three men
finally made it to where we were standing and arguing in the street. 



  
	
	
	





























  “So, where’s my money?” The short
man said.
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ust
out of curiosity, what happens if I refuse to pay?” 



  


  “Tsk…” The small man made an
irritated noise. “Officially, we aren’t able to hold you
personally responsible. Any loan a slave takes out is technically
made using their own body a collateral. Therefore, the most we can do
is repossess and enslave Carmine and sell her to recoup our losses.”


  “No!” Carmine cried out, grabbing
my shirt. 



  “I see…” I reach out and patted
Carmine’s hand reassuringly. “It’s okay, I’ll settle this.”


  She let go of my shirt and I walked up
to the men. The two guards on either side flexed, ready to step in if
I tried anything dangerous. Instead, I reached out and clasped his
hand, shaking it. 



  “What is this?” He asked, a
confused look on his face. 



  “I can’t say it’s been a pleasure
dealing with you, but thankfully this was able to be resolved
amicably,” I responded. 



  “Wait, what? When did we resolve
this?” 



  “Eh? Didn’t you say you’ll
repossess Carmine? It’s truly unfortunate, but I’m sure you can
find her a good home. Are you by chance interested in sisters?” 



  “W-w-w-wait a second here!” The
guy's eyes flashed in shock. 



  “M-m-master! What are you saying?”
Carmine looked about ready to cry. 



  “Ah, here’s a gold coin, it should
cover the slave removal fee.” I pulled out the coin and pressed it
in his palm and then turned to Carmine. “I apologize I wasn’t
able to be a better Master. You keep trying. Come on girls.” 



  I turned and walked away, the other
five girls in tow. When Carmine and the three men realized I was
already almost to the gate that led back into my house, the
realization of what was happening finally set in. 



  “Master! You can’t leave me!”
Carmine collapsed, crying out as she reached in my direction. 



  “W-w-w-wait! Don’t be so hasty?”
The guy ran to me so fast that he even abandoned his protection as he
went to stop me from entering my mansion.  “We can always
negotiate! That was just an introductory rate, we can definitely work
with people to help them settle their debts!”


  “Not interested.” I tried to walk
past him, but he grew even more desperate trying to block me. 



  “W-wait! I can bring it down to 2000
gold! No, 1500! That’s my best offer!” 



  Of course, I wasn’t an idiot. The
entire thing sounded suspicious from the get-go. Even if these people
were backed by some kind of money loaning guild, they were clearly
acting outside of the proper regulations. 



  From the moment Carmine had started
talking, I had predicted a lot of what she said was nonsense. A
reputable person from the loan guild wouldn’t lend money out to a
slave without a token of authority. I knew this because I had to get
one for Faeyna. There were various settings and permissions as to
what she was and wasn’t allowed to do. It was the only way a slave
could legitimately do business. Never mind the extreme interest rate,
or their attempt to recover it only weeks later. 



  It was likely that they knew about me
becoming a lord recently, and knew about Carmine’s condition, and
then went out of their way to try to ensnare her with the hopes of
getting a cut of my lord’s salary. He’s some country lord bumpkin
who doesn’t know anything, and Carmine is a pretty girl in trouble.
They could keep an impressionable and gullible lore paying them some
coins for the next twenty years. 



  When Mary said Carmine was troublesome,
she wasn’t exaggerating at all! However, it also seemed like she
was preyed upon by these guys, so it probably wasn’t all her fault.
I bet even the people she purchased goods from were set up by these
men to cause her to quickly lose the coins she borrowed, so she
always came back quickly and they didn’t lose a single copper. 



  
	
	
	


























  It’s too bad they tried to catch me
up in their scheme. My mother was a single parent without an
education and a low income. She was the perfect prey for these kinds
of scams. In truth, my mom had fallen for a few and we struggled as a
result. But by the time I was a teenager, I had seen them all, and
regularly had to send these scam artists on their way before they
could exploit my gullible mother. The question now became what was I
going to do with these guys?
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f course, I couldn’t just kill the guys. There was a chance their
affiliation with the guild was real. Not everyone who joined a guild
would necessarily be a good person. I could go report them to the
guild, but I honestly didn’t really know what their policy was. For
all I knew, what they did really was acceptable, as much as I didn’t
believe it. 



  


  That meant that if it became an
argument between me and them, they might be able to succeed through
plausible deniability. They’d say something like I misunderstood
them, and then they’d have evidence where I didn’t. At best, it’d
be my word against theirs. At worst, they run to the guild and
complain and they in turn act rashly before finding out the truth.
Apologies were all good and fine, but I’d rather not be
inconvenienced in the first place. 



  So, they tried to threaten me with
taking Carmine away, expecting that to be scary for me. In some ways,
it was like what happened between myself and Lydia. However, back
then, I had the feeling that Figuro was doing his best and I
genuinely did have strong feelings for Lydia. When it came to
Carmine, the threat didn’t impassion me at all, despite their hope.



  So, when they gave me a means of not
paying, I decided to see what would happen. Naturally, I knew that
they wouldn’t be able to take Carmine’s slave status away from me
thanks to the curse. That required a bit more money than they had. I
was seeing how much they knew, and that turned out to not be very
much. 



  If they did take her and try to sell
her, they’d find a roadblock. By the time they realized they’d
been duped, I would already have consulted with the loan guild and
reported their actions. It was a delaying tactic, but it didn’t
turn out the way I expected. I thought they may actually take
Carmine. She’d be gone for a few days, but she was a Paladin so I
doubted she’d be hurt. Instead, the prospect of not getting any
money and also being stuck with Carmine was more than they could
handle. 



  “It’s okay… I’m not that
attached to the slave, you can have her.” I told the little man. 



  “You…” He truly looked anguished.
“Sir… we… we… we can’t take her!” 



  “Oh?” I finally stopped and looked
back. “Then how will you square your debt away?” 



    “Geh… you…” He wiped the
angry look off his face and tried to put on an ingratiating smile. “I
can see you’re a man of wealth. How about we come up with some kind
of agreement?” 



  “No thanks, take her away.” 



  “Master is so cruel…” Carmine
cries. 



  “I’m not your Master anymore,
please greet your new Masters…”


  What did a man of wealth mean? Was he
saying I’m stingy? The frown on my face that time was genuine. 



  “I don’t want her!” The man
finally broke down. “J-just keep her!”


  “Nope, she’s your problem!”


  “You don’t get it! She’s
blacklisted all across town! No one will buy her in Aberis! There is
no way we can sell her at a profit! We won’t be able to sell her at
all!


  “Then you probably shouldn’t have
loaned her money…” I shrugged. 



  Fear shot through his eyes as he
glanced at the crying Paladin and realization shot through him. It
wasn’t just that he wasn’t going to get paid anything. Rather, he
was also going to be stuck with her. That was somehow worse!


  “P-please, take her with you!” He
begged. 



  “Nope. Do we need to take this before
the guild to resolve?” 



  His eyes flashed with even more panic.
“N-no! It’s just… I can’t take her with me! Is there anything
we can do so you take her with you today?” 



  I make a show of scratching my chin
thoughtfully. “I suppose there is something I would take in
exchange for her.”


  “Wh-what is that?” 



  “I need about a hundred gold?” 



  “A hundred gold? That’s a
ridiculous amount!” 



  “What are you saying? This girl here
has nearly a 1000 gold debt on her. 100 gold is a 90% off sale! I’ll
tell you what, because you guys seem nice, how about I sell it to you
for 99 gold and 99 silver?”


  “It’s 10 silver per gold… isn’t
he charging him more?” Lydia whispers to Miki.


  “Shhhh!” She shoots back. 



  “Going once… twice…” 



  
	
	
	


































  “W-we’ll take it!” The short man
cries out.
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ometime
later, there was a knock on my door. I was receiving a massage from
Lydia and Terra both. Terra was starting to press for something more,
and if things kept going this way, I was going to enjoy both women at
once. That was when Faeyna knocked on my door. 



  


  “Master, there is someone at the
door.” 



  I sighed and stood up, putting a shirt
back on and walking barefoot to the front entrance. There, standing
in the foyer, were the three men from earlier. I frowned as I walked
up to them. 



  “I found a place for Carmine after
the agreed-upon price. What do you want now?” 



  “You tricked me!” The small man
yelled. 



  “Eh? Didn’t we reach an agreement?
I’d take care of Carmine, and you’d pay a hundred gold. I thought
we’re all good now?”


  As for taking care of Carmine, I handed
her to her sister and ordered her to sleep in her sister’s bed as
punishment. For the rest of it, I performed a few Slave Orders to
make sure Carmine didn’t fall for this again. She could no longer
make purchases by herself. If she needed anything, it'd have to come
through me or Faeyna. 



  “You bastard! That gold wasn’t even
mine!” He cursed. “If I can’t pay it back, they’ll break my
legs.” 



  “Hmm… shouldn’t agree to debts
you can’t pay, huh?” 



  “You…” He clenched his fist, but
he knew he couldn’t yell at me anymore even if he was angry.  


  After all, he came here for a way out,
and the worst thing I could do is shut a door on his face. He may be
part of the 5th strongest organization in Aberis, but I
was a noble. That meant I was a part of the first strongest
organization in Aberis. At this moment, as he stood in my foyer and I
was wearing a silk robe, that couldn’t be more apparent. 



  After swallowing his anger, he
continued. “What can I do to get that 100 gold back? I need it by
the end of the month or I’m a dead man!”


  “What’s your name?” I asked,
crossing my arms and looking at him consideringly. 



  “Drake.” He responded. “I'm Drake
and these are my friends, Danny and Brick.”


  The two men on either side nodded as
they were introduced. 



  “Why should I help you? You tried to
scam me.” I stated blatantly. 



  He bit his lip. “I and these two grew
up on the streets. They looked after me when we were young. They were
bigger, but I was the brains. That’s how it always worked. I grew
up though and realized I wasn’t as smart as I thought. I was smart
compared to them, but I still let people run around me. I tried to do
the loaning business, but it was too cutthroat. You were… you were
our big score. I thought some new lord who rose from nowhere must be
gullible. However, then you didn’t take that woman, and I knew if I
returned with her, I’d definitely be punished. I screwed up. I’m
not the boss my guys need. However, you’re a lord, right? You have
money and a need for tough guys. Even if you won’t accept me who
has no skills, please accept my brothers!” 



  With that, he gave a low bow. 



  “As it turned out, you’re not as
dumb as you think,” I responded. 



  A dumb guy would have stuck to the
scam, kept escalating things, and perhaps even eventually cost him
his life. This guy had something a lot of people in this world
didn’t. He knew when to quit when to run, and when to double down. 



  “Sir?” 



  
	
	
	


























  “As a matter of fact, I do have a use
for you. Actually, I think you’d be perfect.”
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sending the men on their way with strict orders, the rest of us went
to sleep. Had I not planned to take Faeyna the next day, I might have
made more of an effort to spend some time with her. However, after
being stimulated at the Church, I felt sorry for Terra and decided to
give her all the attention she needed. 



  


  The next morning, after Faeyna brought
me breakfast, I expressed interest in bringing her to my mansion in
Chalm. It was about twice the size of this one and the location of my
return skill. So, I would be making more visits there than here. The
place was already becoming dusty and messy without anyone to maintain
it. 



  “I thought that is what Master would
want. Since I’ve already created an account with the bank of
Aberis, I have arranged to have guards at your gate and a cleaner to
arrive once a week.”


  It turned out Faeyna had already made
preparations for an extended absence a while ago. This was good, as I
also sent Carmine and Salicia away. The mansion would be completely
abandoned. These services were probably more expensive than just
having slaves, but they required less oversight too. I wouldn’t
have to worry about a company suddenly running away, or needing to be
cared for. It was probably the best situation for my home away from
home. 



  With that, she brought out a cart that
was much larger than the one she had obtained in Dirage. It was also
filled with supplies she had deemed valuable for the cost. 



  The prince had responded to the letter
I sent. Apparently, lords in Aberis could fight each other without
the entire country falling into chaos. The royal family could put a
stop to this infighting if needed, but they generally looked the
other way. He warned me to be careful with Lord Reign, but that he
would unofficially take my side if things came to an internal
struggle. That didn’t mean much on the surface, but if I did wipe
Lord Reign out, it would mean he would keep me from experiencing a
backlash. 



  I was a little depressed, having
thought he would send knights and soldiers and such. However, he made
it clear that without undeniable proof that he was working for the
Imperial Cloud Meadow, the royal family couldn’t make a move. He
had enough allies in Aberis that such an action may lead to a civil
war. As long as it remained a local conflict between two lords,
however, then things could remain small scale. 



  In short, the city of Chalm and I would
have to resolve this conflict by ourselves. That’s not to say the
rewards wouldn’t be good once we succeeded, but that was the way of
this world. People didn’t just hand you things for nothing. Things
had to be earned. It would be pointless if everything I had
accomplished was handed to me by the prince. Even Tibult understood
that he couldn’t depend on his family to make himself a name. 



  
	
	
	













  With that thought, we headed to the
Traveler’s Guild, where the blue mage was waiting to take us to
Kingsport. It was just one more step on my journey. I had a long way
to go.
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ou,
again? Hmph…” The old man at the Traveler’s Guild said as we
walked in. 



  


  That was actually about as polite as he
got. It didn’t really matter to me. Every time I used him, I ended
up in a new place, and once I was in a new place, I could take
advantage of Portal and return there whenever I wanted. However,
today's journey would be two trips. That’s why the first portal was
done so early in the morning. Otherwise, based on this guy’s
disposition, it definitely would have been later in the day so he
could sleep in.  


  The first transport would take me to
the town of Nyphal. Nyphal was about an hour on foot away from
another Great Dungeons, the Mirror Labyrinth. Since I was interested
in all of the Great Dungeons, I would have wanted to travel there
anyway. So, this got one more place out of the way. From what I
understood, there would be a four-hour gap before the next transfer.
It was plenty of time to look around. So, once we made it to Nyphal,
we planned to purchase any information we could and head to the Great
Dungeon.


  Nyphal was supposedly on the border of
the Ost Republic. I was curious about their culture as well. I heard
that there were currently tensions between the Ost Republic and
Aberis, but I didn’t know what those were about. It didn’t really
have anything to do with me. I was the farthest from the Ost Republic
border, so it was unlikely I’d ever be called to protect that
border. Doing so would strip Aberis of any protection on the western
front of Dioshin. Although there were no wars with Dioshin, the
relationship between the two countries has always been tenuous at
best. 



  “Alright, everyone gathered?” 



  I got into the transport with my girls.
It was actually a very full contingent. It looked like a lot of
soldiers were traveling along with us. Perhaps the battles with the
Ost Republic were escalating since they seemed to be sending nearly
fifty troops. Only two of them appeared to officially be knights. The
rest were swordsmen of varying ability. It was difficult to tell for
me, but Lydia said that she could tell a swordsman’s level with a
look now. It must be one of her higher skills or a natural ability of
a beastkin, I didn’t know what. 



  As for the wagon and the supplies, I
put that in my largest storage ring, which just had enough room to
fit it all. If that didn’t work, I would have just created a portal
once we got back and brought it through, but I’d rather not waste
portals if I didn’t have to. You never knew when you might need
another one and shuffling around my dungeon points was annoying and
always ran the risk of me accidentally forgetting to reselect reset
and thus becoming stuck with my layout until I earned more points. 



  I had managed to reequip all of the
girls with storage rings again so that they could store their stuff.
I hadn’t done this for Faeyna, Salicia, or Carmine because they
didn’t travel around as much. However, for the girls I brought with
me, I felt it important that they are able to bring along all of
their stuff. They all had rooms at the Mansion and in the Capitol,
but they opted to carry most of their stuff with them when possible.
They were a bit more reserved in what they stored after their rings
were destroyed last time, but they still liked to bring a lot along.
The cost per ring was about 100 gold, but I had found two rings in
the dungeon as treasures, so I had only needed to buy three more. 



  The portal erupted and the group of us
were teleported away to a new location. Like always, the new travel
guild wasn’t much different than the last once, so the transfer
wasn’t that dizzying. The people sitting around and behind the
counters were different, but that was about it. 



  “So, this is Nyphal, huh?” 



  The soldiers all moved out of the
traveling guild at once, and my group traveled behind them. However,
we didn’t get far as the entire group of fifty had suddenly lined
up and stood at attention. Celeste, who wasn’t looking, plowed into
one of the guys and knocked him down. This caused a disturbance and
Lydia went to help the soldier out and I went to admonish Celeste. 



  “Wha- It’s you!” Shocked words
suddenly shouted out. 



  I looked up to see the man the fifty
troops had all lined up in front of. At first, I didn’t recognize
him because he seemed to have lost a bit of weight. He was glaring
specifically at me and Lydia. It was at that moment that the
expression on his face became recognizable. 



  
	
	
	


















  “Lord… Tibult?”
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Tibult’s face twisted with indescribable emotions. He was the first
noble I had met in this world, and he had been a bad example over
all. He had upset the Mina dungeon and nearly led to me and Lydia's
death. He had tried to cause trouble for me in the Capitol. After his
actions had inadvertently released a Demon Lord on the city, he was
exiled to the border to be involved in some kind of conflict with the
Ost Republic…


  


  Ah… that was right, they were at a
border town of the Ost Republic. What were the chances that these
soldiers being sent to the Capitol were going to be met by Lord
Tibult himself? Actually, they probably would send a lower rank
officer to check. If I recalled correctly, Lord Tibult’s entire
family was tasked with protecting this border. He had actually been
the black sheep wanting to live the lavish noble lifestyle rather
than being an officer like his father and brothers. 



  In other words, had I been thinking
about it, running into Lord Tibult here was a very real possibility.
Unfortunately, not only had I not thought about it, but I had rolled
the dice badly and ended up running right into him as soon as I got
here. Worst of all, these soldiers were under his command. They might
not be as strong as the Imperial Cloud Knights, but they were
literally all around us. There were another fifteen soldiers behind
Lord Tibult himself, making a total of sixty-five. We may need to
run, and if that was the case, I wasn’t sure when or how we’d be
able to make it to Kingsport to find a shipwright. 



  Lord Tibult began to walk up to me, his
eyes narrowed as he stroked his blade menacingly. His time on the
border was only a few weeks, but he looked like a completely
different man. He had lost a lot of weight over that time. His eyes
also had an overshadowed look. It was clear that this man had seen
war and experienced life and death. The only other person I could
have said changed so quickly in such a short period of time was
myself. 



  Yet, old grudges were hard to kill. In
a way, I was the one who ended up sending him to this place. He had
every reason to hate me to his core. The girls behind me began to get
ready. If they had to fight their way out, they wouldn’t hesitate
to do it. It would hurt me if any one of them died though. We weren’t
in a dungeon, so it wasn’t at the level of a life and death
situation, but I couldn’t allow him to capture us either. We either
escaped, or we died. If I died, I could resurrect back at the Capitol
using my Life Insurance, and then I could bring the girls back. 



  All of those thoughts occurred only
within a few moments as the man approached me. The tension was so
thick in the air that one could cut it with a blade if they wanted
to. 



  At the moment he reached me, Lord
Tibult suddenly fell to the ground. I thought he had tripped, but a
moment later I realized he was kotowing. 



  “Lord Deekson! My only friend!
Please! Save me!” He cried out in a wailing and childish voice
unbecoming of an officer. 



  
	
	
	













  “Eh?”
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e were sitting in a tavern. After I had peeled Lord Tibult off the
floor, he had given his troops orders to meet him on the outskirts of
town. His previous display should have lost all of their respect, but
I realized that they never had it in the first place. These troops
were clearly sent to babysit him, not to be served by him. They only
followed his orders while rolling their eyes. As for Lord Tibult, he
could only wear a tight smile as he sent them away. 



  


  Immediately after, he pulled me into a
nearby Tavern while promising to pay for a meal. I was more curious
now than worried, so I let him take me. He assured me that this place
had the best food in town. I realized as a former fatty like myself,
he probably knew what he was talking about. We all ordered, and as
soon as I took I bite, I realized that my guess was correct. It
wasn’t at the level of Faeyna or myself, but it was a pretty good
meal compared to the slop this world’s commoners often ate. 



  “Lord Tibult…” 



  “Call me Otto.” 



  “Geh… Otto, um… since when did we
become friends?” 



  Otto’s face turned red. “Th-that…
well… weren’t we opponents? And then you defeated me. Now…
we’re equals.” 



  “Actually… aren’t you’re a
Baron while I’m a Viscount. I outrank you quite a bit…” 



  “Isn’t that why you need
subordinates? A low level noble with ties to higher nobles?” 



  “Now, I’m your master?” 



  “Don’t be ridiculous! I’m of the
Tibult family!” He cried out and then lowered his head. “Although…
it would be best if we buried the hatchet.”


  I scratched my head as a cute waitress
came out and brought our dessert. Despite this being a border city, I
was very impressed with the quality. You’d think a front line would
have bad food. When noticing me enjoying the food, he grinned. 



  “The Ost Republic… they value Cooks
a lot more. The School of Cooking exists in its capital. The one good
thing about being sent to fight alongside my brother and father at
Fort Detrimix is that the food is very good.”


  I crossed my arms and sighed. “Fine,
say we’re friends, then what is it that you want. I’m actually
busy on a request from the Prince.” 



  He winced at that and then nodded.
“Yes, you’re good friends with the Prince and Princess. I’m
envious.” 



  “You’re about the same age as him…”



  “Yeah! But he appreciates a man’s
man!” Otto snorted. “How do you think he’d respond to someone…
ah… well…”


  “Ah… that’s right, you lean
towards men… um… then don’t you like being around a bunch of
strong men on the border?” 



  “You’d think…” He sighed. “But
my reputation spread quickly, and most of the army look down on me
with disdain. Plus, my father put a ban on it. He thinks he can force
women on me. Sends a woman to my bedchamber every night. Says if I
can’t do anything else of use, I can at least spread the family
line.” 



  “Family is tough…” 



  
	
	
	
























  “Yes!” He perked up like he just
remembered something. “That’s right! I need your help! My life is
in your hands!”
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hy?
What’s going?” I frowned. 



  


  I assumed he was being a little
melodramatic. Wars here were not fought like wars in my old world.
That naturally had to do with one major difference. Resurrection!
Since death could be circumvented, wars in this world had more to do
with resources. When one side ran out of resources, whether that be
money, mana, priests, or weapons… then they must surrender. One
thing about death is that it didn’t bring back equipment.


  There might be soldiers who get
forgotten or they don’t feel should be resurrected, but for the
most part, a noble would never have to fear death on the border.
That’s why I was curious about how Lord Tibult had grown such a
haunted look. 



  “I died,” he said. “I promised
myself after I died in the Capitol that that would be the last time,
yet I died again.” 



  “Ah…” 



  I had only died once since I had been
to this world, but I heard of a condition unique to this world called
Death Mania. Essentially, every time someone died, they took a
certain degree of damage to their mind and soul. If someone died too
many times in close succession, that damage became an integrated part
of them. It was like scar tissue repeatedly building up. 



  For everyone who experienced Death
Mania, it manifested in different ways. Some people grew psychotic,
not valuing life and becoming brutal murders and rapists. Others
simply become suicidal, racing into danger without value for their
lives. The third kind was like Lord Tibult here. They grow a haunted
look, becoming terrified of their next death. Having seen the
nothingness beyond, they become more scared than anyone over a
repeat. 



  This is actually a big concern in the
Adventuring Guild. Back when I first came to this world and joined
the guild, the Big Sister used to tell me that if I ever died more
than twice in a year, that I should find her and she’d take care of
me. Adventurers like that were considered at risk. She said if I had
any lustful tendencies, she’d take care of them. I hadn’t seen
Big Sister in a while. 



  If someone reached five deaths in a
year, or ten deaths in five years, Adventuring Guilds stop giving you
missions. It is kind of like the concussion epidemic in sports in my
old world. Except rather than damage to your brain, it was damage to
your soul. Even resurrection had its limits. I was glad I had died
only once. Regrettably, Miki had already passed away twice. Yet, she
was a spiritualist and thus was able to mitigate the damage a lot
better than most. Either way, I did worry about her dying again. 



  Of course, there was only one problem
with what Lord Tibult was saying. He had only died twice, so how
could he be suffering from anything?


  “I died three times.” Otto
continued. 



  “It’s only been a few weeks!” I
cried out and then blushed. “Ah… sorry.” 



  Otto’s fist tightened. “The last
time, I made a mistake. I got captured and wasn’t able to commit
suicide. My brother stormed the enemy line and managed to kill me.”


  “R-really…” My face twitched. 



  Some family they were. His brother
didn’t save him but killed him. 



  “I may be a low-ranked officer, but
under torture, I could give away information,” Otto explained
bitterly. “That’s why he did it. However, he failed to kill
himself and was thus captured in turn. I was resurrected, but my
brother Octius took my place. Father was furious.”


  “He’s a high-rank officer, right?”



  
	
	
	






















  Otto nodded. “If he breaks, the intel
he reveals would be many times more dangerous than the intel I could
have revealed. It may even be enough… for the Ost Republic to
invade Aberis!”
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o, what is your father going to do about it?” I asked. 



  


  Otto made a bitter face. “The Ost
Republic must have known our relationship. He’s currently two weeks
north and his forces are being held up by a sudden incursion. They’re
trying to buy time to finish the interrogation.” 



  “So, they’re sending another
high-ranked official?” 



  “I’m the highest-ranked official in
the area…” 



  “You’re kidding me…” 



  “Dad officially runs the army on the
border. His official orders are for me to mount a rescue. He says
that since I had already failed so many times, he’s giving me one
last chance.”


  “You’d think, given the importance,
he’d pick someone competent…” 



  “That’s what I said!” Otto
slammed his fist. 



  “You actually admitted it…” 



  “I wrote the Prince implicitly, and
he responded that he trusts father’s decisions and won’t undo
them. However, he did send me fifty of his best recruits currently in
the Capitol for additional support. Those were the men you traveled
with. But, they’re new soldiers unprepared for war. Other than the
two knights, they might as well just be fodder.” 



  “That damn prince… he didn’t even
send me a single soldier.” 



  “What? Why does the Wilderness need
soldiers?” 



  “Ah… never mind.” 



  In truth, this was probably another
reason why he didn’t send me any help. Even though he didn’t want
to be implicated, he could have given me a few troops. It wouldn’t
be weird for a kingdom to send troops to a border city. He had
already promised help to be sent to Ost Republic to prevent the
skirmishes from becoming an outright war. Comparatively, a war
between two lords internally was unimportant. 



  This led to another thought. If I did
choose to help Otto, then perhaps I could get some support for when I
dealt with Lord Reign. Even if Otto was useless, he was the son of a
high lord. It wouldn’t be a bad idea to get on their good side. I
could save his heir, and then they’d owe me one. 



  “There is one more thing…” Otto
looked like he was about to cry. “Father said if I don’t succeed
in this mission and die, he won’t bother to resurrect me! In fact,
he explicitly ordered I’m not to be resurrected!”


  “…” That explained why Otto was
so desperate as to come begging to me. 



  “So, will you help me?” He asked
pleadingly. 



  I scratched my chin as I considered my
options. On the one hand, I had a boat to acquire and a king to save.
If I were to help him now, that would definitely be another delay. My
Dungeon Life was feeling more and more like a video game. Well,
technically it was a video game, wasn’t it? I had always treated
this as another world, but I had only ever managed to get here
through a video game, right? Side quests led to more side quests, and
suddenly I’m so far removed from the main objective that I have to
keep reminding myself what was important. I decided to stop thinking
about such things. If I kept treating this as a game, then I’d at
one point have to decide whether the people in it are real or NPCs. I
refused to believe the women I loved weren’t as real as I was, so
that ended that debate. 



  Otto still waited for a response, a
permanent crease on his forehead. 



  
	
	
	

























  “Very well…” I responded. “But
we’re doing it tonight.”
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aeyna,
will you be okay by yourself?” 



  


  “Yes, Master, I have done this kind
of thing before. I’m more worried about Master,” Faeyna flushed
and then looked at me through her long eyelashes. “You’re always
managing to do such dangerous things. It makes my heart ache. You
sure know how to leave a girl waiting.” 



  I didn’t really get what she meant by
that. Was she really that worried about my death? She seemed ready to
leave my employ before when the Prince gave her a better offer. She
had suddenly changed her desires, but I never really understood why.
If it was as simple as gratitude for saving her, I’d rather she do
what she wanted than be miserable fulfilling some debt she felt she
owed in her mind.


   Although I liked Faeyna, I felt
like there had been a distance between us ever since that act. I had
hoped to fill some of that gap on this trip, but pressing matters
seemed to be determined to keep us separate. Thus, I traveled with
Faeyna. A younger and more inexperienced blue mage sent us on to the
ocean city of Kingsport. I could smell salt in the air once the
teleportation was over. I would love to have had some time to explore
the place, but I had to help Lord Tibult first. 



  After bringing out the cart and making
sure everything was set up properly, I hired a guard to watch over
her. This was another service of the travelling guild. She would be
alone in this city. Last time, I had just left her alone, but I
realized that this was actually pretty careless. The guards the
travelling guild offered would watch over the carriage and protect
Faeyna if needed. I didn’t have anything against men, but I did end
up selecting a female. She wasn’t pretty and had as many scars as
some of the men, but that only reassured me that she knew what she
was doing. 



  Once everything with her was settled, I
looked out over the ocean. The traveling guild was strategically
placed on a hill facing the ocean so that upon leaving the door, you
saw a very scenic beach and dock down below. I really wanted to take
all the girls to the beach. Faeyna in a swimsuit on the beach would
do the church proud. Ah well, I’d have to put off that religious
ceremony for another time. 



  Opening a portal, I headed back to the
Nyphal. I hadn’t brought the girls with me on this trip, saving a
bit of coin. I should have done that from the get-go, but there was
something to be said about travelling with company. Since I wanted
the girls with me in Nyphal, it didn’t make sense to blow through
portals and DP just to save a few coins. I was past the point where I
could argue over coppers. 



  The sun was only a bit past noon at
this point. I could probably say it was around 3 pm, although this
world didn’t have clocks. 



  “Master, what will we be doing until
tonight?” Shao asked, a blush betraying her lewd expectations. 



  I was sorry to disappoint her. 



  
	
	
	















  “There is still some time. Let’s
check out the Mirror Labyrinth.”
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 had
a natural curiosity about all of the dungeons and their subsequent
curses. I wanted to visit the Mirror Labyrinth before we left. It was
a dungeon that apparently had adopted the labyrinth name. That likely
meant it had a lot of confusing passages and didn’t focus as much
on monsters. It was only about thirty minutes when we found ourselves
boarding a ferry. We found out at the travelling guild that there was
actually a ferry that left for the Mirror Labyrinth four times a day.
That’s right, a ferry.


  


  As it turned out, the great labyrinth
was in the middle of a river, in a small islet that was isolated from
the rest of the world. It was for this reason that a city didn’t
sprout around the dungeon directly since there simply wasn’t the
size to support it. Instead, a city was built nearby, and a
travelling service to and from the island was established. 



  This got me excited and asking about a
Shipwright. Perhaps I could knock out two birds with one stone.
Regrettably, the ship was built in Kingsport and was transferred via
the travelling guild. So, I would have to depend on Faeyna to get
that order set up and make the referral. Her job tonight other than
to sell the goods on her person were to get a place and establish
contact with the shipwright recommended to us by Mary. We’d meet
her tomorrow, presuming everything went well tonight. 



  The ship rocked along the river for
nearly thirty minutes before it finally docked on a small island. I
was surprised to see that the island wasn’t filled with people. In
fact, the place felt surprisingly barren. 



  “No, bazar?” I asked the ship’s
captain. “I really thought there would be people selling stuff.
Even if the island is small.”


  It was true that the island was
exceptionally small. Other than a large cave head, the entire place
was only about 500 square meters. That still allowed room for
countless tents, gates, guards, and so on. 



  The man shook his head immediately.
“Too many people this close attracts monsters.”


  “Huh? Monsters?” 



  He pointed down. “In the depths. This
river is filled with strong creatures. There is a reason the city was
built in the distance and not along the river.”


  “Is it safe?” 



  He shrugged. “There is a reason we
make so many trips. As long as the groups are small, they don’t
seem to mind. It’s when people try to congregate that they… um…
get hungry. Your group of six is about as large of a group as I’ll
carry through. You’re lucky no one else had reserved.”


  “Ah, yes, thank you.” 



  “How long will your journey be? A
week or two?” 



  Most expeditions to the dungeon aren’t
planned on a daily basis like with me. Anyone who wanted to enter
would need to plan for several weeks or even a month, even if they
didn’t plan to dive very deeply. It was simply the cost of dungeon
diving. These were expeditions requiring a great deal of thought.
Well, with a portal that entered and left dungeons, I didn’t
possess this restriction, but that wasn’t a skill I advertised. 



  “Not long…” I said. “Just
getting our feet wet, so to speak.”


  The man nodded and said no more. We
finally docked at a small wooden dock only large enough for maybe two
small boats. We had arrived. It was time to see the next dungeon.
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fter
tipping the boat captain, the group of us departed from the boat.
Since there was nothing of any note outside the dungeon, we headed
straight to the entrance. 



  


  “Upon entering the Mirror Labyrinth,
the first thing you notice is the massive, crystalline structures
that make it up.” Miki read from a small book I had bought. 



  It was called. “What you need to know
about the Mirror Labyrinth.” Her reading had improved substantially
over the last few months. The pair of us had worked together to learn
the language, and we were both at a level where it was no longer a
challenge. Lydia had become envious of this and was expressing an
interest in reading as well. Terra and Shao already knew how to read
and write, so they had nothing to gain. 



  For Terra, she had learned this stuff
when she was growing up. For Shao, it was more forced, a desperate
skill she learned from other captured slaves in the hope that
knowledge would be power. Celeste was the only one who showed no
interest in furthering her education. That wasn’t quite right. It
wasn’t that she showed no interest; it was that any attempt to
teach her ended up disastrously. She didn’t have the patience to
sit down and work on it, and after giving her pages of letters to
work on, I’d come back hours later to find nothing had been done
but aimless doodling, and she had already forgotten why I had even
given her the page. 



  As the book suggested, when we walked
into the dungeon, the environment immediately changed. It wasn’t
dark like most dungeons. Rather, innumerable crystals lined the walls
and floor and reflected light. Where that light came from was
anyone’s guess, because the second you entered a dungeon, you
entered a different world. Only blackness could be seen from the
moment we stepped in. 



  {You have entered the Mirror
Labyrinth. Defeat the lore or complete it for greater rewards.}


  “Beautiful!” Celeste cried out,
fluttering around amongst the columns excitedly. 



  “Stay close, don’t get lost!” I
warned her. 



  I was beginning to understand why this
place got its name. It was, for better lack of a description, a
crystalline cavern. It was incredibly beautiful, filled with large
and small crystals that jutted out of the walls, floors, and
ceilings. There was a fair amount of space in the hallways here, but
I imagined they would be tighter on lower levels. 



  These crystals reflected all light,
including ourselves. It wasn’t as disorientating as a mirror house,
but I could see how it’d be easy to get turned around and lost.
Furthermore, those crystals seemed sharp and dangerous. In a battle,
this cave would definitely be a challenge. It’d be all too easy to
hit a wall and end up impaled by a large, protruding crystal. 



  “Does the book contain any maps?” I
asked. 



  Miki nodded. “Maps were included up
to the twentieth floor, although I heard you can buy the next ten. As
for how deep the Dungeon is, the book says they predict it to be 100
to 150 levels deep.”


  “Do they block the safe room like in
Dirage?” 



  “No… it says the safe room is…
um… safe to use.” 



  
	
	
	



















  “Alright, let’s head there, shall
we?”
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here
really are no enemies, huh?” I asked as we made our way to the safe
room. 



  


  “According to the guide, the first
enemies don’t appear until the 5th floor. The 5th
floor only contains the boss. Then, on the sixth floor, regularly
enemies can be seen. Furthermore, there are no treasures.” 



  “Yeah… I was afraid of that.” 



  I saw the same as she did, that there
were no treasures on my map. It was just five levels of confusing
mazes filled with crystals, some of which created reflections and
really tricked the eyes. On the one hand, the way the light kept
tricking you into seeing movement would make levels with true enemies
truly stressful. On the other hand, I wasn’t feeling terribly
thrilled about this dungeon, no matter how pretty the geological
crystal formations looked. 



  The key aspect of a dungeon was that it
continued to consume mana. It could do this two ways. First, it could
grow, engulfing more land to suck mana from, much like a tree with
roots. The second way is to draw mana containing creatures, like
humans, into it, where it would use miasma to feed on their mana. If
they died, it would get a giant meal. If they lived, it could
continue to consume them for weeks or even months. This sucking of
mana was also the same reason that dungeons wore on a person’s
mental state over time. 



  There weren’t too many long-term
studies on people in dungeons. There was one story of a magician who
was trapped in a dungeon for almost 18 months before he managed to
escape. His mind had deteriorated to the level that he was an
invalid, and his ability to use magic had been whittled away to
nothing. Another story told of an adventurer who had lived three
years in the dungeon and experienced nothing serious. He had remained
mostly in a safe room, which was free of miasma and wouldn’t such
mana away. I had heard rumors that there were entire levels free of
miasma, such as those alternative world levels, but these were very
distant rumors from a guy who knew a guy. 



  This wasn’t even a problem I, nor any
of my girls would ever have. Between Miki and myself, the miasma
wasn’t able to affect us. We theoretically could remain in a
dungeon our entire lives, although I wasn’t going to try it. Even
with my own dungeon creation skill, I had no desire to build my own
equivalent of a demon lord’s castle. Karr’s Dungeon was all of
the cursed mansion I could take. 



  With the map at hand and my own map to
locate us in the dungeon, it was rather easy for us to find the safe
room. After only thirty minutes of walking, we arrived. However, we
had taken enough twists and turns that had we tried to make it here
on our own; it would probably have taken weeks. When we arrived, I
was surprised to see that there were several parties of people
already in the dungeon. 



  “A new dungeon diving party? No one
mentioned a new dungeon diving party.” Someone spoke up. 



  “You guys just arrived at this
dungeon?” Another guy, who looked to be in charge of a three-man
party, spoke up. 



  “Um… yes, yes we have,” I
admitted, attempting to act polite. 



  
	
	
	
















  “Well… bugger off! This cave isn’t
for lightweights!”
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ey,
you all look young and inexperienced,” One of them said. “Why
don’t you try to bite on one of the baby dungeons. I hear they
really hold people’s hands in Dirage.” 



  


  Looking around, I realized these were
all more experienced people, about the age of the Guild Master, and
they had an air about them of experience. They were all large and
imposing, including the women. Many had dozens of scars. Every single
one of them carried a large backpack almost as big as themselves.
Lightweight was actually an apt name because we weren’t carrying
any packs or anything. All of our stuff was in storage rings, but I
had a feeling if I said that, they’d definitely scoff at it. 



  There were three parties in all. One
group possessed three people, one possessed five, and the last one
was six like my own. At twenty people, the room was a bit crowded,
but only a bit. The level of imposingness seemed to grow as their
size shrank. The three-person party consisted of three muscular men,
each about twice my size. The second group were all women, but they
were also quite large. The final party consisted of more regular
looking Adventurer types I might have seen in the Capitol’s
Adventuring Guild. 



  Those clustered in that side of the
firepit consisted of only one woman and five guys. That seemed like a
weird set up until I realized I was traveling as one guy and five
girls. Could they be perhaps part of a fabled reverse harem? The guys
in her party did all look attractive in a variety of different ways.
I could pick out the bad boy, the boy scout, and the rogue easy
enough. However, regardless of the group, they were definitely all
looking down on us. 



  The woman who appeared to be leading
the party of five girls was quite pretty, and she didn’t seem to
have any scars. She had a massive greatsword on her back that looked
humungous. It was definitely impossible for me to pick up, but it
looked like it fit her size. She leaned forward and gave me the
kindest look of the fourteen of them. 



  “We’re just looking out for your
best interest. A lot of people hear this dungeon doesn’t have
enemies on the top five floors and become convinced that means it is
simple. This dungeon isn’t so simple. It’ll tear up and eat
newbies like you. Come back in a few years.”


  “What she’s saying,” The leader
of the three-person party and the first one who had spoken initially
said. “Is that this place is for true dungeon divers. You can go
play kissy kiss with your harem somewhere else.”


  “Oi… is that a slight at me!” The
leader of the six-person troop, a red-headed woman, stood up angrily.



  She actually admitted she had a harem
of guys. They were all glaring at the three-man team angrily. The man
receiving those stares chuckled. 



  “Relax, Harem, it wasn’t intended
to insult you, unless you’re taking a liking for another for your
collection.” 



  
	
	
	















  “Hmph!” She crossed her arms and
then looked over at me and bit her lip. “Although, you do have an
innocent boy type I like. How about ditching the bitches and I’ll
show you how deep my dungeon diving goes?”
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f I might ask, how deep have you guys managed to dive?” I
asked, trying not to treat her veiled flirting like she was serious. 



  


  It wasn’t just five women behind me
boring a hole into my back, but also the five men behind her. I was
being glared at by all sides. Why would I be even interested in that
arrangement? She was pretty, with her long black hair over one eye,
wide hips, and a dress and attitude that gave the feel of a
sorceress. 



  The girl pursed her lips thoughtfully
at my words. “Harem’s Boys has made it as low as level 15. Can’t
get past the boss, but we will soon. 



  “I’m sorry, Harem’s what?” 



  “Ah, we forgot to introduce
ourselves. We’re the B-ranked Dungeon Divers, Harem’s Boys!”
She made a gesture to the guys, who actually seemed a little happy
she acknowledged them. “I’m Harem, by the way.”


  Her name is actually Harem!


  “Is that short for something?” I
asked, my lips twitching. 



  “Yup, it’s short for Harem Queen!”



  It was as bad as I thought. To prevent
from going crazy, I looked over at the next group. 



  “Rank S, Titan’s Fall.” The
leader from the group of women said. 



  “Rank A, Demon’s Head.” The man
snorted after everyone glanced in his direction.


  “Still not S?” The large woman put
on a mischievous smile. 



  “Hmph! If I accepted two more members
of my ability, we’d be an S ranked team!” he shot back, and then
looked at us. “So, what rank is your team? Six people, you have the
be a C, right?”  


  Most Dungeon Divers were Adventurers
from the Adventuring Guild, so these ranks were their official
Adventuring Guild ranks. For various circumstances, I had been
fighting in dungeons rather than going on guild sanctioned missions.
The result was that we had only advanced a single rank. As for our
group name, I couldn’t even remember it. 



  “Deek’s Group, um… F…” 



  “Sorry?” 



  I coughed. “Rank E.”


  “Get out of the Dungeon…” 



  “Hey now, maybe they have more
experience than it looks. They could have been in a higher group and
recently broke up and formed around one weak companion. If they
haven’t done missions, they might really be at least a C or
something.” Harem offered an excuse. “How long have you been
Adventurers? Like since you were 10?” 



  “About three months now?” 



  “Get out.” 



  I let out a sigh. “Believe it or not,
I have a lot of experience with Dungeons. I actually have the
official job.”


  “Well, duh, if you didn’t have at
least that much, you probably wouldn’t have even made it to this
safe room.” 



  “R-really?” 



  “You got Pathfinder, right? Even with
a map, it’s near impossible to navigate these tunnels without an
anchor. You probably been running around the dungeon for the last few
days and finally made it here.” Harem hesitated for a second and
then sighed. “I’m just too nice. After you rest, I’ll take you
back to the entrance so you guys can be on your own.”


  “Bu-“ 



  “No buts! If you go any deeper,
you’ll definitely die! Don’t think about yourself, but your
women. I can see we’re kindred spirits, so you must definitely look
after your girls! Don’t you care about them?” Her words resulted
in smug looks from all of her male companions, who clearly enjoyed me
being put down.  


  I let out a sigh and agreed with them.
I couldn’t imagine their reactions if they knew we had arrived and
made it here in under an hour. My map skill made the typical
pathfinder look like child’s play. 



  There wasn’t much of a point in going
any further right now anyway. I could portal to this safe room. That
was enough for today. I also didn’t want to argue and perhaps
become enemies with the very first professional dungeon divers I had
met. And worst of all, I didn’t want to be seen as uncaring to my
girls, even if they did think it was funny and were hiding their
laughter behind wooden looks and conveniently placed hands. 



  “Don’t waste the trip.” The
leader of the five-girl party spoke up. “We’re on our way out
anyway. I’ll take them.” 



  The rest of the girls looked at their
leader with unhappy expressions, but they didn’t argue with her.
Harem looked slightly disappointed, but she eventually acquiesced. 



  
	
	
	




































  Before we left, I registered with the
kiosk even while earning snide looks from the other parties. I also
checked out the mural. It only consisted of a single tree. That was
it. I had a feeling the lore for this dungeon was going to be and
long a complicated one. However, the day I would come to crack, it
would be a long time from now.
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e allowed them to rest for a bit while I told the girls through Slave
Communication my intent. Since I had time to kill, I decided to
practice my cooking skill. Part of the reason I didn’t just leave
it equipped in the dungeon and level it, other than safety reasons,
was because rapidly leveling a job without practicing the skill lead
to an imbalance. 



  


  One of the books we had checked out on
job structures spoke about this. If you’re a basic magician, the
basic assumption before you become an intermediate magician is that
you’ve mastered the basics. Even though there are mana control
skills which allow you to use mana, you should eventually learn to
use mana yourself. Call it muscle memory, or simply careful
observation, but the general assumption is that by the time you
become an intermediate magician, you can handle, while maybe not
every spell, at least a good assortment of spells. 



  This is perhaps why by the time you
reach the next level, you differentiate. At level 25, you switch to
intermediate, and at level 50, you get your official color class.
What color class you get probably depends on what mana you’re most
familiar with. One mage might have practiced a lot with destructive
magic and thus maintained it through basic and intermediate. Thus,
when they get their next job, they can only become a Black Mage. 



  I asked to use the fire, and since it
was communally shared by all of them, even the ones who wanted to
stop me grudgingly allowed it. I pulled out food from my storage ring
and went to work, creating something with my Cook skill equipped. 



  “You’re cooking for them?” Harem
came over and asked in surprise. 



  “Eh? I like to cook? You don’t?” 



  “O-o-of course I do!” She grew
defensive. “I’m a great cook, right?” 



  She shot the men a look, who all nodded
when she glared at them. However, as soon as she turned back, they
all started shaking their heads and sticking out their tongues. One
guy pointed at her and made a gagging motion. The message was clear.
Never eat something she cooked. Even these guys who didn’t want
competition wouldn’t subject a potential new guy to their woman’s
cooking. 



  “Cool,” I said, pretending I didn’t
see anything even as she spun back only to see the men looking
suspiciously casual. 



  She turned back and suddenly looked
more sheepish and just a tad cute. “It’s just… usually, Bradly
does the cooking. He’s the best at it.” 



  Although she said that, as the smells
began to emit from my cooking, even the one I presume was Bradly kept
asking what I was using that smelled so good. Most of the people here
were used to dried food that lasted a long time. The fact I brought
foods that would go bad only proved to them that I was an amateur,
but it didn’t stop their stomachs from rumbling after eating only
dried stuff for potentially weeks. 



  Of course, none of them knew I was a
Cook and could preserve foods for longer than a refrigerator. Short
of finding a time-stop storage ring, which was said to be so rare
that only the King of Aberis had one in this country, this was the
best method of keeping my food edible. 



  Even the group of three men were
licking their lips and lowered their heads to ask for a bowl. I made
ramen, essentially, with various herbs, some vegetables, some meat,
and an egg. It was a hit. Everyone ate some. The leader of the female
group who’d escort us out ate five bowls, and I ended up needing to
make more before we were done. 



  {Cook has increased to level 16.} 



  {You have unlocked: Enhance Flavor.}




  
	
	
	




















  Ah… it looked like I’d be the cook
for a while longer.
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everyone had their fill, it became time for our group to head out.
While I was cleaning up, the women who had been sitting comfortably
around the fire all stood up. I turned to look at them, and then my
eyes went up and up. The five-woman group consisted of five women who
were all exceptionally tall. I knew they were big women, but they had
been sitting, and thus I hadn’t noticed how big they actually were.
The smallest woman was about six and a half feet tall, while the
leader was nearly eight feet. It was to the level she had to crouch
to leave the safe room. 



  


  My head only came to just under her
chest. If she stood next to me, her breast would be resting on my
head. I couldn’t help but look, my mouth slightly open. When
noticing my eyes, the men who were also standing up to use the kiosk
turned out to be only a little taller than me, and smaller that the
women by far. 



  “Haha… you’ve never seen an
Ostera before?” The lead male laughed. 



  “Ostera?” I murmured. “Is that
like the Esmere?” 



  The tall woman in front snorted. “How
are we like the Esmere? Those guys are tiny!” 



  “Ostera come from the Ost Republic.
To be fair, your countries are right next to each other.” 



  “Hmph.” She frowned. “The
mountains divide us from them. Esmere is all hills. Ost Republic is
full of beautiful fields.”


  “Y-you guys are from the Ost
Republic!” I was genuinely surprised at this point. 



  “Do you have a problem with that?”
Her eyes narrowed. 



  “Ah… this river goes straight into
Ost Republic territory… they can boat right to the Mirror
Labyrinth. Any attempt to put together a force to stop them would
alarm the sea creatures and cause them to attack. So, this island is
considered neutral territory, and both sides have decided to not
fight on this ground.” Miki spoke up hastily. 



  The Ostera woman snorted. “At least
you know that much.” 



  “Adventurers know no country.” The
large man folded his arms. “It’s considered bad form for Dungeon
Divers to hold grudges while in a dungeon.” 



  “It’s fine!” I shook my head. “I
was just a bit surprised is all.” 



  I managed to smooth things over with
everyone. The three men bid farewell and prepared to take the kiosk
down to the 20th level. They were planning on trying to
break through the 25th on this trip. Harem and her boys
decided to stay in the room a little longer before heading down to
the 15th. I decided to ask why everyone was here. It
turned out it was exactly to meet and hang out with other divers. 



  Everyone worth diving could get to the
1st floor, so it was a good place for everyone to meet. It
was customary for them to remain on the 1st floor during
their safe zone downtime. There, they could greet newcomers and say
farewell to those leaving. It helped them keep a pulse on what was
going on with the outside world, and there was also talk about the
1st floor having less of a pressure than the lower floors.
I didn’t know what they meant, but the others nodded as if this
made sense, so it must be a psychological thing. Being around other
people and returning to a place where you could leave if you wanted
to must comfort them a bit. 



  As rough as these guys seemed, they
wouldn’t have bothered to head up to the 1st floor if
they didn’t want to interact with people. It turned out they were
good guys after all. 



  “Hey, before you leave…” 



  “Oi! What are you doing?” 



  “Refresh!”


  I cast a spell on him. 



  “Hey… this ain’t bad… wait,
you’re a priest or something?” 



  “No, I’m a White Mage… we can
heal.” 



  Everyone seemed impressed. I ended up
healing and refreshing everyone, including the girls who were now
leaving with us. 



  “You’re not so bad, kid. Go sink
your teeth into Dirage. If you can get down to the 20th
floor, look us up, and I’ll show you around the Mirror Labyrinth.”



  “I’ll do my best.” I bowed, even
though I was confident we could probably get to the 30th
without too much issue. 



  
	
	
	






























  Demon’s Head left through the kiosk.
After that, we bid Harem’s Boys goodbye, and I finally left the
safe room with Titan’s Fall.
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s we walked back the way we came, they seemed to be moving in a
practiced and knowledgeable manner. It could be possible that they
were using a pathfinder ability, so I decided to ask since I didn’t
want to walk the entire way in silence. 



  


  “No, Faith here has the pathfinder
ability, but on the 1st floor, we’ve taken this path
enough that I know where I’m going.” The leading woman spoke. 



  “Ah, I see…” I said, fearing that
this was it for our conversation, but after a moment of silence, she
continued. 



  “Don’t feel disheartened by our
comments. We act this way because we want you to be safe. In truth,
there aren’t enough skilled Dungeon Divers in this world. While
countries fight and squabble, they ignore the true threat, Dungeons.
These are curses on our land. They suck up mana, create monsters, and
pose a threat to the entire world. Remember, the Demon lands came to
be because of a single Dungeon that was allowed to fester until it
literally became a world threat.”


  “So, the Demon castle came first…”



  She nodded. “The Demons were once
just a creation of a dungeon called Hell’s Dungeon. Yet, because it
was far in the north, human’s ignored it. Then floods of Demons
came out. Eventually, the Demon King appeared and the Demon King’s
Castle grew on top of it.” 



  “They’re two dungeons?” 



  “No one is certain, but that is the
belief. Hell’s Dungeon below, and the Demon King’s Castle Dungeon
above. If that is the case, then it’s even more horrifying than one
could think.”


  “How so?” 



  “Because it means the Demon King is
only the first boss, and there is something more horrifying at the
bottom of Hell’s Dungeon. This is the oldest Dungeon this world
has. No one knows how old, but at least 1000 years.”


  That seemed to make the mood even
worse. The thought truly was terrifying. Hell’s Dungeon… I could
barely get past level 30. Even the greatest warriors in the world
struggled around level 50. What would a level 999 be like? What would
a 1000 level final boss be like? However, perhaps because of my weird
relationship with dungeons, I asked a different question. 



  “How would you complete its lore?” 



  “You’re cute.” 



  “Eh?” I glanced up at her in a
fluster. 



  “Ah!” She blushed as if she hadn’t
intended to say that. “That’s not what I meant! Not saying you’re
not cute! I just mean you’re idealistic! You reminded me of myself
a few years ago. Wanting to complete dungeon lore… it’s only a
myth, I think…” 



  “If she likes Master, she should just
say it,” Lydia whispered to Shao in a quiet voice, but thanks to
the acoustics of the cavern ended up heard by everyone. 



  Shao nodded. “Master’s big enough
to satisfy her. He says he likes women of all sizes.” 



  That was a misquote! I was talking
about boob size! Not that I was going to say that out loud here.
Besides, even though the Titan’s Fall leader was large, she was
also very beautiful, with large breasts and a voluptuous figure that
even her leather armor didn’t hide. She had long curly red hair and
freckles on her face, and she gave the impression of an Amazon woman,
although her armor was a bit more modern than the fur loincloths
someone usually imagined. 



  I didn’t respond to the whispers,
staring straight ahead. Rather than be angry, the other girls in
Titan’s Fall started whispering behind our backs. 



  “So, that’s why she wanted to take
him with us. I can’t believe Captain finally fell in love.” 



  “And with a human!” 



  “Love has no boundaries; it’s very
sweet.” 



  The leaders face had turned completely
red, making her freckles even more obvious. Like me, she was staring
ahead while pretending she didn’t hear anything. 



  “My name is Deek, by the way…” I
coughed under my breath. 



  “Ah… Alysia.” 



  
	
	
	






























  The rest of the walk, the pair of us
were quiet, but my girls and her girls started to become a bit more
talkative. I didn’t hear their conversations!
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e reached the exit of the Mirror Labyrinth and exited onto the small
island. The five women headed around to the back of the island, where
another dock I hadn’t noticed the first time sat. This one had a
boat docked. This must be where the Ost Republic landed separately
from Aberis.


  


  “The ferry only comes a few times a
day. It will be a few hours before they come back.” I admitted. 



  It had only been two hours since they
left us here, so I knew that their last trip was still a few hours
from now. Had we missed it, I had the intention of using Portal to
return, but it didn’t seem necessary now. However, once the women
left, I didn’t really want to wait, so I’d probably use portal
anyway. 



  Although Alysia’s face was still a
bit red, she turned to me. “It isn’t safe to stay on this island
with all of the sea creatures. Some of them may come to the surface
looking for a snack if you linger too long. How about you come with
us?”


  “Ah… but…” 



  “I will drop you off on the Aberis
side! It’s not like we’d kidnap you!” Alysia cried out. 



  The boat was actually a bit larger than
our own ferry. It would be able to fit nearly twenty people. Well,
that was normal size people. Since these women were quite a bit
bigger, the room was a little tighter than that, but it was enough
for us.  The ferryman had said that he wouldn’t travel with
much more than the six of us at a time. The largest group I had seen
there was also six people. Was it safe for a group of eleven to be on
a boat together, or would that attract the fish? 



  These were experienced dungeon divers,
and they didn’t seem to be all that worried about inviting us.
Perhaps they were more knowledgeable about the river than the
ferryman. It could be that he was just overly cautious because there
was only one of him. It was a little risky, but in the end, I decided
to trust these women. We weren’t in a dungeon, so it wasn’t like
I was putting our lives on the line. 



  “Celeste…” I whispered to her and
then gave the rest of the commands using Slave Communication. 



  She nodded and then shrunk down to her
smallest fairy form. It was about the size you’d expect to see a
fairy, the so-called Tinkerbell size. Usually, she remained a bit
larger than that, about 12-18 inches. That was her preferred size
when she didn’t assume a human size. In towns and villages, she
usually maintained her human size and hid her wings so as not to draw
interest. In the dungeons, however, she usually remained at her fairy
size. 



  Here, I had her shrink down to her
small size to reduce her presence the most. With luck, any predators
would only see us as ten people, not eleven. I didn’t stop there.
Celeste had control of the wind, so she made sure to lock our
presence within the boat. I didn’t know how the animals of the deep
detected us, but Celeste could block smells, noises, and the like. I
gave an order to Miki too, and she locked our spirits and kept us
from being seen with spiritual perception. 



  As the giant women set on embarking the
boat, they saw the girl’s spells and nodded approvingly. Alysia
assessed me one more time and seemed to find me acceptable. She had
crossed her arms under her large chest and nodded approvingly. 



  “When you reach our stage, you can
conceal your aura. Other than Susan here, we can travel without being
seen by the terrors of the deep. Although you’re not at our level,
I’m pleased to see you have concocted similar measures, as expected
of a dungeon diver.”


  
	
	
	


















  It turned out that they were at almost
no risk from the get-go. Rather, our presence increased their risk
since we couldn’t conceal our auras perfectly. I wondered what
level aura conceal appeared. I wanted to ask, but it didn’t feel
appropriate. When I got back to a library, I’d definitely look for
that information. Scouts probably got it quickly, but Dungeon Divers
should get it too eventually. With the sun still up and the murky
dark blue water under us, we set off down the river.
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here
was a second reason that travel was relatively safe. The arrival
journey required you to go upstream, whereas the return had you go
downstream. Not only was it faster, but it was relatively quiet. Once
clearing the island, the ship was naturally taken away by the
current. At this speed, it’d only be about ten minutes until we
reach back to where we started. In comparison, it took thirty minutes
to reach the dock going upstream.
 


  


  “I mean what I said earlier.”
Alysia suddenly spoke up. 



  “Hmm?” 



  “There aren’t enough Dungeon
Divers, and the countries don’t take them seriously. They are the
true threat that this world faces. Some people use them as profit, or
as training grounds, but every year, hundreds die in the dungeons,
and thousands perish because of things that were grown out of
dungeons. This world would be a better place if they didn’t exist!”



  “Her brother died in a dungeon.”
One of the girls whispered to me. 



  Alysia blushed but acted as if she
didn’t hear it. “We need more skilled Dungeon Divers, but we
won’t get them unless we work together and train. The countries
must all work together, or one day all that will be left in this
world is dungeons. You must find the will to continue to dive deeper,
even after obtaining your goals.” 



  “What do you mean?” 



  “Dungeon Divers must put their lives
on the line when they go into a dungeon. Few are willing to make that
journey, but those that are usually are looking for something. They
want fame, wealth, or power. Dungeons will gladly provide it as long
as you survive. That creates a problem, though. Once obtaining what
they want, Dungeon Divers no longer have any drive to continue.


  “Once they are rich or famous, or are
a high enough level that they can walk the surface and dominate
everyone, they see no reason to dive deeper and continue to risk
their lives. That is the true reason that so few are able to dive
deeper than level 50. It isn’t for lack of ability, but lack of
will. They convince themselves that the Great Dungeons have been
around long before they were born, and there is no need to destroy
them. 



  “Some even go so far as to wanting
the Great Dungeons to survive. Entire markets are built around the
continued existence of certain Dungeons, and if these Dungeons were
ever defeated, the people who benefit from them would become enraged.
So, you can understand, the dungeon life is a difficult and lonely
path. 



  “I don’t say this because I want to
scare you — quite the opposite. I hope you continue to dive deeper.
Perhaps, you will actually end the curse of a dungeon one day. Even
if you just stopped one, you’d have done more than what most people
who call themselves Dungeon Divers have managed in their entire
lives. However, if you took up the code… to always dive deeper into
the unknown, to grow stronger and stronger until even the Great
Dungeons fall… well, that is the path of Titan Fall. 



  “That’s the meaning of our group's
name. Many think it’s because we are Osteria who have the blood of
giants. No, the titans we seek to destroy are the Great Dungeons.
Only when the Titans fall, can humanity finally rise out from their
grasp.” 



  “That’s kind of poetic.” 



  She blushed even more. It seemed like
Alysia was a girl who got embarrassed easily. Or maybe it was just
because it was so apparent due to her light skin and freckles. 



  “So…” She straightened up. “Will
you do it? Will you promise to try to defeat dungeons in earnest? To
try to end the curses that blight this land?” 



  Her words had a feel of oath to them
like this was something very important to her. I could only give a
helpless smile and nod.


  
	
	
	





















  “I might take out a dungeon or two.”
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the spirit!” Alysia smiled at me, and for a moment, my heart beat a
bit faster.
 


  


  She really was a pretty woman, even if
she was taller than me by quite a lot. I already was a short guy,
only 5 foot 10, so a 7-foot-tall woman definitely towered over me.
Yet, the way she was acting was very cute. However, if I kept
looking, the other girls would definitely get jealous. I never knew
just how Shao would react. 



  Sometimes, she was extremely tolerant
of other women. Other times, she grew extremely jealous. I think it
often depended on whether Lydia was nearby or not. She seemed to have
a certain magic about her to make the usually jealous Shao suddenly
pro-harem. Of course, when Lydia wasn’t around, Shao could be quite
scary sometimes when she asked me about girls, I had only met in
passing. If I didn’t play my cards right, she brought out the
knives. 



  At that point, I had to calm Shao down
with heavy petting. Her one weakness was that she was extremely
docile sexually, so once I activated pervert job, her aggression
disappeared and she purred like a kitten. If Lydia was a tigress that
dominated the sexual field, then Shao was a playful cub who followed
behind her lead. 



  As I was worrying about what the pair
were thinking in this situation, it turned out they had been plotting
all along. The boat suddenly shook aggressively. At first, I had been
convinced that a monster from the depths was attacking the boat, but
I could hear snickering from some of the Titan’s Fall women that
instantly made me realize what was happening. 



  Knowing what was happening and stopping
it were two very different things. Standing on the boat as I was, the
sudden bump caused me to lose my footing. If I didn’t know any
better, I’d swear a gust of Celeste’s wind struck my back,
ensuring that my fall went forward instead of backward off the boat.
The person in front of me was none other than Alysia. Unlike me, she
had much better footing and barely shifted as the boat rocked.
Instead, her attention had turned to her laughing teammates, who
seemed to be in on a joke she had missed. 



  That was until my face ended up in her
cleavage, and my arms wrapped around her body, ending up grabbing her
buttocks to keep me from falling. 



  “Wh-wh-what are you doing?” Alysia
cried out as she was suddenly assaulted. 



  The laughter from her teammates grew
even more. As for Alysia, her body tightened up, especially her firm
buttocks, as I was all too aware, but she didn’t actually shove me
off her. 



  I pulled my head out of her chest. “I’m
sorry! I really am, I tripped!” 



  “O-oh…” She suddenly looked shy
again. “R-really?” 



  “Really! I should work on having
better balance like you?” 



  “Ah!” She nodded. “Maybe I can
show you sometime.” 



  The boat suddenly thumped again, but
this time I didn’t move. 



  “We’re here!” Celeste announced
excitedly. 



  They hadn’t stopped in the city, as
that would cause a problem. Rather, they stopped at the shore on the
border of Aberis. We’d need to walk an hour back to Nyphal. 



  “I guess… we have to go then,” I
said. 



  She wore a slightly sad expression and
nodded. “Perhaps, we’ll meet again.” 



  “Perhaps.”


  “Um….” 



  “What is it?” 



  “Can you take your hands off my
butt?” 



  
	
	
	



























  “… yes…”


  



  



  



  



  





  [image: 49]



  

    [image: t]

  

he
group of us left Titan Fall’s boat without incident. The girls
immediately pushed off from the shore and began heading down the
river, leaving into the Ost Republic. As for us, we had about an hour
of walking to do so that we could rendezvous with Lord Tibult. 



  


  The sun was just starting to set, and
soon we’d have to head into enemy territory with the hopes of
rescuing Otto’s brother. Having the Tibult family owe me a favor
seemed like a good idea, but more than that, I was doing it because I
didn’t trust in Otto to be able to do it himself. The guy seemed to
have a track record of failure. One could argue that the connecting
component in all of his failures was me, but I wasn’t going to the
point that out at this moment. 



  By the time we met with Tibult outside
the city, night had already fallen. Insects sung in the grass and the
nearly cloudless sky was filled with starlight. The sky of this world
did not match the sky of earth. I was never that good at astronomy,
but I knew that much at least. I might not know of any specific
constellations, but one had a familiarity with their own sky that
made an alien world instantly recognizable. 



  Among the biggest difference was how
vast and beautiful it was. This wasn’t a world filled with light
pollution and smog. The sky was extremely clear, and I could see more
stars now at dusk than I’d ever see in a city in my old world
during the best viewing times. 



  “What took you so long?” Tibult
demanded angrily, but then lowered his head and blushed. “I’m
sorry, I was just worried you wouldn’t come.” 



  Lord Tibult hadn’t stopped being the
arrogant noble he always was, but he was also a man who understood
his place. He was asking me for help, and I outranked him as a noble.
I wasn’t angry at his slip. In some ways, I pitied him. Believe it
or not, he and I had a lot in common. At least, when we’re talking
about the me from before I came to this world. 



  However, where I was poor and didn’t
have the background to act lazy and arrogant, Lord Tibult had grown
up under a rich family. The one benefit was that no one had ever
expected anything from me. Mother wouldn’t have cared if I lived
with her until I was forty. The only one who ever pushed me to do
anything was a certain cousin, but she was away at college, and thus
she only came over once or twice a year to nag me about how I’m not
more active. Ironically, she was just as fat as I was, but she
insisted that she could lose weight any time she wanted, so I humored
her. 



  “Did your soldiers manage to get the
outfits?” I asked, ignoring his slight. 



  He let out a breath of relief and
nodded excitedly, then gestured to the soldier to hand us a bag. I
opened and began to go through it as he spoke. 



  “Those are enemy armors and weapons.
With that, we should be able to sneak in. I brought ten of my most
trusted men. They’ve been with me the longest since I’ve been
here.”


  I nodded as I found six outfits. How
well they’d fit me and the girls, we’d find out in a moment. 



  
	
	
	
















  “Then, the plan has begun,” I said.
“We’ll sneak into the fort where your brother is being held, and
then we’ll get out of there!”
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plans were usually the best plans. We’d sneak into their fort using
their outfits and the cover of darkness to get in. Once inside, we’d
locate his brother as quickly as possible.  As soon as we
discovered his brother, the rest of it was easy. I would create a
portal and return all of us back into Aberis territory. Portal was a
high-powered blue mage spell. Only top-level blue mages could cast
it, and then it would cost most of their magic to do so. By cashing
in DP, I had truly found an op spell. No one would expect it. 



  


  Even if we were found out, I was
confident we could escape. The most stressful part would be getting
into the base. As for the Ost Republic being Osteria? That wasn’t
completely the case. Humans lived in the Ost Republic too. There
actually weren’t that many Osteria alive, and so they typically
lived peacefully around humans. 



  Osteria were great fighters, and it
wasn’t uncommon to see them in positions as Adventurers, Dungeon
Divers, and high-ranking military. It was said that one Osteria
typically equaled five humans on the field. At that rate, how would
Aberis have been able to hold out if Ost Republic was all Osteria?
Fortunately, the vast majority of their armies were human just like
our own. There were also half-Osteria, who were tall and muscular,
but not at quite that size. 



  Big Sister in Chalm also was big and
muscular and had red hair, but she was only a half-head taller than
me. It was possible she was half-Osteria, although I had never asked.
Actually, I had never even heard of an Osteria until earlier today.
Perhaps, instead of reading up on Alchemy, Dungeon Lore, and Job
Skill Trees, I should spend some time reading about this world’s
history and species. 



  Dwarves appeared like lolis, Esmere
were short descendants of elves who lived in the hills of Esmore,
Osteria were part giants who lived on the plains of the Ost Republic.
Animalkin came from Dioshin. Elves were basically extinct, but the
last was found in the Imperial Cloud Meadow. Humans were from Aberis
and the Imperial Cloud Meadow, but could be found in other countries.
Demons came from the Demon lands, but they were products of the
dungeon known as Hell’s Dungeon. Monsters came from other abandoned
dungeons, like those in the wilderness next to Aberis. There were
also colonies of sometimes sentient species like the fairies. I
wondered about Jespain and Shie Gescar.


  I was only thinking about such things
so I wouldn’t have to think about what I was doing.  We were
going to try to blend in as a human unit and sneak into a fort of an
enemy. Using a privacy screen created with Shao’s shadow magic, the
girls changed into Ost Republic outfits while Tibult and his men did
the same on the other side. I had already finished dressing, to find
the outfit a bit baggy on me. With her size adjustment abilities,
Celeste had the easiest time fitting in her outfit. Eventually, every
girl swapped until they found one that fit them comfortably enough. 



  The soldiers were less picky and seemed
to force the clothing on whether they fit their body or not. The
result was that anyone who looked too closely would notice that the
uniforms were clearly not intended for the people wearing them. These
weren’t enchanted to shrink to the proper size or anything; they
were just random uniforms picked off of random stray soldiers. They’d
have to do. 



  “You know… in Jespain, I hear they
make dress rings.” Otto muttered while trying to force himself into
pants a size too small for him. “They allow you to pick 7-8
garments and just swap them right onto your body without all the
work. Great for people ready for battle.”


  “R-really!” The girls dropped their
privacy screen, and all seemed to look at Otto excitedly, making him
cry out and finish pulling on his pants. 



  I didn’t bother to tell him the
screen had only been one way, and the girls could see everything of
the guys while they saw nothing. 



  “C-can we get them?” Terra cried
out excitedly.


  “I want one too!” Lydia said. 



  All of the girls seemed eager.
Apparently being able to change clothing from armor to something more
casual instantly is highly desired among the women in my group. 



   “A-as to that… good luck
finding it here. Dioshin are isolationists and don’t send goods.
Only Jespain is known for their enchantments, but anything that came
would have to be exported through Shie Gescar and Imperial Cloud
Meadow, two countries that do not get along. That’s why all of the
enchanted stuff over here is either really weak or taken from
dungeons.”


  
	
	
	



















  The girls looked a little disappointed
by this. As for me, I found it quite interesting. Basically, what he
was saying is that if I could get to Jespain, using my portals, I
could open up a very profitable trade negotiation. Then, as I looked
out at the border of the Ost Republic, I could only sigh. I’d just
have to add that to my ever-growing list of things to do.
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men that Lord Tibult had selected had made many incursions into the
Ost Republic. It could also be said that they knew what fort that his
brother was being held at. That’s because there were only two forts
anywhere within range. Fort Detrimix was a bit east of Nyphal, and
the place where Otto had officially been stationed. He had been
tasked with keeping the fort going while his family were out on
excursions. 



  


  On the Ost Republic side was a place
called Fort Pride. This was being held by an unknown general. They
were supposedly someone of great renown, but Otto didn’t know his
name. I wanted to reprimand him about knowing your enemy or
something, but I hadn’t bothered to do my research either, so I
guess we were in the same boat. 



  Either way, the men knew paths to enter
the Ost Republic in secret, and our troops moved cautiously out from
our starting point. Once we entered the area where soldiers
patrolled, we had to dodge our own men as much as there’s. If we
had informed our own what we were doing, we might as well announce it
to the enemy. This is why we kept is as a small group of only 18. 



  Otto expressed confusion as to why I
was bringing the girls along. He knew them to be good fighters, but
in his mind, this was a stealth mission, and they’d be a risk.
Surprisingly, it wasn’t an attempt to ridicule women, but rather he
wanted them to be safe. 



  “Huh? I thought you hated women?” I
asked in shock. 



  He rolled his eyes. “I have a sister,
you know. Just because I’m not attracted to women, doesn’t mean I
want to see them hurt.” 



  I narrowed my eyes. “That didn’t
stop you from abandoning Lydia in a dungeon!” 



  I felt a little angry at that. Lydia
grabbed my sleeve but didn’t meet Otto’s eyes. Up until then, she
had been avoiding looking at her former Master. I had almost sent her
as Faeyna’s guard specifically because I didn’t want to get into
this. 



  A guilty expression formed on Otto’s
face. “People change… after experiencing death myself…”


  That didn’t satisfy me completely. He
still had the mentality that women were useless. He evolved a bit.
They weren’t garbage to be tossed away, but they didn’t have his
respect quite like men either. 



  “…”


  He looked over at Lydia and bowed his
head. “I’m sorry for how I treated you back then. At that time, I
didn’t hold any value for any life but my own. I can only say I’m
glad that you found the Master you were looking for.” 



  “Ah…” Lydia looked away even
more, but I could tell by a slight purring sound from under her
throat that she was pleased by this. 



  “Now is not the time.” I hit him in
the head softly, and he blinked. “We’re reaching the enemy side
of the skirmish zone. If we were caught by our side, it’d be
embarrassing, but you’d be able to talk us out of it. On that side,
it’s do or die.”


  His face went white, but he nodded in
affirmation. 



  
	
	
	




















  As we continued forward into the Ost
Republic side of the skirmish zone, I had Miki hide our spirits from
detection, Shao used shadow magic to obscure us in shadows, and
Celeste used her wind to hide our smell and sound. By the third time
Lydia’s scout ability caught a patrol and kept us from being seen,
even ahead of the soldier who was designated as the scout, the
soldiers nor Tibult saw any issue with having women on the team.
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walk to Fort Pride took about two hours, taking into account
adjustments. Eventually, Lydia worked with the designated scout, and
together they navigated our group through the territory without
incident. If we were seen, we were in the appropriate armor, but it
would still be difficult to explain our presence. In that situation,
it’d be better just to surprise attack the enemy before they could
signal an alarm. Thankfully, that wasn’t necessary, and before too
long, we were crouching on a hill that overlooked the fort. 



  


  Lydia, Shao, and the scout were sent
out to try to study the soldier movements and work a way for us to
get in. Since I could communicate with Lydia and Shao through the
slave communication, it seemed like the best way to do it. Shao could
aid in helping them hide in the shadows, while Lydia and Tibult’s
scout surveyed the land. 



  “Your brother, just in case, does he
look like you?” I asked Otto quietly. 



  “Octius looks nothing like me!”
Otto snorted. “He’s tall, muscular, and handsome. You actually
remind me of him. Don’t give me that face! I’m just saying what
is clear to see…” 



  Calling me tall was a bit incorrect,
although I did appear to gain a bit of height since I lost weight.
They say that being heavy compresses your spine or something and
you’re a bit shorter. It also could be because of my levelling.
Maybe the true hero job felt it was better if I was taller. I hadn’t
really thought of it, but I used to be 5’ 7’’, and now I’m
probably closer to 5’11’’. As far as declaring me muscular,
well, I guess I could see my abs recently, so maybe that was true
too. I would definitely say I’m not handsome, though. Then again, I
have been catching the eyes of a lot of women. I coughed awkwardly. 



  Although Otto had lost weight, he
hadn’t gained anything in height. He was a short, 5’6’’ man
before, and it didn’t look like things had changed much with time.
He didn’t look muscular or healthy, but a bit stringy and wiry. If
his brother truly was a handsome man, it was clear that it didn’t
run in the family. He had a face that looked a bit weird. His lips
were big, and his nose was a bit small. When he was fatter, his small
nose gave him a snot-like look. It was better now that he lost
weight, but he’d never be an attractive man. 



  “As for hair, he had long blond
locks. His eyes are blue. Most Ost are brown or red hair, so he’ll
stand out.” 



  He does sound a bit like an Ikemen, it
seems. That wasn’t what I pictured at all when I thought about some
border general who was keeping the giant Osteria at bay alongside his
militaristic father. 



  “Master! It’s a trap!” Lydia’s
voice suddenly cried out through slave communication. 



  “The scout is a turncoat!” Shao
declared at the same time. 



  
	
	
	















  I spun around as I heard a creak behind
me. Otto, who didn’t catch the warning didn’t even have that
chance as a foot landed on his back and a sword was pressed to it.
The nine guards Otto had brought besides the scout had all drawn
their swords. In a swift motion, they had each immediately put their
blades up. Two soldiers per person other than Otto. I was on my knees
with two swords on my neck.
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h-what
are you doing?” Otto cried out. “Put your swords down.”


  


  He was still talking quietly, afraid of
setting off alarms. As it was, the alarms of the fort weren’t off,
and in fact, no one down there was acting like they were triggered. I
couldn’t hear any rapid movements or yells. It was possible that
Shao and Lydia had silenced the scout before he did anything, but
that didn’t explain why these guys were remaining silent and
keeping low. It was then that I realized this wasn’t treason, it
was mutiny!


  “Once we got out of sight of the
city, we planned to cut your throat and be done with you!” The
leading soldier spat. “Then, you had to go invite some amateur
party of some wimpy noble and disrupt our plans.” 



  “Y-you’re betraying Aberis?” He
spoke in disbelief, still not getting it. 



  “No!” He shook his head. “We’re
saving it!” 



  “My brother…” 



  “Once you’re dead, we’ll happily
save your brother. We’ll say you died in the attempt. We know your
father won’t resurrect you, but you’ll still go down dying to
save a better man than you. That’s better than the dog’s death
you deserve!


  “You’re an incompetent fool! You
don’t know the first thing about leading troops! You’ve leaked
intel to the enemy, cost the lives of countless brothers, and even
led to the capture of our general! How could we ever follow a screw
up like you?” 



  “…” Completely caught off guard,
Otto shook, not knowing what to say. 



  Deep down, he had to have been thinking
many of the same things himself. Perhaps, he just thought the men
under him were so well trained that they’d ignore his
transgressions. Maybe he thought that at some level they respected
him just for his title. However, any of those thoughts had been
stripped away at that moment. 



  “Where do we fall in this?” I asked
calmly. 



  “You’re just an idiot noble from
the west who showed up at the wrong time!”


  “If you kill me, I’ll just
reincarnate in the Capitol.”


  He sneered. “I know. That’s why
we’ll hand you over to them. They can torture you and give your
women over to their armies to play with. When we get back, we’ll
inform them of your betrayal. You’ll be branded treasonous. In
fact, how about you were the one who stabbed Tibult in the back? You
two have a history, and that tigerkin was a former slave of his! Yes…
it’s all too believable. Perhaps your presence has made this even
easier for us.” 



  The other men chuckled too. As for me,
I let out a long drawn-out sigh and closed my eyes. 



  “Since that’s how you feel,” My
eyes snapped open. “Then I won’t have to be gentle! Girls!” 



  Boom!


  I grabbed onto the grass tightly. The
ground shook as Terra slammed her foot into the Earth. Her foot was
now embedded about a foot under her. Miki reached out and grabbed her
hand. 



  “What are you doing?” The men with
the swords on her neck shouted as their balance was slightly
disrupted. 



  “Bracing myself!” She declared. 



  Of course, I had relayed my orders to
the girls the second they drew the swords on us. The conversation had
just been buying time for them to get ready. 



  Celeste winked and then disappeared.
She had been remaining in her human form the entire trip here, so the
guards were caught off guard when their blades at her throat were
suddenly pressed against nothing. Their fairy flew up into the sky
like a shooting star in reverse. Her shout, however, was not quiet. 



  “Tempest Gale!” 



  A massive wind struck the party. As
soon as the men with their swords let Terra, she threw out her hand
the direction the wind was going. “Earth Wall!” 



  A wall rose from the ground, the
Tempest Gale slamming into it with a resounding boom. Moments later,
nine guards were carried along, slamming into it like insects hitting
a windshield. They didn’t burst, but that was likely only because
of the protection of their armor. Terra maintained her balance as
Miki clung to her. I ended up sliding back, clawing at the ground. I
had reached out and grabbed Otto, keeping him from being carried away
too. 



  The wind felt like it lasted for a
minute, but it had to be less than ten seconds. When it was done,
there were nine unconscious men lying in a pile next to a crumbling
wall.
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o time!” I cursed standing up. “New plan… attack the fort!
We’re going in and out!” 



  


  The fort definitely heard that, and the
sound of activity was growing noisier and noisier. It wasn’t at the
stage that they sounded the alarms. Alarms were for an attack. This
was just a distant noise. However, they’d be sending men to check
on it. 



  “Yes, Master!” Terra nodded. 



  “Clear the areas, wait for them to
activate the alarm, and then start an attack. Make them think they
are being attacked externally.” 



  “Y-yes!” Celeste nodded. 



  “Mikki, Otto, you’re with me!” I
grabbed and dragged the stunned man to his feet. 



  “Huh? What?” 



  “We’re going in to get your
brother!” 



  “N-now? But they know we’re
coming!”


  I snorted. “They’ll think we’re
coming. What they don’t know is that we’re already there!
Portal!” 



  Miki, who was used to this kind of
thing, jumped right into the portal. As for Otto, he was still
confused to the point I had to shove him through. We came out in a
hallway inside the fort. 



  “Master…” Shao gave a curtesy.


  “Good job infiltrating the castle so
quickly.” 



  “Forts have so many shadows…” She
chuckled. 



  “And Lydia?” 



  “She deactivated the alarm. As Master
ordered, it will buy us a bit.” 



  As she said, it would only give us a
bit. Specifically, the time it took them to find out the soldiers
they sent to trigger the alarm didn’t trigger it. Right now, they
are all running around confused out there. However, these kinds of
things had fail safes. A single magician could activate an alarm in
an instant. At best, we had minutes. 



  “And his location?” 



  “The dungeon should be this way!” 



  Shao began to lead us down the
hallways. Twice, we found patrols of guards. Miki managed to cause
one group to fall asleep without a fight. The others got drowsy, but
in the end, it required Shao to knock them down. 



  We moved very swiftly, Otto following
behind quietly with his eyes wide and his mouth open. He seemed very
shocked by our movements, but to me, this didn’t feel much
different from moving around a dungeon. Keep quiet, keep low,
constantly be on the lookout for patrolling monsters, don’t allow
yourself to get caught in a corner and avoid groups. Don’t make a
noise and take them out quickly unless you attracted more. 



  This was actually a bit easier. First
off, death wasn’t permanent, so if we did slip up, there was always
a second chance. Secondly, it was well lit in here. Some levels of
the dungeons had light, but we were just as often travelling only by
the light of my light spell and the occasional light orbs I created.
Having clear visibility made identifying enemies easy, especially
when combined with my detect life. 



  Only a few minutes later, we came to
the guard room preceding3620 the dungeon block, at least according to
Shao. There was a group of Osteria in there. I found myself annoyed
that the alarm hadn’t gone off yet. At least some of them would
leave to investigate. 



  I gestured for everyone to hide, and
Shao used her shadow magic to assist as we snuck behind a hanging
tapestry which seemed to hide a murder hole. 



  “Shao, can you go get that alarm
going? It looks like Lydia and the girls are doing too good of a
job.” I hissed. 



  “Hehe… my pleasure, Master. Don’t
worry about me. I can get out of here, no matter how bad it gets.” 



  She slipped away, leaving just Miki and
me. Once the alarm went off, I’d have Miki work her spirit attacks
and cause the remaining guards to pass out. 



  “So, what about Deek?” 



  I suddenly heard someone say my name.
It was a voice I was vaguely familiar with. Instantly, I turned my
ear to the door. 



  “Wh-what about him?” Another voice
nervously said. 



  “Alysia, don’t you like him?” 



  “H-he’s from Aberis! It’s not
likely I’ll ever see him again.” 



  “Hehe… we can sneak across the
border and capture him. He can be your prisoner.” 



  “Don’t be ridiculous!” 



  “She’s blushing!” 



  “I already told you! I only see him
as a rookie. Our relationship is purely just mentorship!” 



  “Kinky…” 



  “You… enough! I’ve already said…
I want a man who is strong! The only man I’d ever give my heart is
the man who defeats me in combat! Since I’ve never been defeated…”


  “Ahhh… that guy will have it rough.
Who can beat the Captain-General of Fort Pride?” 



  “Master! I’ll get their attention
now!” Terra’s voice came up over Slave Communication. 



  “Did you hear that?” One of the
girls said. 



  I could hear it too. It sounded like a
long whistling noise. My eyes ended up travelling out the murder hole
that overlooked the castle walls. It was there I noticed a massive
boulder falling from the sky. It was moving incredibly fast as if it
wasn’t just a boulder being tossed, but also being pushed by the
wind! My face went white. When I said, we were going to attack the
fort… I did not mean it literally!


  
	
	
	















































  A boulder slammed into the wall in a
massive explosion. Half of the fort’s wall collapsed to the ground
as the fort shook with a resounding boom. On the good side, there was
no longer a need to trigger an alarm. Everyone knew.
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the hell?” 



  


  “An attack?” 



  “Damn Aberis!” 



  While we hid in the shadows, the
Osteria women in the guard tower burst out of the door and ran down
the hallway. Thankfully, they ignored this murder hole and went to a
wider window to look and see what happened, and after seeing, they
cursed and continued on. 



  I let out a breath of relief. I had
recognized several of the women from Titan’s fall. Worst of all was
Alysia, the leader. It turned out she was a general in this fort. Her
group were S-class. Although I had never fought them personally, they
were supposedly very strong. I didn’t really know how our team
compared, because we never went the official Adventurer Guild route,
but even with hopeful thinking, we were probably only equal to
Titan’s Fall in ability. That was only my pride speaking. There was
a good chance we were actually weaker. 



  Thankfully, the group didn’t figure
out our goal, and Terra and Celeste’s distraction worked to bring
them out of the room. 



  “I’ll get the alarm going soon…”
I heard Shao’s voice. 



  “It’s a bit late for that!” I
cursed. 



  “Ah… I don’t need to anymore?” 



  “No! Didn’t you hear that
explosion!” 



  “Oh! Then I’ll just keep killing
guards.” 



  “Is that what you’re doing!” 



  “Aren’t you busy?”


  “Geh…” I was wasting time while
talking to Shao about her extracurricular activities. 



  I gesture for Miki and Otto to follow
me. His movements are less shaky now that the alarm had been set. I
wouldn’t necessarily call it bravery, but it was resignation that
he was too far in to quit now. 



  The three of us enter into the guard
room, heading down into the cell block under the fort. You’d
technically call that a dungeon too, but perhaps in this world, it
takes on a different meaning and the word doesn’t fit as well. 



  The keys were thankfully left on a hook
near the door. We were able to unlock it and then venture
underground. There was a long hallway of cells. It was dark, dank,
and smelled like human beings living in close proximity for a long
time. The smell wasn’t pleasant, but it wasn’t horrific either.
The cells under the castle weren’t that bad either, now that I
thought about it. When you imagine some underground prison, you
imagine it being filled with rats and smelling of death and rot. 



  I guess, in reality, people had to work
in these jails, so they at least did the base level of cleaning up
and maintenance. Well, technically, there was cleanup magic that
could manage all this. I still wanted to learn it from Faeyna one of
these days. It must have made it easy to keep these kinds of
environments from being too gross. 



  “Brother?” Otto called out. 



  Now that he was so close to his
brother, he actually took the initiative and ran ahead, running from
cell to cell. I thought about releasing everyone, but some of these
people might not be war criminals. They might be murderers or
something. Plus, we didn’t have a lot of time. I’d be guilty if I
released people who shouldn’t be released and then brought them
back to Aberis. 



  “Otto?” A hoarse voice came out
from a hallway at the end of the cell. 



  “Lord Deekson! He’s here!” Otto
declared excitedly. 



  
	
	
	



























  I ran up and unlocked a cell, stepping
into the cage of Octius Tibult, one of Otto’s big brothers.


  



  



  





  [image: 56]



   


  

    [image: o]

  

h my, oh my… I didn’t expect little brother to bring such a
manly man to come rescue me.” 



  


  “It seems we entered the wrong cell.
I’m sorry ma’am. I’ll leave you to it.”


  “H-hey!” Otto caught my arms. “This
is my brother.” 



  “You’re confused.”


  “Tehee… I’m not a lady, but if
it’s you, you can push me down if you want.” Octius bit his
finger. “Just be gentle.”


  We entered the cell to find Octius
there. He was just how Otto described. He had long blond hair, bright
blue eyes, and he was also a chick. No, I guess that was impossible.
He was wearing prisoner clothing, and despite a tight-fitting top and
tight underwear, there was a distinct bulge where no bulge should be
of a woman. 



  However, calling him an ikeman would be
a gross understatement. He had long, slender, hairless legs and a
slender body. He didn’t have a muscular chest. Rather, it was just
flat, yet somehow it fit her… ahem… him… perfectly. He had a
soft face, big red lips, and if I didn’t have Otto and Octius
saying otherwise, would be a girl easily at the level of any of my
girls. In certain ways, she seemed even hotter, especially chained to
a wall with her midriff exposed… I mean his… it’s a he! A he! 



  I cleared my throat and looked away,
handing Otto the key. “This is your brother?”


  “Tehee… you can check if you want.
We already have the chains; it’s perfect for playing.” 



  How is Otto’s brother even gayer than
he is? I thought there was a level of familiar disappointment with
having a son who was a homosexual. I even came to think that his
homosexuality led to his trusted men turning on him. Apparently, I
was the one who had the preconceived prejudices. The men would have
had no problem with this, as they respected General Octius, who had
no qualms about flirting with men. In fact, he hadn’t even taken a
glance at Miki since we entered his cell although he was eyeing me in
an uncomfortable way. 



  “Brother… please… behave
yourself.” Otto said while looking like he wanted to cry. 



  “Brother is always so serious!”
Octius pouted. 



  No, let’s think about this for a
second. Otto grew up with a brother like Octius. Would it be any
surprise that he ended up preferring manly men? Otto’s type was
muscular guys. That’s one of the reasons we got along since I
wasn’t his type and it didn’t lead to any uncomfortable looks.
Considering his brother’s appearance, did it not make sense that he
rejected women? It was essential for his own mind to keep from
breaking! At least, that was what I was thinking. 



  Once Otto freed Octius, his expression
grew more serious. “Good, then, please cut me down now. And then
kill yourself as well. Don’t leave our bodies, or they might
resurrect me before the church does.”


  Otto jerked at that, his smile
twitching unhappily. “Brother… father said I would not be
resurrected again.” 



  He frowned. “Nonsense! Once you save
me, I’ll make sure you are brought back! How could I let my cute
little brother get captured! That’s why I broke into enemy lines to
save you. If it wasn’t for that wretched magical artifact, I would
have escaped too!” 



  “It doesn’t matter; I can make a
portal and take you out from here.” 



  “Oh?” Octius’s eyes lightened.
“You’re a blue mage? Smart and cute… where has brother been
hiding you?” 



  “Th-this is that Lord Deekson I was
telling you about!” Otto declared. 



  “Oh? Tehee… former enemies become
lovers. So romantic!” 



  “I’m with her!” I grabbed Miki
and held her like a human shield, unable to handle this guy any
longer. 



  Octius seemed unaffected as he
shrugged. “Well, no one’s perfect.”


  Miki’s face twitched, and I worried
she might do something to exacerbate the situation. I decided to open
the portal instead. This led to outside the fort and was set to
appear near Terra. Using the map skill and my slave location
abilities, this wasn’t a problem. It was also how I got into the
fort using Shao as my point. I had set up my dungeon points to cast
four portals. This was my second since midnight passed. That gave me
one to help recover my missing girls, and one to get back to our
territory. If I needed more, I’d have to take the time to reset and
rearrange my remaining points. 



  Otto shoved Octius through the portal
and then followed behind him, eager to leave the cell block. Miki ran
behind him. Before I left, I sent a message to Shao. 



  “Get out of the fort now and
rendezvous with the girls if you can. Meet up with Lydia first if
possible.”


  If Lydia and Shao were being held down,
I’d open a portal, and they could jump to me. Portals were two-way,
I had tried it once or twice to make sure it would work, so there was
no risk in using it this way. Once we were all together, we could
escape safely. 



  “Okay!” 



  
	
	
	
































  Once I got her confirmation, I took a
breath and stepped forward. At that moment, a wave of power slammed
into me. I hadn’t been prepared for it and felt myself being tossed
back and away from the portal. I saw the magic shattering at that
moment before I slammed into the wall and blacked out.
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 only
blacked out for just a moment. When I regained consciousness, I was
still at the end of the cell block, sitting against a wall. My head
throbbed. I immediately cast a healing spell and then brought myself
to my feet. I couldn’t’ see anything. Not only was the cell block
dark, but whatever shockwave had hit me had lifted up all the dust in
the room, creating a fog that blocked my vision after a few feet. I
lifted my hand and cast portal. Nothing happened. Return. Nothing.


  


  “Can’t escape?” A familiar female
voice came out from the fog. “It’s an interesting magical object
discovered in the Mirror Labyrinth. It functions a bit like a
dungeon. It creates a field that blocks people from transportation.
Your soul also won’t be able to escape, so if you die, you die for
good. It will finally change the course of the war, allowing the end
to these petty conflicts.” 



  I couldn’t believe the words coming
from Alysia’s mouth. I had thought her to be a kind, shy woman.
Well, that was the Dungeon Diver, leader of Titan’s fall. This was
a General, loyal to her own nation. 



  Of course, it didn’t work exactly
like a Dungeon. I could escape from dungeons using my transport
spells. However, that was the thing about my blessing. It was
specifically given by, and specifically geared for, dungeons. This…
was something else. That was enough that my blessing was useless. As
powerful as my blessings were, they were only as powerful as the
curse in the dungeon they came from, and I had only defeated weak
curses so far. Powerful artifacts and unique spells from the Great
Dungeons would always be stronger than these blessings.


  “You wish to… kill people?” My
voice was raspy thanks to the dust and the impact, and
unrecognizable, it seemed.


  “I wish to save people. It is called
a deterrent.  Once people start to respect human lives, they
won’t waste so much time over these petty squabbles and will work
to take care of the true threat! They fear dungeons because it forces
them to put their lives on the line. So, they ignore dungeons and
instead fight silly skirmishes on the surface. I’ll make war just
as scary, and by showing them the consequences, we can finally form
an alliance and fight the dungeons completely.”


  “One artifact isn’t going to change
the world.” I coughed. 



  “You’re right. Sadly, the fuel for
this can only be found in the Mirror Labyrinth, and the cost is high.
That is why I spent the last month collecting enough. We have
negotiated with Jespain to bring in some magical researchers. Once
they reverse engineer the enchantment, the Ost Republic will be able
to cover this world in restrictive formations, and make death truly
matter.”


  “You will cause millions of deaths!”



  “And save the world!” She declared,
and I could now see her tall form coming from the smoke. 



  “And you think the heads of Ost
Republic, your politicians… they’ll just be happy with just
playing nice? They’ll use it to conquer the world!” 



  “No! We just want peace! It’s
Aberis that has pushed us! My country aren’t that kind of people.”



  “You're just naïve and idealistic!
This isn’t going to work the way you think. Why are you telling me
this?” My voice was recovering, and as I did, she seemed to walk
slower and slower.


  “Because… I want you to understand
why you must die. Why I have to kill the general you helped escape.
He knows too much. Why I have to kill everyone you brought with you,
even those unconscious soldiers we trapped. You have done well,
soldier, in making it this far. It’d only be too pitiable that you
died without knowing why.”


  In the end, Alysia and I just didn’t
see eye to eye on this. It wasn’t that she was an evil person. She
was polite when speaking to me, and I believed what she said. She
even sounded regretful in having to kill me. I could sense a great
weight on her heart. This war had taken a toll on her. How many times
had she watched people she cared about die? How many of them reached
a point where their minds started to break? 



  “Alysia… you don’t have to do
this,” I said, finally.


  “Do I know you…” She finally
stepped out of the fog, and I could make out her facial features, as
I knew she could make out mine. 



  “Hello, Alysia.” 



  “Deek…!” She gasped, covering her
mouth, her entire body shaking. 



  I made my decision, drawing my blade.
“I can’t allow that artifact to remain in your hands. I will take
it from you! It will be my life, or yours!”
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hy did it have to be you?” Alysia face twisted in anguish. “You
don’t understand! I have to kill you now!” 



  


  I gritted my teeth. “If you have the
ability!” 



  Her expression grew sad. “You have
the resolution to die. You would have made a splendid Dungeon Diver.
Know that I do not have any ill will. This isn’t personal!” 



  As I prepared, I sent the message
through Slave Communication. “Get out of here. Slave Order,
escape!” 



  “M-master!”


  “What is going on?” 



  “I can be there to help!” 



  “No! Listen to me and go!” I
responded sternly, allowing no nonsense. 



  Slave Communication thankfully wasn’t
blocked by the strange device, and the girls responded to the urgency
of my voice. Using map, I checked on the girl's locations, and it
looked like this spell only took over the fort. Shao had already met
with Lydia outside, and both of them were on their way to meet up
with the other girls and the Tibult brothers.


  In short, they could go at any time. I
assured them that I would escape on my own, but I couldn’t if I was
worried about them. This exchange took about thirty seconds, which
seemed to be about the amount of time Alysia needed to get over her
shock and ready herself for her first attack. 



  Meanwhile, I abandoned my typical
skills of Dungeon Diving and Slave Master. I felt almost naked
without two of my strongest classes, but they wouldn’t keep me
alive here. I settled on True Hero, Hero, and White Mage. I had a
feeling that most Basic Magic spells would be useless on her. 



  “Quick Attack!” Using my sword, I
took the first attack as soon as I was ready. 



  She had waited for me. Her blade caught
mine and then kept going, and I was thrown back against the wall. I
healed and then added Armor for good measure. Then I tossed out a
bottle of poison which smashed to the floor and released green,
noxious gas. She swung her sword again with an almost disdainful
look, and the green gas dissipated with ease. 



  “Don’t make this harder than it has
to be…” She said. 



  “Don’t hold back!” I shouted back
at her. 



  Although I said this, my arms hurt with
a single casual attack, I already knew she was stronger than I was.
I’d like to say I could use my moderate swordsmanship and basic
weapon proficiency to overcome her strength and levels, but it stood
to reason she had better ability in that as well. Still, I had no
choice but to attack. This time, I rapidly swung three times and then
ended with a True Hero skill called True Strike. Its name appeared at
level 15. 



  My sword glowed and seemed to move at a
strange trajectory. True to its name, it struck her shoulder. While
focusing on that, she struck out with her foot, kicking me in the gut
with enough force that I felt two ribs break. There might have been a
third as I struck the wall again. I coughed, and blood came out of my
mouth. That wasn’t good. Strong Heal! 



  If I could do something like this more
to her, perhaps I could wear her down. I can heal. She can’t. My
best bet was to wear her down, death by a thousand cuts. That’s
what I thought, but as I looked at her shoulder, the wound had
already healed. 



  “High Regen…” I breathed.


  
	
	
	
























  “If you wish to do damage to me,
you’ll need to manage better than that!” Her expression started
to turn serious. “I’m sorry, I’ll try to make this quick.”
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y body slammed through the wall another time. I had made no gains. It
was like a child throwing himself against an adult. I used cushion
this time, but it didn’t feel like it softened the impact as dozens
of bones in my body shattered. It hurt so much. Strong Heal! Strong
Heal! Refresh! I struggled to get to my feet, my body not responding
properly. It took three tries before I was finally standing. 



  


  I would have been dead already if I
didn’t keep healing the damage. I had the distinct feeling that she
could have attacked me while I was healing and ended it in an
instant. She gave me time to recover after each attack. She kept
hesitating, only attacking me with counter-attacks. Instead, she was
just an impassible wall. I was completely outclassed here, and I
wouldn’t be able to hold on much longer.


  I may be able to heal all the damage,
but without time, my entire body was starting to feel a weakness that
sank into my bones. A strange numbness started to come from within
after so many repeated healings. I never tested how much a body could
take even with healing, but it looked like I’d be finding out soon
enough. I only had one ability left that I could think to try. It was
the True Hero level 20 skill, Final Blow.


  Considering the name, it had a certain
degree of finality toward it, so I was definitely hesitant to use it.
However, it was a True Hero skill, so it couldn’t be weak. Since I
was able to hurt her with the other ability, maybe I could at least
knock her out. 



  “Goodbye, Deek!” She sighed. “Fatal
Strike!” 



  She made her first true attack on me.
Her sword exploded with light, and when she lowered it, the strike
flew out, a light blade of death spinning toward me. I barely had
time to think; thus, I could only swing with my own blade. 



  “Final Blow!” I struck the light
blade of death while summoning the skill, hoping to deflect her own. 



  All of the power in me got sucked out
and went into the blade. It struck the Fatal Strike, and a massive
explosion tossed me back once again. The explosion erupted out,
cracking the brick walls that made up the cell block. The ceiling
partially collapsed, and dust and debris swelled up into the air. I
went tumbling down a long, dark hallway. Was I still alive? I didn’t
know. All I could do was feel pain for a while. 



  {Last Chance has triggered. You have
1 remaining hp.} 



  “Strong Heal…” I coughed. 



  I died; it turned out. I hadn’t
managed to survive. Whether it was the Final Blow that sapped all my
strength, or the Fatal Strike that blew me away, I couldn’t guess.
However, my hp dipped below 1. It turned out Last Chance was what it
sounded like — a second chance at life. For a hero, it might not
mean much except in a fight to the death. For a white mage that could
restore his body, it was as good as a 1-up. 



  Thanks to the collapsing debris, I had
a bit of time. I understood I had been far too naïve. My view of
this world was narrow. It was useless to keep fighting, I'd never be
able to win. Alysia outclassed me in every department, and it was
even far greater than I ever anticipated. I could switch with Celeste
and have her flee. That might work, although it would be putting
Celeste in incredible danger to do it. No, Alysia would capture and
kill her. I had that kind of feeling. 



  However, even if I could leave safely,
I wouldn't. Alysia would have the artifact, and the Ost Republic
would carry on their plan. I couldn’t just leave them. This had to
be stopped here. Yet, I had to accept the truth. I was not enough. 



  
	
	
	


















  After healing myself, I did a skill
reset. I had used 2 portals, so at the moment I had exactly 25
dungeon points left. As Alysia walked out from the dusty cloud, I
decided what I’d do. It was time to go for broke.
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 forced
myself back up to my feet. It was extremely difficult, and Alysia
only looked on sadly as I worked my way to my feet. Her expression
seemed to fall as she saw me get back up again and again.


  


  “You’re still alive.” She
responded bitterly. “You are… a hero then? It is because of my
reluctance that you have suffered so much. I am sorry I am not a
stronger person.” 



  “I’m sorry too…” I said, my
voice shaking. “I didn’t want to have to do this, but you left me
no choice.” 



  My clothing was in tatters, exposing
the majority of my body. I was covered in dust and dirt. My hair was
tattered. Innumerable bruises covered my body. Meanwhile, she looked
about the same as when we started. The fact that I was speaking this
way would cause most people to laugh in disdain. To Alysia, it only
made her expression more bitter. The harder I clung to life, the less
she wanted to end my life. I could see the reluctance in her eyes.
Had she wanted to kill me, she’d have done it in an instant. 



  I’d like to say I put up a great
fight and that I gave my teammates a ton of time to escape. That
wasn’t the truth, though. It had been less than three minutes since
we started battle before I was in this state. The girls were still
fleeing, and once she took care of me, Alysia would go after them. I
really had no other options left. Since Alysia chose not to kill me
instantly, then it would be the source of her undoing. 



  She took a step forward, but I
immediately slammed my fists together and accessed my dungeon point
store. All the tattoos on my body which were covered in dust glowed,
causing my body to lighten up. It was a scene my girls had grown used
to, but to Alysia, she stopped immediately, her eyes widening. 



  “Wh-what are those… dungeon…
blessings?” Her eyes widened even more until they were practically
teacups. “More than one?” 



  I selected my choice and lifted my hand
up into the air. “Meteor!” 



  4th Tier spell, 25 dungeon
points, usable only once a day, Meteor. The spell took ten seconds to
cast, but by catching her off guard with the blessings, she gave me
those ten seconds. As soon as it finished casting, I wanted to jump
for joy, but I was way too sore for that. Alysia had braced herself
but was confused when I finished and nothing happened. She looked
around, trying to understand what spell I had cast. After another
thirty seconds passed with nothing, she could only shake her head
sadly.


  I was just as confused as she was. I
cast the spell. It should have worked. Did it mean something else?
Had I completely misunderstood what the name meant? I felt like
crying. Was this how it would end? The failure and disappointment
showed on my face, and she looked at me with pity. 



  “You are an incredible man. In any
other circumstance, I would bring you to my side.” She finally
recovered from the shock. “Since you have fought so gallantly, then
I will allow you one strike on me. I will take this as my penance for
failing as your mentor. Use your strongest weapon and take your
strike.” 



  She put her sword away and held out her
hands. She did this for a simple reason. She knew that the strongest
I had still wasn’t enough to defeat her. She wouldn't attack me
unless I attacked her. Once I struck her, she’d use that to give me
my final blow and send me to death. It was as simple as that. 



  I could barely move, and I had used up
everything at my disposal. All 27 points were used up. Worse… they
were used for good. No Reset. I had truly bet everything on this.
Unless I earned more DP, I’d never be able to change my abilities
again. 



  I had to… I had to give it my best.
Picking up my sword, I realized the last strike had melted the blade.
I tossed it aside. Then, I took a step toward her. Then another. One
step at a time, I approached her. Another. Another. It was truly
pathetic, but it was the last march I had. It was a march to death.
It was anyone's guess what I would do when I got there. I hoped the
girls would get away and get by without me. 



  “I love you… all of you…I’m
sorry…” I sent my last communication but didn’t listen for
their replies. 



  I started to run at her. At that exact
moment, I heard a roaring sound overhead. The smoke had obscured the
sky above, but it looked like there was a massive fireball growing
larger with every second. No, it was Meteor. Alysa’s mouth fell
open, and she lifted her hand to the sky as she squinted through the
dust. Suddenly afraid she’d counter it, I realized I’d need to
distract her. I needed just a few seconds! 



  Using the last bit of my strength, I
leapt up at her and attacked with the only weapon at my disposal. Our
lips touched, and my arms wrapped around her neck. Her eyes that had
been looking up suddenly snapped back down. Her focus was no longer
on the meteor, but her lips below. Somehow, despite her strength, my
body seemed to push her. It was like she had absolutely no strength,
and as my arms wrapped around her, she fell back to the ground. 



  The roaring grew louder, and the heat
grew more intense by the second. I pulled my lips away from hers, a
stream of saliva connecting our mouths as we stared into each other's
eyes. She was looking up at me with a shocked expression on her face.
I could see the fireball above me burning and growing closer in the
pupils of her wide eyes. 



  “I’m sorry, but some things are
worth dying for,” I whispered in her ear. 



  If she had a response, it was
completely lost in the roaring noise above. She didn’t move,
resist, or even retaliate. She just lay there with me on top of her
as the world exploded. 



  I died again.
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 gasped,
my eyes widening as I felt the air entering my lungs. My entire body
felt sore. I seemed to have been brought back to life. That was the
first thought in my mind. That only would have happened if I had
managed to destroy the artifact. I had banked everything that meteor
would be sufficient enough to do the job. The Tibult brothers had
been saying it clearly themselves. If you died in enemy territory,
you needed to remove all traces of yourself. I’m sure they couldn’t
attempt to resurrect me after being vaporized by a meteor and
assuming the meteor vaporized the artifact, then my soul was free to
be called too.


  


  Souls of humans weren’t exactly the
strongest, and thus we couldn’t decide who resurrected us. You
could resist a Slave enchantment. It had to be performed on someone
while they were willing. However, once you were dead, you couldn’t
dictate who resurrected you. Thus, in theory, an enemy could kill
you, and then resurrect you before another could do so. Since they
were presumably there when you died, they’d have the time advantage
too. 



  Well, that’s if the body was intact.
Once the body and flesh were destroyed, things got tricky. It was
still possible to resurrect someone, but you’d have to have
something they were connected to. A slave bond was one such
connection. A piece of my body would be another. Thus, if you wanted
to make sure you revived where you wanted to while in enemy
territory, you needed to die in a way that incinerated your body and
left nothing for them to use. I liked to think I succeeded in that
respect. 



  However, until the very end, I didn’t
know how strong meteor truly was. I could only remember the burning
heat on my back. As for whether it was enough to incinerate me and
destroy the artifact, it had been a gamble where I had bet my life.
At the very least, it should have been a distraction that allowed my
girls to escape with their lives. The artifact would have been buried
under mountains of dust, and even if she survived, Alysia would have
been knocked out. 



  As I tried to will my brain to work and
figure out what happened, I passed out. Exhaustion, pain, and an
incessant aching accompanied me into troubled dreams. I dreamed of my
mother. She was in pain, but I was literally a world away from her.
Up until now, I had never really thought much about returning home,
but at least in the dream, going home was what I wanted more than
anything. 



  I woke up again. I still ached, but it
had diminished a bit. My head was pounding, and no matter what I did,
I couldn’t seem to get up. I needed more strength and vitality. I
needed to snap out of it. There was a job good for such a thing. Eh…
should I use it? I decided that it was more important to snap out of
this state and wake up. Only then could I take care of the world
around me. I equipped the job, Pervert.


  Instantly, I felt my blood rushing to
all kinds of places, and my heart sped up. It actually felt a bit
like taking adrenaline, not that I knew what that felt like. Let’s
just say drinking a lot of caffeine all at once. As my body moved
from unconsciousness to awake, I began to hear the sound of a woman
sobbing. I could feel hair on my face and realized there was a head
on my chest. I was lying down in some kind of bed, and there was a
woman holding me. If this was an echo of how I’d go out of this
world, it wasn’t so bad to die with a woman lamenting on my body. 



  I gently lifted a hand and touched the
back of her head. I could feel her hair in my fingers, but I was
still completely out of it. 



  “I love you…” the words came out
of my mouth. 



  I didn’t even know which girl it was.
Lydia, Miki, Celeste, Terra, Shao? Surely
it was one of them. It didn’t matter which, I loved them all. I
brought her head to mine and kissed her. Her lips were a bit wet and
salty, but they also had a sweetness that ignited the desire inside
me. 



  Having not even woken up yet, I began
to rip off the clothing of the girl on top of me.
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hn!
Deek!” She gasped in my ear as our kiss broke off. 



  


  Did I recognize her voice? Yes, it
sounded familiar. It was filled with love and desire and tied with my
pervert only made me more rambunctious. Strangely, I didn’t wake up
completely. I knew I was still partially asleep. Pervert had brought
me into motion, but it hadn’t managed to give me that last push
towards being fully awake. Instead, my body was moving on its own. At
the very least, the pain had subsided. Increased pain tolerance was
one of the new skills that Pervert offered. Instead, my body was
filled with unbearable horniness. 



  My hands squeezed her butt, and my lips
kissed and sucked on her neck. She was panting and moaning, but not
resisting in the slightest. Of course, none of my girls would resist,
would they? Her dress was a bit more complicated than the clothing I
remembered getting them. However, I managed to get it off after some
effort. After she realized my intent, she tried to pull her clothing
back on a few times, but eventually allowed me to strip her. She was
being coy. To my pervert addled brain, that only excited it further. 



  “Deek… Ahn…” She moaned as I
touched her body. “I l-love you too…” 



  Her breasts were about size C. Too big
to be Miki, too small to be Lydia. Was it Shao? Her voice didn’t
sound right. Ah, who cares? She felt soft and warm. I pulled her
small little nipples, causing her to cry out. 



  “P-please… those are sensitive. We…
we should stop until we get married.” 



  “How can I wait when you’re so
tasty!” I heard myself saying. 



  “D-Deek… ahhh!” She let out a cry
as I picked her up and put her down under me in the bed. 



  I started wrestling with her underwear,
which felt a bit like a garter belt. It took some effort, but I
managed to rip her panties off. Like before, she had grabbed them at
first, trying to keep them on, but it was like her fingers had no
strength. She was telling me she wanted this, but she didn’t want
to seem like she wanted it. I didn’t know why one of my slaves was
acting this way, but it was really working for my perverted self. 



  “Now, let’s see how you taste!” 



  “T-taste? Ahhh!” 



  I lifted her legs and shoved my face
into her crotch. She cried out as my tongue slid in and out of her.
She had a clean, mineral-like taste. It was the taste of a woman who
might frequent a hot spring. At least, that’s what I thought. That
could be any of my girls. She had a small patch of hair on top which
was well-kempt, but despite her delicate and gentle lotus flower, I
attacked it like a pig, shoving my face in it and eating noisily,
even making muffled noises with my nose. 



  “Ahn! Ahn! Not there… it’s dirty!
How can you eat that?” She moaned while her back arched in ecstasy.
“S-stop! I’m going to lose it!”


  “How can you lose it before I have
the main course!” I snort, grabbing her legs and lining my cock up
with her waiting womanhood. 



  “So, you want even that…” She
cried. “S-since it’s Deek…” 



  “I’d take it even if you didn’t
give permission since you’re already mine!” I pushed forward,
sliding my dick into her wet cunt. 



  “Ahhhn! Ahhh! It hurts! Don’t stop!
Keep going!” 



  I worked my way the rest of the way in,
but she was uncharacteristically tight. I was a bit surprised by that
and wasn’t sure what to do. I decided it was best to get it all the
way in and then fix the problem. 



  “Weak Heal!” I waved forward and
cast. 



  When the spell worked, I felt even more
excited. I didn’t have White Mage equipped. At the moment, my only
job was Pervert. At the moment, if I equipped True Hero first, I
could only equip one other job. However, I hadn’t been coherent
enough to manage that, so I only had pervert equipped. Yet, my theory
about jobs proved to be true. If you practiced something enough, it’d
be a natural part of you, and you could cast it even with a different
job. I felt like Moderate Heal was still outside my reach, but I was
at a stage where I could use the basic skills on my own. 



  “Th-the pain is gone?” She said in
disbelief. 



  “Since you’re mine, how could I let
you feel discomfort. I only accept pleasure!” I declared while
starting to thrust into her. 



  “Ahhn! Deek! Ahhhn! Deek’s inside
me! Amazing! It feels so good! I love you! I love you! Kiss me!” 



  I did as she asked, and the pair of us
kissed as I thrust inside her. Our kiss was short-lived, though, as
she ran out of breath and had to turn away to continue panting. Her
hands rested on my chest, and she touched me lovingly while I thrust
into her. My eyes were half-closed at this state, and the woman under
me was just a blurry form. However, the words she spoke rang in my
ears, and her moaning was like a symphony. 



  “I’m Deeks…” She suddenly
giggled. “Ahn! I’m Deeks!” 



  “Mm!” I leaned down and sucked on
her neck, eliciting more cute sounds. 



  “Ahn… I can’t take it anymore,
Deek’s amazing! I’m… ahn… ahhhn… it’s coming out.” 



  “I’m cumming too!” I announced in
my drowsy state.


  “Y-you can’t. I might get
pregnant!” 



  “That’s fine. I’ll take
responsibility.” 



  “You- y-yes… okay.” She
acquiesced quickly. “I want it. Deek, please, make me pregnant!” 



  As a pervert, the chances of getting
her pregnant were reduced naturally. I usually used it when I slept
with my girls, and none of them had become pregnant. I also heard
that human to nonhuman pregnancies had a lower rate of success, and
since all of my slaves were nonhuman, it was fine. Raissa, on the
other hand, I didn’t have Pervert equipped, so she ended up
pregnant. 



  Although I didn’t feel a tail, ears,
or horns on her, since she was one of my slaves, the chances of her
getting pregnant were basically nothing. Yet, playing to the fantasy
was hot, so I didn’t hesitate to do so. 



  “Take my seed in your womb!” I bit
her ear. 



  “Ahn! Yes! Yes! I’m Deek’s woman!
Impregnate me!” 



  I pushed deep inside of her and
immediately released a load. With pervert equipped, I had no shortage
of cum, and I released a ton inside her. 



  “Ahh… so much… it’s warm…
Deek is inside me!” She cried out. 



  I kept going until my load was
completely gone. Suddenly another wave of exhaustion hit me. I rolled
over and was asleep before I hit the sheets. 



  I felt a form pulling away and then
leaving, and when I woke up again, I felt a lot better, and my head
wasn’t so foggy. I unequipped Pervert and equipped White mage. I
used the Refresh spell and instantly felt myself wake up again. My
head cleared, and as it cleared, I started to remember what happened
when I was half asleep. 



  “Wait… that wasn’t one of my
slaves.” I realized as my face turned white. 



  
	
	
	













































  Just who the heck did I have sex with?
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healing myself properly, I finally woke up all the way. If I was
resurrected, it was without a body. It seemed like being resurrected
to that extent was a lot more straining. Furthermore, without my
white mage spells, it was extremely draining. I had been asleep for a
while, but now that I woke up, I was good to go. I couldn’t say
exactly how long I had been unconscious. However, I had things to do,
and I couldn’t get distracted. 



  


  I quickly realized I was in the palace
in the Capitol. They had put me in one of their guest rooms. I was
expecting to wake up in the insurance agencies rooms, so at some
point, I must have been moved. Unless… I was resurrected here
directly. 



  I sighed and checked my Inventory
skill. “Ah… it survived.” 



  There was a bit of good news there.
Before I even went on the mission, I stashed most of my stuff into my
inventory just in case my storage ring was damaged. Well, my ring was
destroyed again. These things were rare, and I seemed to be losing
them all too easily. At the time, I didn’t expect to die, but it
looks like Inventory even transcends death, so that was good. I
pulled out some of my clothing and started getting dressed. 



  Inventory was much smaller than my
inventory ring, so everything wasn’t saved. I still lost a fair bit
of stuff. Some gold, tons of herbs, and magical items I didn’t want
to sell. Fortunately, I had sent the vast majority over with Faeyna
to sell, and that wasn’t the ones I gave to Chalm to use. So,
overall, most of my profits had been distributed. Unfortunately, it
was the best stuff that was gone. 



  Everything I wore was destroyed. The
magic pieces I liked best and had carefully chosen to synergize with
each other were lost. My sword which I had obtained in the labyrinth
had been severed by Alysia during the fight. So, I really had nothing
good to enter a dungeon with. 



  What was worse was that my dungeon
points couldn’t be reset. I had 27 points initially. I had used
portal twice already before using reset, so those points weren’t
returned to me. Then I selected meteor and used it. At the time, it
seemed like my only option. I needed to destroy the artifact, my
body, and Alysia in a single all-powerful attack. 



  Both the Meteor and my Portals had
regenerated, but I didn’t have the reset ability to change them to
something else. This was a fear I had ever since I had gotten my
first DP. That’s why I was never casual about changing my skillset.
As soon as it became routine, there would be a time I’d
accidentally set up too many portals and suddenly get stuck with my
layout. That worry eventually became this reality. 



  I had two portals a day and Meteor.
Yes, I could recast Meteor. Why would I unless I was looking at
blowing up a small city? It would be absolutely useless in dungeons.
While I had Portal, I also couldn’t be too aggressive with that.
There were no second chances. It was in and then out. I could move
once a day. 



  It wasn’t all bad. True Hero was
growing rather powerful, and it gave me access to a second job. My
job switching was always related to my class as a supporter, and not
my dungeon points or my jobs. So, the only thing I lost was a third
job. I could swap my second job freely if I needed to. It still took
a few seconds, which could be life or death in a battle, but it
wasn’t like accessing the dungeon store and resetting my points or
something. 



  My experience bonuses were gone, which
means my levelling had plummeted as well. I would only gain levels as
fast as a normal person. As long as I kept Slave Master equipped
though, my girls could still benefit from their second jobs and
speedier levelling. I also lost Map, which would be a bit troublesome
when finishing the dungeon. Fortunately, Lydia had unlocked many
pathfinding abilities with her Scout, and most of the time, I let her
lead in the dungeon anyway. 



  I started making my way to the door to
announce I was up and find out what was going to happen next when the
door opened, revealing a beautiful woman. A sudden memory of me
having sex with a small-chested woman came to mind. She rushed to me,
throwing her arms around my neck, and then kissing me instantly. It…
it… it can’t be…


  I made a fist and punched her in the
gut as hard as I possibly could. 



  “Puh!” She broke off her kiss and
fell back a few steps, but then she gave me a flashy and beautiful
grin. 



  “My love, after the wonderful night
we had together, how can you be so cruel?” Octius asked in a
whimpering voice.
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y mouth fell open, and I collapsed onto my knees. It was only then I
noticed that Otto was right next to Octius, giving his brother a
disgusted glare. Yes… brother… he… me… last night…


  


  Just how out of it was I? There was no
way, right? I felt breasts! I definitely ate pussy. It tasted… no!
I wasn’t licking that! That was impossible. 



  “Octius… you… you weren’t in my
room earlier, were you?” 



  “Hmm?” She cocked her head… ahem…
he cocked his head and grinned. “Tehee, I’ll never tell!” 



  “You… Otto! Please tell me you’ve
been by your brother’s side all the time, right?” I begged,
grabbing onto his shirt. 



  “Ah! Get off me… you’re creeping
me out!”


  Octius seemed to delight in this,
laughing even more. “My… my… wanting to know my whereabouts. I
didn’t expect my new boyfriend to be so possessive.” 



  “He’s not your boyfriend!” Otto
punched out at Octius, who easily dodged before he tried to pull me
off of him. “And, so you let go of me, I’d never be by his side
if I could help it. He just saw me coming to check on you and
followed!” 



  “Both of you are so cruel… but I
know you love me!” Octius cried. 



  I finally let go of Otto, my hands
shaking as I tried to calm myself down. “Right… right… sorry…”



  Otto suddenly put on a guilty look.
“Well, you don’t need to apologize. Rather, you died to save our
asses. The reports say that Fort Pride is gone! Father ended up
breaking through and returned a lot earlier than expected, and he
immediately led a charge. We managed to gain control of an
unprecedented amount of the Ost Republic. It was a great victory for
Aberis.” 



  “Is that so?” I sighed, standing up
while trying not to think of last night. “Then… General Alysia
was defeated?” 



  “The General, Lieutenants, everyone
in the fort! Their defenses were stripped, their forces were
scattered. I thought you were a healer. I didn’t know you had such
a powerful spell under your belt. I suppose it was too powerful since
it killed you though…” 



  “Y-yeah…” 



  “You should check your level. After
that many defeats, you had to gain a bunch of levels.” 



  I did check, but at the time of the
incident, I only had True Hero equipped, having not been of a mind to
equip a second job. Then, I had all of my experience bonuses off. So,
my usual cut of experience was dropped to 1/20th. In the
end, I still ended up getting True Hero up to level 25. I also gained
two levels of Intermediate Magician. Apparently casting that spell
was enough to give that much experience to it. Forty-seven more
levels in that and I’d be at the level of where I was supposed to
start with White Mage. Then again, maybe I’ll luck out and unlock a
different-colored Mage. 



  “Where are my girls?” I finally
asked, realizing this should have been my first question had I not
gotten so flustered earlier. 



  “Ah… they escaped with us, and we
brought them back to the capitol. Being slaves, they’re not
typically permitted into the castle. Especially when their master is
unconscious…” 



  “How long have I been out?” 



  “Only two days.” 



  “Okay… that’s not too bad.”


  I instantly opened Slave Communications
to every girl. The response I got back was so loud and enthusiastic I
immediately wanted to cover my ears. Every girl seemed to be
immensely worried. Faeyna was the worst, only knowing we didn’t
come back after the event. 



  “Um…” Otto had been wearing a
guilty expression since he entered the room, but only now, he
suddenly fell to the floor. “I have a confession! I’m so sorry!”



  “Eh? What is it?” I realized I was
wearing the same disgusted face he had when I grabbed his outfit. 



  It looked like neither of us was suited
for begging. 



  
	
	
	






























  “Perhaps, I should explain this.” A
voice came in as the Prince walked in, hiding behind him was the
Princess.
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tto
Tibult, Prince of the Tibult family, is being promoted to the rank of
Viscount. For his accomplishments in rescuing his brother, defeating
a general, and obliterating Fort Pride… he will receive 1000 gold,
4 knights, and land of his own.”


  


  “Um… congratulations?” I said. 



  “No… those are your
accomplishments!” Otto cried. “They’re giving me credit for
what you did! Please don’t hate me, Brother.”


  “I see…” 



  I had felt something seemed off. At
first, I had just assumed that we were sharing credit. Even if it was
me behind the meteor, it was, by all accounts, his expedition in the
end. It was his rescue mission, and he was the one who returned
alive. None of my slaves would have gotten benefits for any mission I
completed either, even though they do most of the work. It was simply
natural that the person on top got the credit. However, in this case,
I was actually a higher rank, although not anymore, and it sounded
like my credit wasn’t being shared, but completely stolen!


  “You don’t seem as angry about this
as I would have been,” Octius noted. 



  “Of course, he wouldn’t!” The
prince snorted. “He’s a man’s man!” 



  “You don’t have to convince me!”
Octius grinned, causing even the prince to look at him hesitantly. 



  “I’m a bit confused; this award is
larger than saving the Capitol…” 



  “All awards need to be taken in
context. You were nothing. Being brought up to Viscount from a
subject was an extreme jump. So was the land I awarded you and the
money. To the Tibult family, 1000 gold and four knights are trivial.
Bringing an existing lord up to a high lord status is the biggest
award I gave them, and still a smaller jump.”


  I relaxed when I thought about it that
way. It was true that the amount the Lord had granted me was almost
astronomical from the point of view of a villager. That only left the
second problem. These were my accomplishments! I had given my life.
That’s right! They didn’t know why I had done it! No one knew
about the artifact. For all they knew, I just self-destructed to
escape capture. In that case, the source of the mission, Octius’s
rescue, was mostly carried out by Otto, and my actions were more of a
happy accident. 



  “You see… it’s like this…” I
went on to describe what happened after Otto and Octius left the
room. 



  Otto’s eyes widened in shock, while
Octius started to look at me in an uncomfortably lustful way. The
Prince scratched his chin as I explained everything. Of course, in
the end, all they had was my word for it. I destroyed the artifact,
and along with it any evidence it existed. By the time I was done, I
felt slightly depressed. 



  “Since this is the case…” The
Prince spoke up. “Then, I will increase Otto’s award to 2000
gold!” 



  “What?” 



  “As for Octius, you had already
received your reward yesterday. Although… I don’t understand why
you wanted a sex-changing potion.”


  “Tee hee… I had my reasons.”
Octius winked at me.


  My eyes grew even larger, but I wasn’t
focused on that now. Rather, I felt a surge of anger that the Prince
was shafting me so much. It was basically a slap in the face. 



  “May I… be dismissed now,” I
responded through clenched teeth, unable to hide my anger any longer.


  Otto winced, and Octius looked on with
a bit of pity, but strangely enough, the Prince was relieved. 



  “So, that’s what it takes to make
you angry,” he said, gently smiling. “I had worried you’d be
too amendable.”


  “Are you treating this like a game?”
I responded angrily. 



  “I think you misunderstand my
intentions.” The Prince sighed. “I could give you rank, money,
resources… but all I would be doing is painting a target on your
back. The basic truth is… your growth is too alarming!” 



  I blinked in surprise. 



  “I meant what I said in the past. I
see you as a brother. You have a cool head. You don’t act petty or
vengeful. You’re willing to help without expecting a personal gain.
You’re even willing to forgive your enemies and going so far as to
save their lives.” He glanced over at the Tibults, who now looked
sheepish. “There are few men of your caliber. Which is why I can’t
help you too much openly. You’re the ace up my sleeve now, my
hidden weapon. Yes, I will use you. You will defeat Lord Reign when
the time is right, but when it is all over, I won’t forget what you
have done and the loyalty you have shown. Trust me; when the time
comes, and the situation is reversed, and your family needs us, we
will be there. I swear it on my life!” 



  I bit my lip, suddenly feeling a bit
foolish for being so angry. I had seen too many hero stories where
the guy did barely anything and then was handed everything. This
wasn’t that kind of world. It was important to work hard every day
to advance. No one got promoted just because they did something once.
You needed to show you were reliable and could be trusted. I couldn’t
just help people in expectation of a reward. 



  Back when I helped Otto, I hadn’t
been doing it, expecting the prince to give me an award. If anything,
this ties the Tibults to me, because now their son’s merits were
directly taken from me. Octius and Otto knew this and were thus
indebted to me. That was an award the prince had given. Had he really
thought so far ahead? I had a feeling he did. 



  “I understand. I will take your words
to heart.” I gave him a proper bow, although it was still clumsy. 



  “Now… aren’t you supposed to be
saving the king?” He asked, giving me a wry look. 



  “Geh… um… about that. The 27th
level is a water level, and it’s filled with carnivorous fish. We
were on our way to Kingsport to have a ship built so we could
navigate it.” 



  The prince scratched his chin for a bit
and then raised an eyebrow. “Why didn’t you just freeze it?” 



  “What?” 



  “Freeze the water. Just use a strong
ice spell and then freeze the pathway, then walk along with it. One
or two feet would be all that was needed to render the fish useless.
At least, that’s what I would have done.” 



  “…” 



  I felt like smacking my head. Well, it
was too late for that route. Rather, no one in my party had that
level of ice ability. We would have had to locate an ice mage the
same way we were locating a shipwright, so in the end, it wouldn’t
have changed much. 



  “Well…” The Prince clapped his
hands together. “Carry on. Let me know when father is rescued. If
there is anything vital that happens, please keep me informed.”


  “Yes, my lord.” I bow again and
then leave. 



  Otto and Octius followed me out the
door and escorted me to the gates of the castle. Otto insisted on
paying for the boat. Although I wanted to resist, he pushed a purse
of a thousand gold coins into my hands and wouldn’t take no for an
answer. 



  “It can be my dowry…” Octius
giggled. 



  I pretended I couldn’t hear him.
Thinking about the harsh reality of what might have happened was too
much for me. 



  Back in the room I just left, the
Prince looked back Eliana, who had hidden behind him and said nothing
the entire time. 



  “You were pretty quiet. I thought
you’d be angry that he didn’t receive a better reward and fight
more on his behalf.”


  She blushed. “H-he got his reward.”



  “Oh?” 



  She started to touch her fingers
together and look down, a shy expression on her face. “He didn’t
even say anything to me… and after I gave him that…” 



  “Eh? What did you give him? Are you
sure it was something he valued?” 



  “Stupid brother!” She suddenly
yanked off her shoe and threw it at him before storming away angrily.



  The Prince remained on the floor for a
while, wondering what he had said to piss off the princess suddenly.
When a maid saw him lying on the ground with blood pooling under his
head, she ran off screaming about an assassination. It was a mess
that put the whole palace on lock down, but by then, I had already
left the city. 
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lysia
woke up from a murky sleep. The last thing she remembered were that
man’s eyes, shining as a massive fire descended on them. She
reached up into the air, seemingly grasping nothing. 


“I lost.” She muttered. 


“You certainly did.” A voice caused
her to glance up, taking in the surroundings of the palace. “Your…
party, has been resurrected, but the destruction of Fort Pride cannot
be repaired so quickly.”

“Mother?” She asked as her eyes
fell on a beautiful woman standing near her bed. 


  “Daughter, it’s good to see
you’ve recovered. You worry your mother so every time you die.
Especially considering you spend so much time in those dangerous
dungeons.” 


“Every time… this is only the
second!” 


“Details.” 


The first time she died was an
embarrassing act that she would never admit to anyone. Deek was the
first person to defeat her in a fair battle. No, could a battle like
that even be called fair? He was in her terrain, surrounded by her
allies, and physically weaker than her, and yet he still one. Then,
she recalled the tattoos that had glowed all over his body. 


“A True Dungeon Diver.” 


Those kinds of things only appeared on
someone who had turned a curse into a blessing. To do something like
that, it was the same as changing fate itself. Alysia still struggled
to accept that the innocent young adventurer who wondered into the
Mirror Labyrinth seemingly unprepared was actually so formidable. 


“Oh, you’re not going on about the
dungeons again.” Her mother sighed. “I wish you would stop
obsessing about those things. You have been obsessed with them since
the day I had you. I wish you would be more focused on the state of
the republic like your brother.” 


Alysia couldn’t help but make a face
at those words. “I am not my brother. He’s in charge of this
country for a reason. Although, I think mother should still be
Queen.” 


Mother laughed, her beautiful voice
holding just a tinge of melancholy. “I would be a terrible Queen.
Besides, I gave up that right long ago.” 


Alysia glanced over at her mother
uncertainly. A second later, she made up her mind to ask a difficult
question. It was something she never even would have considered even
a week ago. However, after she had met him, she could feel something
change inside her. 


“Is… Aberis really so bad?” 


Mother’s eyes flashed severely. “What
is this about?”

She knew her question would anger her
mother, but she had to ask, anyway. “Is there any way we can make
peace with Aberis?”

Mother’s face turned ugly. “The Ost
Republic once fought alongside Aberis against an evil demon lord. On
that journey, I fell in love, and the pair of you were conceived. I
loved a great hero. Aberis betrayed them, betrayed me, and that great
hero fell because of his actions. I ended up fleeing in the night,
pregnant with the pair of you. He sent an army to kill me. He started
the first war. That man hates Osteria, people like us, and he, nor
his xenophobic country deserve any forgiveness!”

As she spoke, anger and resentment
seemed to leak from every pore. It was like she wanted to reach out
and strangle him right there. Alysia had expected this answer, but it
still caused her heart to ache. For some reason, when her mother had
spoken of a great hero, the image of a certain man came into her
mind. Was the hero just like him? She wondered if her father was
alive, would things be different? She decided to try one more time,
although she already suspected it was fruitless. 


“Things change. People change.”
Alysia spoke in a somewhat pleading voice. “The Prince, for
example, he might not be like his father, and there are other nobles
too!” 


“They’re all the same!” Her
mother stood up, icy anger on her face. “You will cease to talk
about such things! If you spoke of them in front of your brother,
he’d already have you arrested for treason!” 


“But… mother…” 


“Enough of this! Aberis was a blight
on this land, and the country named after him is no better! You are
too young and too naïve to realize that some things cannot be
undone. You’re only eighteen. In a few years, you might know
better.” 


“Eighteen is an adult for humans!” 


“Bah! Who cares about human years,
anyway? You’re just a child! Now, listen to your mother!” Mother
wore an expression on her face now that told Alysia that no matter
what else she said, she wouldn’t be able to budge her mother any
more. 


“Yes, Mother…” Alysia responded,
her head down. 


Her mother nodded after a moment.
“Good, now, you’ll be heading back to that country on a mission.”


Alysia lifted her head. “What?” 


“We’ve already questioned enough
resurrected soldiers to get the gist of what happened. You may not
know this, but the one you were battling was some new noble by the
name of Deek. He used some kind of powerful artifact to destroy the
fort. We need to find out about how this was done.”

“Y-y-you want me to find Deek?”
Alysia turned away, hiding the blush on her cheeks.

She didn’t expect her heart to speed
up at just the thought of seeing him again. She had only met him
twice, and one of those times she had been trying to kill him. So,
why couldn’t she get those intense eyes out of her mind. He was
even on top of her, holding her down. She had felt completely
dominated. 


“Daughter!” 


“Y-yes!” Alysia glanced up at her
mother, who was watching her with narrowed eyes. 


“If Deek proved to be too dangerous,
kill him!” 


This was an order that she couldn’t
ignore. That was the truth of it. He was dangerous. The Ost Republic
couldn’t allow a man like him to continue to exist. She took a
breath and put aside her feelings. She had a job to do. 



	
	
	







































“Yes, Mother. I will.”
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o you see this crap?” A guy ripped a sheet of paper off a
light post. “Those two troublemakers have been putting this garbage
up all over town. I was just starting to be happy I never had to see
that guy’s ugly face again, and suddenly he’s everywhere.” 



  


  The page he was holding said. “Have
you seen this man? Deacon Williams. Please contact us. Cash reward
for anyone who had any information that can lead to his recovery.”
This was followed by a picture of the guy himself. A pudgy guy of
around college age. He was completely unremarkable and no presence at
all. Now, a few months after he disappeared, he suddenly became the
most recognized face on campus. Some people even held a candlelight
vigil at night for him. 



  No one had cared the first few months
he was gone, other than his mother, he supposed. Then, these two
chicks showed up looking for him, and suddenly the campus started
acting like they gave a damn. Supposedly, the mother had suffered a
nervous breakdown, and then the bleeding-heart support groups got
wind of it, and a name no one had cared about had picked up a storm. 



  “Richard, just drop it.” His
girlfriend said. 



  “No! It’s stupid! This guy just
runs away and now everyone is acting like he matters or something!”


  Of course, Richard had a reason to be a
bit spiteful. Deacon had actually had the audacity to hit on his
girlfriend. Admittedly, he wasn’t dating her yet, but that was just
because he was buying his time. Of course, she had no interest in
Deacon, and so she had laughed in his face, and Richard had given him
a proper lesson in understanding his place. Then, that night, he
disappeared. In fact, Richard and his friends were the last to see
Deacon alive. 



  Who else would people look at? Richard
and his friends were taken in for intensive questioning. He had
several nights ruined because of it, and the stress even caused his
grades to dip. Rumors on campus were that Richard had killed Deacon
and they had gotten rid of the body. The rumors were believed by a
good number of people to the point where he got angry stares and
death threats. Never mind that crazy biker chick that had launched
accusations and even attacked him. 



  When they were forced to confess to
attacking Deek, that was even more nights of questioning. Richard was
put on academic probation, and he was seriously in jeopardy of losing
his scholarship. This all, he blamed on Deacon as well. 



  If Deacon didn’t have a hot
half-sister and cousin who seemed to be obsessed with finding him,
then his disappearance would have already been yesterday’s news.
Instead, he had to hear about it daily, and was slowly becoming the
enemy on campus. No one would even listen to him. The worst part of
it all was that his own girlfriend was starting to have doubts. She
felt an intense guilt, that her rejection had caused his
disappearance, and sometimes she looked at him like she actually
believed he had done something to that guy. 



  Why the hell would he? He was better
looking and more attractive. He was physically fit, confident, and
had a large group of friends. Compared to a loser like Deacon, he had
no need to do something so awful. Deacon had never even posed a
threat to him. He had only kicked the guy’s ass on principal, and
even then he had held back. He wasn’t some high school bully. He
just made sure the guy knew his place.  



  So, naturally, his bitterness had grown
with time, and as his bitterness grew, his actions became even more
caustic. This lead to even more rumors, which made him bitterer, and
the cycle continued. 



  “Come on, bro, we need to get to
class.” His friend Barry slapped his shoulder. 



  Richard nodded and tossed the waded-up
paper with the picture of Deacon on it in a nearby trashcan. However,
as soon as he remembered which class they had today, his mood dropped
once again. This was the class they had shared with Deacon, and
ultimately the one where Deacon had worked with his girlfriend and
decided to ask her out. If any class discussed Deacon the most, it
was this one. 



  The guy wasn’t even a full-time
student. He supposedly couldn’t afford it, so he only took two
classes. Trash like that shouldn’t have even been allowed in
college. Had he been intelligent enough, he would have been able to
pay with scholarships, so clearly he was someone who was just wasting
time by going to classes. While Deek was screwing around, probably
hoping to pick up chicks in a class centered around women, Richard
genuinely had to pass Women’s Studies! 



  The group finally made it to the
classroom, and as soon as he walked in, things only got worse. A
bunch of classmates shot him looks, and the reason was because of two
girls who happened to be standing at the center of the classroom. As
soon as Richard walk in, one of the girls suddenly stood up on her
desk. 



  “Yo! My name is Penny! This is my
girl, Sarah!” the one named Sara looked away, covering her face in
embarrassment. “We’ve joined you Women’s Studies class for the
rest of the new semester! The reason is simple! This was the class my
brother was attending when he went missing! If anyone has
information, come find us!”


  “Your take college courses just to
find your brother?” A quiet girl who always sat in the back asked. 



  “Hmph!” She crossed her arms and
grinned. “But I make enough in one photoshoot to go a whole year. I
can put at least this much in for bro!” 



  “Photoshoot?” Another girl asked.
“Ah! Are you the model, Penelope Williams?” 



  “Haha! That’s me! Like I said, if
you got info that can help me find my brother, tell me.” Her eyes
shot to Richard’s girlfriend. “And if you’re being threatened
into silence. Well, I can protect you too!” 



  Richard’s expression couldn’t help
but turn ugly, and his girlfriend’s expression couldn’t help but
grow red with embarrassment. It only served to make them look even
guiltier. At that point, the teacher walked in and classes started.
Richard couldn’t say anything to defend himself. Well, he was in
Women’s Studies, so he was used to getting dogpiled on. 



  
	
	
	


























  However, with those two banshees in his
class, things were only going to get worse. If he ever saw Deacon
again, he’d seriously kill the guy next time.
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